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PREFACE. 


T H'E charms of Poetry have been felt by mankind in all ages. 

So highly were the ancients enamoured of this art, that witli them 
the Poet was a lacrcd charadter ; and they fpakc of the Mufes a« ^he 
offspring of Jupiter himfclf. 

And as the plcafure derived from Poetry is founded on that fenfc of 
fublimity, beauty, and harmony, which is natural to the mind of man, 
it will always meet with admirers, while, in the words of one of the 
elegant authors ot The Guardian, it can meet with “ a heart tender and 
“ generous, a heart that can fwcll with the joys, or be depreHed with 
“ the misfortunes of others ; a heart large enough to receive the 
“ greateft ideas nature can fuggeft, and delicate enough to relilh the 
“ moll beautiful ; that is capable of entering into all thofc fubtle 
“ graces, and all that divine elegance, the enjoyment of which is to be 
‘‘ lelt only, and not expreffed.” » , 

_ ^ To young minds efpccially, whole fufeeptibility is not deftroyed, and 
*who are alive to the plealing impreffions of nature and fancy, it yields a 
charming repaft, while (to cite the fame author again) “ it leads them 
“ through flowery meadows or beautiful gardens, refrelhes them with 
cooling breezes or delicious fmits, foothes them with the murmur of 
“ waters or the melody of birds ; or elfe conveys them to the court and 
“ camp, da/./les their imagination with ciowns and feeptres, embattled 
“ holts, or heroes Ihining in burnilhed llcel.” 

It would, therefore, be allowable to encourage a taltc for Poetry in 
young perfons, were it only capable ot affording them thefe innocent 
delights. 

J^ut Poetry may be fucccfsfully employed as the vehicle of inftrudlion, 
as well as pleafure. 

From the earliell periods its language has been made ule of, not only 
in deferibing the beauties of nature, tlic pleafurcs of innocence, and the 
emotions ot love, but in exciting to virtuous and heroic adtions, and in 
conveying hillorical, political, and religious inllrudtion. And it has 
often been found a fuccefsful inllrument in fixing impreffions on young 
minds, when precepts drelled in a Icfs alluring form could not engage 
their attention. 

It is to an acquiintance with the Mufes, likewilc, that moll of thole 
chamdlcrs who have attained to any conlidcrable eminence in polite 
literature, heve acknowledged themlelves chiefly indebted for the graces 
and recommendations of tine writing i for livelinefs and llrengch of 
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imagination, variety and force of language, as well as the noblefl fentl^r 
ments and refledtions. 

The defign of the prefent compilation is, to fupply young perfons, in 
the courfe of a fchool education, with a greater variety of Englifli poetry* 
than has ever yet been publiflied in one volume, and at an expence that 
is comparatively trilling and inconfiderablc. 

The poets from w'hofe works the extrafts have been taken are, many 
of them, the moft celebrated which this country has produced ; -and 
othm fuftain no mean rank in the lifts of fame. In borrowing from 
th^, the lame freedom is ufed as has been obferved in former col- 
ledtions : and in many inftances, where the plan would admit of it, fuch 
poems as have received the ftamp of univerfal approbation are inferred 
entire. 

Particular care has at the lame time been taken, to admit of nothing 
into this colledlion but what is calculated for improvement, or for inno- 
cent recreation. As ilic bees, to borrow a comparifon from St. Balil, do 
not dwell upon every fort of flowers, and even from thofe they fix upon 
draw oi\ly what is of fervice for the compohtion of their precious liquid, 
the Editor has endeavoured to follow their example : and as in gathering 
rofes we ts,ke care to avoid the thorns, he has been careful to gather only, 
from*thc authors to whofc works he has had recourfe, what may be ufcful 
and entertaining, without touching any thing that is pernicious. 

The firft book is compofed of pieces on facred and moral fubjeefts : 
the lecond, of didaeftic, deferiptive, narrative, and pathetic pieces. 

The third book contains extracts from our bell dramatic writers, and 
particularly Shakfpeare, of whofe works the laft edition, by Mr. Malone, 
has been clofely followed. 

To the fourth book, which is epic and mifcellaneous, the Works of 
Spenfer, Milton, and Pope liave laigely contributed. 

The fifth book confifts principally of ludicrous poems, epigrams, fongs,' 
ballads, prologues, epilogues, and various other little pieces intended 
for amufement and diverfion. 

As fuch a great variety has unavoidably fwcllcd this w^ork to a very 
confiderable fizc, it has been thought projxr, in the fame manner as in 
the Extracts in Prose, to infert a new title page nearly in t!ie middle, 
that it may be bound in one, or in two volumes, according to the wilh 
of tlic purclufers. 
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SACRED AND MORAL. 


1. An AdJrefs to the Deity. Thomson. 

i j^ATHER. of light and life! Thou good 
supreme! 

O tj^uch me w hat is good. Teach me thyself’ 
‘..^vc me from folly, vanity, and vice, 

From cviry lowpurl’uit ! and feed my foul 
^v'lth- knowledge, confeious peace, and virtue 
hacred, fubllaiuial, uevci -fading blifs! [pare; 


^ 2. Another AJdrcfs to the Deity. You NO. 
r \ THOU great arbiter of life and death I 
Niuure’s immoit.il, immaterial fun' 
Wliole a’l-prolilic beam late call'd me forth 
I'kiIm daiknefs, teeming driiknefs, Vvhcic 1 lay 
^The worm's inferior, and in rank beneath 
'The dull I tread on, high to bear my brow; 
To di ink the Ipiiit of the golden day ; 

And triumph in exillencc; and couldftknow 
No motive, but my bliE; and hail ordain’d 
A lilein blctfing ’ with the PatriaK^h'a jov, 
'I'hy c.ill 1 follow to the land unknown, 

I trull m Thte,a'Hl know in whom 1 tiufl. ; 
Or life, or death, is ci-iual ; neither weighs ’ 

All weight ill tlii.^ — O let me live to Thee ! 


§ 3 . Ad/im and Eve^ in a Morning Hymn^ call upon 
all the Parts oj the Creation to join ^ith them in 
ex telling their cotnfmn Maker. Mi L T 0 N . 

••'T’HESEarcthy glorious works, Parent of good, 
Almighty, thine this univcrfal frame,"" 
Thus wondrous fair; thyfelfhovvw'ondrous then! 
Unfpeakable, who fitt'll above ihcfe Heavens 
•TVhs invifiblc, or dimly fecn 
■M'thcft thy lowed works 5 y ct the fc declare 
'Thysgoodnefs bc/emtf thought, and powV divine. 
Speak ye who bed can tell, ye fons of light, 
for' ye behold au>d with longs 


And chorn! fymphonies, day without night. 
Click his throne iCjoicing; ye in He<»vcn, 

On Eaith, join all ye creatines tociitol , 

Him li'li, him l ift, him midft, and without end* 
Kail ell of ftais-, lafl in the train of night, 

If better thou belong not to the dawn, 

Sure pledge of day, that crown'd the fmiling mom 
With thy blight circlet, praife him in thy fphcrc. 
While il.iy .Tufes, that fwcet hour of piime, 
Thoii Sun, ot' thu great woild both eye and foul, 
Ackuo'vlcilgc hnn rhy greater, found his praife 
111 rlu cteinal courfe, both when thou climb'd, 
And vvhen high noon had gain’d, and when thou 
fail’d. 

iVTovUi, th.it now meet'll the orient fan, now fly’d 
With ih.c fix'd dais, fix'd in their orbth.at l 1 i«, 
And five other wand'i mg dies that move 
In m\ die dance, not without fong, u found 
His praife, who out of dai’micE call’d up light. 
Ail, ami w dements, the cldcll birth 
Of Nature’s womb, that in quaternion luii 
I’eipctual circle, multiform; and mix 
And nourilli all things; let youi ce-ifelcfs changed 
V.uy to our gicat Maker llill new praife. 

Ye ATids and Exhalations that now rife 
From llill or dreaming lake, dulky or grey, 

Till the fun paint your fleecy Ikins with jjoIJ, 
la honour to the world's great Author rife ’ 
Whether to deck with clouds th’ iiiicolour'dfkjr, 
Or wet the thiidy earth with failing Ihowers, 
Ridng or falling ilill advance his praife. 

H is pVaife y c W indsjthat from four quarters b’ ^\\\ 
Brc.aihe foft or loud ; and wave your tops, ye P iiiwi , 
With every plant m fign of worfliip wave. 
Fountains, and ye that ivarblc as ye dow 
Melodious murmurs, warbling tunc his praife. 
Join voices, all ye living Souls ; ye Birds, 

That finging up to Heaven’s gateafeend, 

Bear on vour wings and in vuur notes his praife. 
B ' " Ye 
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Yc in waters glide, and ye that walk 
The earth, and (lately tread, or lowly creep ; 
Witnefs if I be (ilent, morn or even. 

To hill or valley, fountain, or frclh (hade 
^lade vocal by my long, and taught his praife. 
Hail univerfal Lord ' be bounteous ll ill 
To give us only good; and if the night 
Have gather’^' aught of evil, or conceal’d, 
Dilperfc it, as now Ijl^tdifpcls the dark. 


^ 5 4- Hymn on Gratituiie, Addison. 

^VyHEN all thy mercies, O my God, 

^ ■ My rifing foul furveys ; 

Tranfported with the view, I’m loft 
' In wonder, lovt^ and praife. 
Oliowfliall words with equal warmth 
The gratitude declaic 
That glows within my ravifh’d hcuit ? 

But thou can ft read it there. 


Thy providence my life fuftain’cl. 

And all my wants redreft, 

When in the fileiit womb 1 lav. 

And hung upon the brealt. 

To all my weak complaints and cries 
Tliy mercy lent an ear, 

Ere yet my feeble thoughts had learnt 
T/) foiifi thcmfelvcb in pray’i. 
Uniiumbcr’d comforts to my foul 
Thy tender care heftow’d, 

Before my infant heart conceiv’d 

From whom thole comfoits flowM, 


When in the Hipp'ry paths of youth 
With heedlcls fteps I ran, 

Thine ai in unfecn convey’d me fife. 

And led me up to man. 

Through hidden dangcis, toils, and deaths. 
It gently clear’d my way, 

And through the plealing fnares of vice, 
Aloie tt)be fear’d than they. 

Wlicn worn with fickncfs, oft hall tinm 
With liealth icnew’d my face. 

And when in lins and iorrosss funk, 
Reviv’d my foul with grace. 

Thy bounteous hand with worldly blifs 
Has made my cup run o’er. 

And in a kind and fairlifiil fiiend 
Has doubled all my fturc. 

Ten thoufind thoufand precious gifts 
My daily thanks employ, 

FJor is the leaft a clwerful heart, 

That taftes thofc gifts with joy. 

Through every period of my life 
Thy goodnefs 1*11 purfue ; 

And after death in diftant worlds 
The glorious theme lencw. 

When nature fails, and day and night 
Divide thy works no more. 

My ever grate ml heart, OLord, 

Thy mercy (hall adore. 


Through all eternity to Thee 
A joyful fong I’ll raife. 

For O ! eternity’s too fliort 
To utter all thy praife. 

§5. Hymn on Providence. AuDISOK. 

Lord my pafture (liall prepare, 

And feed me with a (hepherd’s care : 

His prcfence lhall my wants fupply, 

Atu( guard me with a watchful eje ; 

My noon-day walks he (liall attend. 

And all my midnight hours defend. 

When in the fultry glebe I faint. 

Or on the ihii fty mountains pant ; 

To feit'de vales, and dewy meads, 

My weaiy waiid’iing fteps he leads ; 

Where peaceful liveis, foftaiul flow. 

Amid the verdant laiulikip flow. 

Tlv>’ in the paths of Death I tread. 

With gloomy honors oveifpread. 

My ftedfall heart lhall fear no ill, 

For thou, O Lord, ait with me ftill j 
Thy friendly crook fliall give me aid. 

And guide me through the dreadful lhadti. 

Tho’ in a bare and rugged way, 

Tlirough devious lonely wilds 1 ftrav, 

Thy bounty lhall my pains beguile : 

The bairen uilderncfs fliall fmilc, 

With fiulden greens and lieibage crown’d, . 
And ftreams lhall murmur all around. 


§ 6 . Another Hymn, from the beginning ef t! c 
i^th Pfaint, Addison. 

^IIE fpacious Armament on high, 

^ With all the blue ethereal Ikv, 

And fpangled Heavens, a Ihiiiing frame. 

Their great original proclaim ; 

Tlruiuveiiricd fun, from day to d.iy, 

D'leshis Creator’s pow’rdifpiay. 

And pubhilies to every land 
The work of an Almighty hand. 

Soon as the evening fliades prevail, 

The mofin rakes up the wondrous tale. 

And nightly to the lift’ning earth 
Repeats the (Jury of her biitli : 

Whilft all the ftars that round her burn, 

And all the pUneis in their turn, 

Confirm the tidings ns they roll. 

And fpread the ti nth from pole to pole. 

What thoiigliin folcmn (ilcnccall 
Move round the dark tcrreftrial ball I 
What tho* nor i cal voice nor found 
Amid their rad. ant orbs be found ! 

In rea foil’s car they all rejoice, 

And utter forth a glorious voice, 

For ever fmging as they fliine, 

“ The hand that made us is Divine.** 


§ 7 . Another Hymn. Mrs. Row £• 


'T'HE gloriiAis armies of fhc (ky 
To thee, Almighty King, 


Triumphant 
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riumph.int anthems confccratc, 

And hallelujahs fing. 

But dill their mod exalted dights 
Fall vadly Ihoit of thee : 

How didaiit then iiuid human praife 
From tliypcrfedioiis be » 

Yet how, my QoJ, fliall I refiain^ 

When to my ravifli*d fenfc 
Each creature every where around^ 

• Difplays thy excellence ' 

The a^ivc lights that diinc abovc^ 

In their eternal dance. 

Reveal their Ikilful Maker’s praife 
With filcnt elegance. 

The bludics of the morn confefs 
That thou art dill more fair. 

When in the Kad its beams revive. 

To gild the fields of air. 

The fragiant, the refrcfliiiig brcc7C 
Of cv*ry flowVy bloom 
In balmy whilpers own, from Thee 
Their pleafing odours come. 

The Tinging birds, the warbling winds, 
Aiulwatci’s nmrni’iing fall, 

To praife the Ur It Almighty Caufc 
Witli dift ’rcnt voices call. 

Thy iium’ious MOiks exalt thee thus, 

^ * And (hall 1 fiient he ’ 

No j ivthcr let me ccafe lo breathe, 

'rii.m ceafe fi om praifing thee ! 

§ 8. Another Hymn. Mrs. RoWE. 

^^HOU djdft, O mighty God ! exid 
El e time began its i ace } 

Before the amirle elements 

Fill’d up the void of fpace : 

Before tlic ])oiid’rous earthly globe 
In lluul dir was day’d j 
Befuic the ocean’s mighty fprings 
Theii lii[uid doles difpl'iyM : 

Ere through the gloom of ancient night 
The ftreaks of light appeal ’d/j 
Before the high cclcdial arch, 

Or dany judea were rcai ’tl ♦ 

Befuic the loud melodious fphercs 
Thcii tuneful round begun ; 

Before the Ihining roads of hcav’n 
Were meafui ’d by the fun : 

Ere through the ompyican courts 
One hallelujah rung ; 

Or to their harps the Tons of light 
Ecftatlc anthems fung : 

Ere men ador’d, or angtls knew. 

Or prais’d thy wondrous name ; 
blifs, O facied Spiing of life ! 

^ Thy gloVy, Wasgthe fame. 

And when the pillars of the world 
With fudden luin bicuk, 


And all this vad and goodly frame 
Sinks in the mighty wieck ; 

When from her orb the nuxrn fliall dait, 

Th’ adouilh’d fun toll bark. 

And all the trembling dany lamps 
Their ancient coutfe forfake \ 

For ever permanent and fix’d. 

From agitation free. 

Unchang’d in evcriadiiig years. 

Shall thy cxidcnce be. 

§ 9, Afiotker Hymn Jrom Pf aim Ogilvir* 

"DEG IN, my foul, th* exalted lay » 

Let each enraptur’d thought obey. 

And praife th’Almighty’s name : 

Lo ^ heaven and earth, and Teas and Ikies, 

In one melodious concert rife, 

To fwell th* infpiring theme. 

Y'c fields of light, cclcdial plains, 

Where g.iy trardporting beauty reigns. 

Ye fccnes divinely fair 1 
Your Milker’s wondrous power proclaim ; 

Tell how lie formM youi Ihining fiamc, 

And breath’d the lluid air. 

Ye angels, catch the thiilling fimnd » 

While all tli’adoiing thiones arou>id 
His boundlcfs nieicy ling i 
Let cv’ry liirntng faint above 
Wake all ti e uineful foul of love, 

And touch the iVveetcll filing ^ 

Join, ycloiul fpheics, the vocal choir; 

Ihuu daz/liMgoib oflinuid lire, 

The luigiity clioius aid : 

Soon as grey cv’ning gilds the plain, 

Thou, moon, piotrafl the melting ftiain, 

And prail’c him in the lli.ide. 

Thou heav’ii of hcav’ns, liis vaft abode. 

Ye clouds, proclaim your forming God, 

Who call’d yon wurlds fiom night: 

“ Ye ih.ules, difpcl — th’ Eternal Li 4 j 
At once th’ involving drtrknel‘> fled, 

And iiatuic Iprung to light. 

Whdte'er a blooming world con: tins. 

That wings the air, that Ikims the plain?, 
United pifiifc hertow : 

Ye dragons found his .Awful name 
To hcav’n aloud i and ro.ir acclaim 
Ye fwclling deeps below. 

T.ct every element rejoice : 

Ye thunders, buifi with awfiil voice 
To him who bids you loil ; 

His pr.iile in loftcr notes dcclaio, 

Each whifpering breeze of yielding uir. 

And breathe it to the foul. 

To him, ye graceful cedars, bow; 

Ye tow’ring iiiountciins, bending low. 

Your great Creator own ; 

Tell, when affrighted nature Ibook# 

Huw Sinai kindled at his look, 

And tiembicd at his fiovvn, 

B a y« 
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Ye flocks that haunt the Inimblc vale, 

Ye infers, flutt'iing on the gale, 

In mutual roncouil'c rife : 

Crop the gay rofe’s vermeil bloom, 

And waft Its Ipoih, ri fwcet pci fume, 

In iiicenfc to the ikies. 

Wake, all ye mounting ni’oes, and fingj 
Ye plumy wai biers of the fpnng. 

Harmonious niuhcins laife 
To him who lliap’d your liner mould. 

Who tipp’d y()ur ghtteiing wings with gold, 
And tun’d your voice to piaife. 

Let man, by nobler paHions fway’tl, 

The feeling heart, the judging head, 

In litav’nly praife empU^y ; 

Spic.ul Id:', tremrndoui n.iine aioiuuJ, 

Till hc'iv'n's bio.id arcli lings back llie lound, 
i he gen'ial burfi of jo^ . 

Y<* wlu'in the eharm i of im.uu1( hi pleafc, 
on the dt-nny l.*p of eale, 

I'.d l]‘.i oil tale cit !u. throiH, : 

Ye prjncts, 1 ulej '.j ^tll .idoie; 

Fiaile linn, kmys, wlm m dses \oui pow’r 
Amina^l’e of Ins osmi. 

Ye fair, by natine huin <1 to move, 

O praife th’ eternal Snnee of love, 

\yith y mrh’s vilivcnnig fiie : 

I^et age take npthe tuneful lav, 
high Ins Vdefs’d name — then I’oai away, 

And alk ,an angt I's Ivre. 

§10, rjalmj^ih, JVI''KRic’K. 

D efender of mv ngiufui raufe, 

While .'inguilh fioin mv boioin diaws 
The deep-felt ligh, the eeafelel’s piaN’i, 

O make thy fcrvaiitflill thytaic. 

That aid, whirli <)ft my giiefs has litalM, 

To aid ag-ain, intreated, yield. 

Honv bmg, ye fens of pride, hosv lont^ 

Shall hillchood aim youi impious longi/c. 

And en itig lagc yovn bicalf inllame, 

My pow’r to thwart, nv. ..els defame^ 

ToCiod my lieaitiluill \entit3\voe. 

Who, pionipr lii'. hlellings to bellow 
On each whole bierkft has leain’d bis fear, 

Rows to my plaint the willing ear. 

Him wouUUt thou plcafe > With r-v’reud awe 
Obfer^e the didates of his J.aw : 

In lecrct oiith\ couth leelin'd 
Search to its depth tlij « eftlefs mind, 

'I'lll Jiulh’d to peace the tumult lie. 

And wrath and ill ife wi'.lm thee she. 

With puiefl gills apprnru it liis lliiine. 

And fnfeto Him thy caie lehgu. 

1 hear a hopelefs ti iin demand, 

“ Where’s now the wilh'd Dtlh ’lei’i hand r” 
Do Thou, my God, do Tliomeph , 

And let thy prcfciiee fiom on high 
In full cflhfion o’er onr head 
Its all-cnlivcning influence Ihcd. 

What joy myconfeious hcai to’crflow s ' 

Not fweh th’ exulting 1 ib’ici knows 


When to liis long cxpcdiiig eyes 
The vintage and the harvefts rife, 

And, fliadow'ing wide the cultur’d foil, 

Witli full requital crown his toil. 

M> w'cary c}es in ilcep I clofe. 

My limbs, ftfcure, to reft compofc ; 

For Thou, great God, llialt fcrcen my head. 
And plant a guard around my bed. 

§ IT. Pfalm ^th, MfcRRiCK!' 

np'HE w'oids that from my lips proceed, [rtadd 
M V thoughts ( for Thou thofc thoughts caaft 
My God, my King, attentive weigh. 

And hcai, O hear me, when I pray. 

With tailicft zeai, with wakeful care, 

To'rhee my foul fliall pour its pi ay ’r. 

And, cre the dawm has ftreak’d the iky. 

To '1 !ilc direct ns longing eye: 

'Fo Thee, whom nought obfeiii ’d by (lain 
C‘ in picafe; whole doois to feet profane 
liicvo'.ible ftand ; whofc T.aw 
Oflendeisfiom thy fight lhall awe. 

Let each wdude ftingiie to lies is ruin'd, 

Wlu) it lion, of deceit has learn’d. 

Or tin; lUa biotliei *s blood to filed, 

'riiy hate and be.ivicll vengeance dicad. 

Bur I, w lude hope thy Love loppoi ts, 

(H')w giear that Love ') will tread thy couits, 
M\ knees 111 lowlkft lev'icnce bend. 

And row’id iliy Ihnuc my hands extend. 

Do thou, |iift Ciod, my j ath prepare, 

And guaid me fiom each hoflile fnaic , 
lend me thy couducVingiHy , 

A ’id lewd to my fteps tby wav. 

Beliolil me by a tKHjp inclos’d. 

Of falfehofnl and <'f guilt compos’d : 

'riieir thn'iit ;i re|)ulclire diij)lays, 

Deep, wide, lolritLitc ; in their praife 
Imiks flatt’ry, and with fpecious ait 
Belles the puipole of rln.ir liciirt. 

O let till* mildiicfsihcy inteiul 
Rcbnrcd on themreives deleond, 

And id thy w j uh con eft tlicir lin, 

Whofe hcaits thy mercy fails to w in. 

Ma\ all whofe null on 'i'hce replac'd 
l^cacc and ddlight pcipetual tnftc. 

Sav’d by thy can*, in ibngs of joy 
'riieir ever giatcful voice employ, 
j And fliaic the gifts on tbofe bellow'd. 

Who lose the name Jacob' o God. 

Tt)cach whobe.irs aguiltld’s heart. 

Thy giace its blcirings ihall impart, 
Siiongdbthc brazen lhield,rhy aid 
Aiouiul liim carts its cov’ring lhadc. 

§ 12. Pfalin 6 ib, MlrrigK, 

^ SPARIl me. Lord, nor o’er my hc^d 
^ The fulnefs of thy vengeance fhed. 

With pitying eye my weaknefs view, 

Heal my vex’d foul, my ftrength lenqw; 

»And O, if yet my fins demand 
The w ife correftions of thy hand| 
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/jfct ©VC my p.iins their bounds to know, 
And a period to my woe. 

Return, great God, ic:urn, and fuve 
Thy iervant from the gicedy grave. 

Shall Death’s long-lilcnr tongue, O fay, 

The records of thy povv’rdifplay. 

Or pale Corruption’s flaitled car 
Thy praife within its prifon hear •• 

Ky languor, grief, and care oppreiVd, 

With groans perpetual heaves iny breaft, 
And leais, in large jirofufion fhed, 

IncdVaiii lave my lleeplels bed. 

My life, tlioiigU yet in mid career, • 
Beholds the winier of its year, 

(While clouds of grief aiound me roll. 

And hoftile lloi ms in\ ade my Ibul,) 

Kelentlcfs frrim my cheek e.icluiace 
Of youth and blooming hcrilth etale, 
i\nd I’piead before my waiting light 
TJic fliade’S of all-obfcuring night. 

Hence, ye profane: My Saviour hears ; 
While vet I I'peak, he wipes my teats, 
Accepts iny puiy’i, and bids each fue 
Witli fli.une then vain attempts foicgo, 

And, Ib'uck with horror fiom on high, 
hi wild (Iifoidcr Ijaekwaidfly. 


§ 13 . Pfalm^th. Merrick. 

TMmoiial King ! Tliiougli Earth’s wide* frame 
^ '*Hov.’ great thy honour, praifc, and name ! 
Wliofe I'cign o’crdilhiiit woihh. extends, 

AVlioft' gloi y hcav’n’s vcift height tianfccncls. 
Fiom infants Tlioucanll ftrcngtli upraifc. 

And form tlieii lil'ping tongues to praiic: 

Bv thefc tlic vcngtancc-brcathing Foe 
Thy mighnei leirois taught to know, 

In mute afronilhincnt lliali Itaiid, 

And bow beneath tliy conqu’iing hand. 

When, rapt in tliouglit, with wakeful eye 

I view the wonders of the Iky, 

, Whole frame thy fingers o’er out head 

hi rich magnificence have fpread; 

Tlie lileiit IVhion, with waxing horn 
Along th’ ethereal region borne j 
The Stais with vi\ id luftre crown’d, 

Tiiat nightly walk iheir deftin’d round, 

J.ord ' Wliat IS Man, that in thy wiie 
His humble lot fliould hnd a Ihaie^ 

Or w'Uat the Son of IMaii, that Thou 
Tfhus to his wants thv ear lliouldfl: bow ? 

II IS rank awhile, by thy decree, 

Th* Angelic Tribes beneath them fee, 

Till round him thy imparted rays 
With uiicxtmguilh’d glory blaxc. 

SuhjeQed fo his feet by thee. 

To Him all Nature bows the knee ; 

The bcafts in him their Lord behold ; 

The grazing herd, the bleating fold, 

The lavage race, a countlefs train, 

"^hat range at large th’ extended plain. 

The fowU^, of i^rioys wing, that fly 
O ler the vail defert of the Iky, 

And all the wat’ry tribes, that glide 
Through paths to humar-fight deny’ J. 


lND moral. 

Immoit:il King I Tlu oiigh Earth’s wide frame. 
How great thy honour, piaifc, .md name ! 

^ 14 . Pfahn iiiL Merrick, 

T O, my Shepherd’s hand divine! 

^ Want Ihall never more be miiift^ 

In a pafture fair and large 
1 Ic Hull feed Ills happy Clrargc, 

And my couch with teiurrefl care 
’Mulll the fpringing grafs pivpaic J 
W'heii I faint with uiinmer’s heal. 

He llull lead my weary feet 
'j'o the 111 earns that ftillaiul Ilow 
Througii the verdant incavlow (low. 

He mv foul ancNv lliall fraiiit:, 

Ami, his mercy to pioelaim. 

When ttiKiugh tlevioLis patlis I fliaT> 

Teach my ilcps the hettei way. 

Though tlic du aiy vale 1 Head 
By the ihades of death o’crl'picad ; 

Theie 1 w^ilk fiomtciroi fiee, 

Willie my ev'ry wifh I fee 
By thy rod and flaft fupplied ; 

'This my guard, and that mv euidj. 

Willie my foes aic gazing on, 

Thou thy fav’rmgcare hall fliowui ; 

Tliou my plenteous hoard halt I'pitaJ ;; 

Thou with oil icfrclli’d my head} 

Fill'd by Thee my cup o’ci flows j * » 

Kor thy Love no limit knows. 

ConlLmr, to my laiell end, 

Tliia my footlleps linll attend, 

And Hull bid thy hallow’d Dome 
Yuhi mean eternal home. 


^ 15 , Pj'alm Merrick, 

1 . 

pHE feUal Mora, my God, is come, 

^ 'I'liat calls me to thy honour’d Dome, 
Thy pre fence to adore : 

Aly feet the fumnions Ihall attend. 

With w'illingftepstiiy Courts afeend. 

And tread tlic liallow’d floor. 

2 . 

Ev’ii now to our tranfported ey'^cs 
Fair.y/<7//’s tow’is in profpetl: 1 ife 
Within her gates wc ftand, 

And, loft ill vvoiider mid delight, ^ 
Behold her happy Sons unite 

In fiicndlhip's firmcft band. 

Hither fiom JudalP% utmofteiid 
Flic Ileav ’ll- protected Tribes afeend; 

Their olf’rings hither bring; 

Here, eager to atteft their joy, 

In hymns of praifc their tongues employ, 
And hail th* immortal King. 

4- 

By his Command impej^’d, to Her 
Contending Crowds tlicir caufe refer ; 

While Princes from her Throne, 
With equal doom, th’unerringLaw 
Diipcnfc, who boaft their birth to draw 
From favour’d Sou# 

B 3 
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Be Peace by Each implorM on thee, 

O Salem, while with bended knee 
To Jacob's God wc pray : 

How bleft, who calls bimlelf thy Friend f 
tiuccefs his labour ihall attend, 

And fafety guard his way, 

O mayft thou, free from hoftilc fear, 

Nor the loud voice of tumult hear, 

Nor war's wild wades deplore : 

May Plenty nigh thee take her ftand. 
And in thy courts with lavilh hand 
Didribute all her dorc. 

7 » 

Seat of my Friends and Brethren, hail ! 
How can my toguc, O Salem, fail 
To blcfs thy lov'd abode ? 

How ccafe the zeal that in me glows 
Thy good to feek, whofe xvalls inciofc 
The manfion of my God ? 


§ 1 6 . 7 be $tb Ffalm trmjlated* 

Che-istophek. Pitt. 
^ KING eternal and divine I 
The world is thinq alone : 

Above the ftars thy gloi ics Ihinc, 

Above tlje heavens thy throne. 

How far extends thy mighty name ! 

Where’er the lun can roll, 

That fun thy wonders ihall prorlaim, 

Thy deeds from pole to pole. 

The infant's tongue lliall fpeak thy power, 
And vindicate thy laws j 
The tongue that never fpoke before, 

Shall labour in thy caufe. 

For when I lift my thoughts and eyes, 

And view the heavens around, 

Yon ftretchiug wade of azure ikivs. 

With ftars and planets crown’d j 

Who in thei'- dance attend the Moon, 

The empvcis of the night, 

And pour around her filver throne 
Their tributary light : 

X.ord ' what is mortal man > that he 
''Lhy kind regard Ih )uld lhare > 

What is b‘s fon, who claims from thee, 

And challenges thy caie ? 

Next to he bled Angelic kind, 

Tny hamls creatt d nun, 

And rhis infciiot woild dihgn’d 
To dignify his fpdii. 

Him all revere, and all obey 
His delegated reigr i 
The flocks that through the valley dray. 

The herds that graze the ])Iain. 

The furious tiger fpcccfc his t!i;Tut, 

And tiemhics at his penverj 
I:* f^ar of his fuperior might, 

TI.c lious ccufe ta lear. 


EXTRACTS, 

Whatever horrid monders tread 
The paths beneath the Tea, 

Their king at awful di dance dreadj 
And fullenly obey* 

O Lord, how far extends thy name ! 

Where'er the fun can roll. 

That fun thy wonders fliall proclaim } 
Thy deeds from pole to pole. 


§17. Ffalm the parapbrafeJ.' Pitt, 

as the world can dretch its bounds. 
The Lord is king of all. 

His wondrous power extends around 
The circuit of the ball. 

For he within the gh>omy deeps 
Its dark foundations cad, 

And rear’d the piU.us ot the earth 
Amid the watery wade. 

I Who dull alcciid his Sion’s hill, 

I And fee Jehovah there > 

I Who from his facred Ihiinc fliall breathe 
I The faciihce of prayer ? 

He only whofe unfully'd foul 
Fair virtue’s paths has trod, 

Who with clean hands and hcait regards 
His neighbour and his God. 

On him (lull his indulgent [.ord 
Diifufive bounties llied ; 

From God Ins Saviour Hull defeend 
All bleftings on his head. 

Of thofe wlv) feek his righteous ways 
Is this the chofen race, 

Who balk in all his bounteous fmilcs. 

And flourifli in his grace. 

l.ift up y<mr datcly heads, ye doors. 

With hafty reverence rife j 
Ye cvcrlafting cloois, who guaid 
The pali'es of the Ikies, 

Swift from your golden hinges leap, 
Yourhanieis roll away. 

Now throw your blazing jioitals wide. 

And burd the gates of day. 

For fee ! the King of glory comes 

Along tk’ ethereal road : , 

The cherubs through your folds ihall bear 
The triumphs of your God. 

Who is this great and gloiious King ? 

OK * 'tis the Loid, whofe might 
Decides the ronqucd.and fufpends 
The balance of the fight. 

Lift up your datcly heads, ye doors ! 

With hafty reverence rife ; 

Ye tverldfting doors ! who guard 
Thcpalfes of the ikies. 

Swift from your golden hinges leap. 

Your bairicis roll away, 

Now tl»row your bld/Kig pv»t:ds wivlft. 

And buiil the gales of d.iy j 




Book 1. SACRED A 

(ce ! rhc King of Glorv comes 
/ ^long th* ethereal road : 

Thc\hcrubs through your folds fhall bear 
The triumphs of their God. 

Who is this great and glorious King > 

Oh ! *tis the God^ whole care 
Leads on his Ilraei to the held, 

Whofe power controuls the war. 

- 1 ^— 

§ i 8 . Pfabn Pitt. 

mighty princes, your oblations bring, 

* And pay due honours to your awful King ; 
His boundlcis power to all the world proclaim, 
Bend at his llirinc, and tremble at his name. 

For hark ! his voice, with unrcfillcd Iway, 

Rules and controuls the raging of the Sea ; 
Within due bounds the mighty ocean keeps, 
And in their watery car ern awes the deeps : 
Shook by that voice, the nodding groves around 
Start from their roots, and fly the dreadful found. 
The blaftcd cedars low in dud aic laid. 

And Lebanon is left without a (hade. 

See » wlxcn he fpcaks, the lofty mountains crow'd, 
And dy fur Iheitcr fioin die thundeiingGod : 
Sirion and Lebanon like hinds advance. 

And in wild mcafurcs lead th* unwieldy dance. 
His voice, his mighty voice, divides the dre, 
]lack from the blad the ihrinking dames retire. 
Ev’n Cades trembles when Jehovah fpeaks, 

With all his Savages the defert lhakes. 

At the dread luuni) the hinds with fear arc dung, 
And in the lonely fored drop their young ; 

While in Ids hallow'd temple all proclaim 
llis glorious honours, and adore his name. 

High o*cr the foaming furges of the lea 
IJc fits, and bids the lidening deeps obey : 
lie reigns o'er all ; for ever lulls his power, 

Till nature finks, and time fhall be no more. 
With drength the Tons of ifrael drall he bids. 
And crow'll our tiibcs with happinefs and peace. 


§ 19. V/alm parapkrafedn Pitt. 

God we build our fure defence, 

^ In God our hope repofe . 

His hand protc£ls us in the light. 

And guards us from our woes. 

Then, be the earth’s unwieldy fPam^ 

From its foundations hurl’d, 

Wc may, unmov’d with fear, enjoy 
The ruins of the world. 

What though the folid rocks be redt, 

In tempeds whirl’d aw'ay ? 

What though the hilU (lioul^ burft their roots, 
And roll into the Sea } 

Thou fca, with dreadful tumults fwell^ 

And bid thy waters rife § 

In furious furges, till they dafh 
The dood-gates of the Ikies, 

*'Our minds IhalL be ferene and calm, 

Likg Sihvah’s peaceful Aood ^ 

Whofe foft and fiKbr dreams rcfrclh 
Tiic City of our God* 


WD MORAL, 

Within the proud delighted wave! 

The wanton turrets play ; 

The dreams lead down their humid train^ 
Reluctant to the Sea. 

Amid the fccnc the temple floats, 

With its rcdc£Icd towers, 

Gilds all the furface of the Hood, 

And dances to the fhorcs. 

W’^ith wonder fee what mighty power 
Our facred Sion cheers, 

Lo ? there atiiidd her llatcly walls^ 

Her God, her God appears. 

Fixt on her balls wc fhall dand. 

And, innocently proud. 

Smile on tlie tumults of the world. 

Beneath the wings of God . 

Sec ! how their weaknefs to proclaim, 

The heathen tribes engage • 

See ! how with fruitlcfs wrath they burn. 
And impotence of rage ! 

But God has fpokc ; and lot the world, 
IJis terrois to difplay, 

With all the melting globe of caith. 

Drops filenily away. 

Still to the mighty Lord of hods 
Sccurelv we rclou j 

For refuge rfy to Jacob’s God, « ^ 

Our fuccour and fupport. 

Hither, yenumcious nations, crowd. 

In lilent rapture ftand, 

And fee o’er all the earth difplay’d 
The wonclci > of Jiis hand. 

He bids the din of war be l>i!l, 

And all its tumults ccafe ; 

He bids the guiltlcfs trumpet found 
The harmony of peace. 

He bleaks the tough relu£lant bow. 

He burds the biazeii fpear, 

And in the crackling tire his hand 
Con fumes the blazing car. 

Hear then his fonnidable voice, 

** Be dill, and know the i.ord; 

** By all the heathen I’ll be fear'd , 

** By all the eaith ador’d.” 

Still to the Mighty Lord of hods 
Securely wc leforti 
For refuge fly to Jacob's God, 

Our fuccour and fuppo: t. 


^ 20 . Pfahn^oth paraphrafed, PiTT. 

T hy hand, O Lord, through rolling years 
Has fav’d us from dcfpair, 

From period down to period dretchM 
1 nc prolpc^h of thy care. 

Before the world was fiift conceiv'd. 

Before the pregnant earth 
Call’d foith the mountains from her wwnb, 
Wh« druggled to ihcir biith; 

iJ 4 Btc.nal 
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Eternal Go^ ! thy early days 
Beyond duration run, 

Erciri^te firft race of ftartling time 
Was meafur'd by the San. 

We die; but future nations hear 
Thy potent voice again. 

Rife at the funfimons, and rehore 
The pcrifh.’d race of man. 

Before thy comprchcnfive fight. 

Duration fleets away; 

And rapid ^cs on the wing. 

Fly fwiFter than a day. 

As great Jehovah’s piercing eyes 
Eternity explore, 

The longcft ;cra is a night ; 

A period is an hour. 

Wc at thy mighty call,* O Lord, 

Our fancy M beings leave, 

Rous'd from the flattering dream of life. 
To fleep within the grave. 

Swift from their barrier to their goal 
The rapid moments pals, 

And leave poor man, for whom they lun, 
7 'hc emblem of the grafs. 

In the fir ft morn of life it grows. 

And lifts its verdant head j 
At noor^ deci^'S, at evening dies, 

And withers in the mead. 

Wc in the glories of thy face 
Our fccrct fins furvey, 

And fee how gloomy thofe appear, 

How pure and radiant they. 

To death as nur appointed goal 
Th / anger drives us on ; 

To fhat full period fix’d at length 
This tale of life i-s done. 

With winged fpecd, to ftated bounds 
And liiriirswe inuft fly. 

While feventy rolling funs complete 
Their cucles in the Iky. 

Or if ten more around us roll, 

*Tis labour, woe, and ftrife, 

Till we at leagth arcquiie chawn down 
To the laft dregs of hfc. 

But who, O Lord, regards tliv wrath. 
Though dreadful and li ver e ? 

That wrath, whatever fear he feels, 

Is equal CO his fear. 

So teach us, Lord, to count our days, 

. And 'eye their conftant race, 

To xneafure what wc want in time. 

By wifdom, and by grace. 

With us rcpqnr, and on our heaita 
Thy chciceftgi aces Ihed, 

And ihowerfrom thy celcftial thione 
Thy bleffihgs on our head. 

Oh . may thy mercy crown us here, ^ 
And come without delay ; 

Then ovr whole couife of IJfc \VilI leem 
One glad triumphant' day. 


Now the bleft years of joy rcftorc. 

For tholl of grief and ftrife. 

And with one pleafantdrop allay 
This bitter draught of life. 

Thy wonders to the world difplay. 
Thy fervants to^adorn, 

That may delight theii future fons, 

* And children yet unborn ; ^ 

Thy beams of Majefty dijTufe, 

With tlicin thy great commands. 
And bid profperity attend 

The labours of our haiido. 


^21. Pfalm 1 44/A paraphrafed. Pi T T. 

I^Y foul, ill rantiircs rife to blefs the Lord, 
'^^■*‘VVho taughtmyhar.ls to draw the fatal fword; 
Led by his arm, undaunted I appear 
In the firft lanks of dccuh, and front of war. 

He taught me firft the pointed fpearto wield. 
And mow the glorious harveft of the field. 

By him infpii’d, from ftrength to fticngth I paft. 
Plung’d thiough the troops, and laid the battle 
In him my hopes I centre and repofe, [wafte. 
He guards my life, and fhicldb me from iny foes. 
He held his ample buckler o’er my head, 

And fereen’d me trembling in the mighty lliaclc: 
Againft all hoftile violence and power, 

He was my fwoid, my bulwark, and my tower. 
He o’er my people will maintain my Iway, 

And teach my willing lubjefts to obey. 

Loid ! wliat is man, of vile and humble birth. 
Sprung w ilh his kindred reptiles from the earth, 
That he fliould thus thy fccietcounfds lharc ? 

Or what his fon, who challenges thy care ? 

Why docs thine eye legaid this nothing, man? 
Ills (jfe a pmnt, his meafuic but a fpan ? 

The fancy ’d pageant of a moment made, 

Swift as a dieaiii, and fleering as a fhade. 

Come in thy power, and ieaveih’erhcreal plain. 
And to thy harnels’d tempeft give the rein; 

VoTa ftjir) aith fliall buui beneath the load. 

So loud the chaiiot, and fo great the God ! 

Soon as his rapid wheels Jehovah rolls, 

The folding ikies ihall tremble to the poles : 
Heaven’s gaudy Axle with the world iliall fall. 
Leap fiom ihe tentre, and unhinge the ball. 

Touch’d byth^hands,tiie labouringhills expire 
Thick clouds ul fmoke, and deluges of fire ; 

On the tall groves the icd deftroyer preys, 

And wraps th’cternal mountains in the blaze : 
Full on my foes may all thy lightnings fly. 

On purple pinion^through the gloomy iky. 

Extend thy hand, thou kind all-gracious God, 
Down from t.he heaven of heavens ‘thy bright 
abode, 

And iliiell me from my foes^ whofetoweringpridc 
[.owers like a ftorm, and gathers like a tide : - 

Againft ftrangc childicn vindicate my caufc, 
Who curffc- thy name, and trample on thy laws I 
Who fear not vengeance wh^h they never felt 1^, 
Train'd loMafpheme, and eloquent in guilt : 
Their hands are impirtttsr,hnd their <leedspr<!rfane ; 
They plead tiicii bcaftci innocence in vain. 

Thy 



Book I. SACRED AND MORAL. 


P.liy Mme fliall dwell for ever on my tongue, 
gui^ the facred numbers of my long ; 

To thee my Mule lliall conlccrate her lays, 

And every note lhall labour in iliy prailc } 

Vhc hallow’d theme fliall teach nie how to fmg, 
fiJwell on the lyre, and tremble on the Itring. 

Ofc has thy hand from fight the monarch led, 
When death flew raging, and the battle bled j 
And fnatch’d thy lervant in the laft delpair 
From all the riling tumult of the war. 

Againll ft range children vindicate my aiufc, 
Who curie thy name, and trample op tliy laws j 
That our fair Ions may Imile in early bloom, 

Our fons, the hopes of all our yearb to come: 
Like plants that nurs’d by foflering fhowers arife, 
And lift their fpreading honours to thejkies : 
That our rhaftc daughters may their charms *1 
difplay, I 

Like the bright pillars of our temple, gay, J 
Polifh’d, and tall, and fmo«)th, and fair as they. 

Pil’d up with plenty let our barns appear, 
Andburll with all the Seafons cf the Year; 

J.tt pregnant flocks in every quarter hkat, 
Anclilrop their tender young in every ftreet. 

Safe frnni tlieir labours may our uxen come, 

Safe may they, bring the gather’d lununer home. 
Oh ' may no figlib, no ftrenms of forrow flow. 
To ftainourtriuniphb with the tear^ of woe. 

Blcfs’d is the nation, how lincerely bicfs’d ! 

Of fuchAinbounded happinefs poflel’s’d, 

To whom Jehovah’s facred name is known, 

Who claim the God of Ifrael for their own. 


§22, ^he Chapter of Job, Pit T . 

J OH curs’d his birth, and bade his ciirfes flow 
Tn words of grief, and eloquence of woe; 
Loft be that day which dragg’d me to my doom, 
Recent to life, andftruggling from the womb; 
Wliofe beams with fuch malignant luftre Ihonc, 
y/ hence all my years in anxious circles run. 

Loft be that night m undctcrmin’d fpacc, 

And veil ith deeper ihadcs her gloomy face, 
Which crowded up with woes this llcndcrfpan, 
While the dull mafs rofe quick’iiing into man. 

O’er that curs’d day let fable darknefs rife, 
Shrowd the blue vault, and blackci^all the Ikies; 
May God o’erlfjok it from his heavenly throne, 
iSor roufe from lleep the ftdenlary fun. 

O'er Its dark face to fhed his genial ray, 

And warm to joy the melanclioiy day. 

May the clouds frown, and livid poifons breathe, 
And ftain heaven’s azure with the iliadc of death. 
May ten-fold darknefs from that ^ dreadful 
night 

Seize and arreft the ftraggling gleams of l^ght ; 
To pay due vengeance for its fata^ crim^. 

Still be it baniih’d from the train of time ; 

Nor in the j^diant lift: of months appear. 

To (lain the (billing circle of the Year : 

Th^^lK; through her ^ulky range mayfilcnccj 
' roam, / 

There may no ray,nOglimprcofgladnefscomci 1 
No Voice to c‘ ecr tnc folitary gloom. J 


M.iy every liar his gaudy light with-hcld. 

Nor ihroiigh ilse vapour llioot hib bcMiny gold . 
Nor ier the dawn wuh radiant ikins come on, 
'Pipp’d uitli tlie glories of the riling fun; 
Becaiife that du^idlul period fix'd iny doom, 

Nta* hMpil ilie daik feceiic^ of the woinli. 

To tli.Jt my ills i owe; 

Jleir of atiiiitKin, and the Ton of woe. 

Oh • had I dy*i] unexcrLis’d in pain, 

And wak'd to life, lo llccp in death again ! 

Why did not I’aic aUend me at iny biiih, 

And give me i>ack to my congenial earth > 

Whv wa.^ I, wl'cn an infant, iboth’dto reft, 
Lull'd on rlie kncc, or hung upon the breaft ? 

For now t he- gras e would all my cares compolc, 
Conceal my Tea rows, art! inter my woes : 

'fhen* winpp’d and iock’dwithin his cold embrace. 
Safe had I llumlHi’d in the arms of peace; 
There with the mighty kings, who lie inroll’d- 
In ch'Uiis of inrenfe, and in beds of gold : 
rj lure with the princes, who in grandeur (hone, 
And aw’d the irLinbhng nations from the throne, 
Aflh^h'd Job an equal uft mud have, 

And Ihaie the daik leuremcnrof the grave; 

Or as a (hapclels enibivo feek the tomb, 

Rude and imp^ifecl from tl\e abortive womb: 

Lre motion’s early ]»rinciple began, 

Or the dim fublhuiLe kindled into man. [ceaftr, 
'Pheiv fiom their monllrous crim^b the ivickcd 
7 'hiir I ihoiiiiiv/ guilt r. wear>M into peace; 
TIuie blcndivl lleep the coward rind the bnivc; n 
Sin rdiM v itii la * lord, tlie undiiiinguifliMllave / 
hnjo}‘> flu' coinincu jvfuge of the grave. f 
An equal lot tlie inn-hiy viiUor fliares, J 

And hes ainnhl the captives of his wars; 

Willi Ills, tlioic ciptivcb mingle' ilicir rei 5 ;?.aim’. 
The lame 111 death, nor Itll'en’d by tlx'ir ehaih*. 
Why are wc doom’d to view the genial ray ? 
Why curft to bear the painful light of day ? 

O * with what joy the wretches yield their breath. 
And ) inr in bitterneis t.f foul for death ' 

As a rich prize the diftant bills tla-y crave, 

And lind die glorious rreafure in the grave. 

Why IS the wretch condemn’d without relief 
To ctnnbar w'oe, and tread the round of griet, 
Whean in the toils of fate his God has bound, 
An,d drawn the line of mifcrics around > 

Wiicn nature calls for aid, my fighs intrude. 
My tears prevent my nccclfaiy food : 

Like a full ft ream o’crcharg’d my forrow s floW|( 
Jn biirfts ofanguifli, and a tide ofw'oc; 

I'or now the chre alflietion wliich I fled, 

Pours like a roaring torrent on my head. 

My terrors ftill the phantom view’d, and wrought 
Yhe dreadful image into every thought ; 
Aticngrli pluck’d down, the fatal ftroke I feel, 
And lofe the fancy’d in the real ill. ^ 



§ 23. The i^th Chapter of 'job paraphrefid. 

Pitt. 


'T'HEN will vaift man complain and murmur flill. 
And (land on terms with liL Ci'catoi’s will? 


Shall this high privilege to clay be giveti ? 

Sl.all duft aiiaiKn the providvncc of Iluavch > ^ 
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With Tcafon's line the boundlefs didance (can ? 
Oppofc heaven’s awful majefty to man ? 

To what a length his vaft dimenfions run ? 

How fer bc'yond the journeys of the fun f 
He hung yon golden balls of light on high. 

And launch’d the planets r^irough the liquid (ky : 
To rolling worlds he mark’d the certain fjjacc, 
Fix'd and luftain’d the elemental peace. 

Unniunbcr’d as thofe worlds his armies move, 
And the gay legions guard his realms above ; 
High o’er th'cthcreal plains the myriads rife, 
And pour their flaming lanks along the Ikies : 
Frojn their brigiit arms metffant fplciidors ft ream, 
And the wide aiurc kimlles with the gleam. 

To this low world he bids tlie light repair, 
IVwn through the gulphs of undillating air : 

For man he taught the glorious fun to roll 
From his bright barrier to his weftern goal. 

How then ihall man, thus infolenrly proud, 
Plead with his judge, and combat with his God ? 
How from his mortal mother can he come 
Unftain'd from An, ontiniTurM from the womb? 

The Lord, from his fublimc empyreal throne, 
As a dark globe regards the filvcr moon. 

Thofe ftars, that grace the wide celeftial jdain. 
Are but the humbloft fweepings of his train ; 
Dim are the brightclt I'plendors of the (ky j 
And the fun darkens in Jehovah's eye. 

But does qpt fm diflufe a fouler Itain, 

And thicker darknefs cloud the foul of man ? 
Shall he the depths of endlels wil'dom know? 
Thii (hort-liv’il fovercign of the world below J 
Hi'S frail original confounds Ids boaft, [duft. 
Spaing from the ground, and quicken’d from the- 


§ 24. 7he Song of Mofes, in the Fifternth Chap- 
Ur of Exodus^ paraphrafid, Pitt, 
^^HEN to the Lord, the vafttriumjdianttlmonu: 

OniVael’s Ions, with Mofes, rais'd the fong. 
To Crotl oui grateful accents will we raife, 

.\nd every tongue fliall relebratc his praife: 
Behold difplay’d th.e wonders of his niiglit ; 

\ hold the Lord triumphant in tin. fight* 

With what immonal fame anjglorv grac’d t 
What trophies raid'd amid the watery wafte ! 


When to the fight, from Egypt’s friAfi^ foil. 
Pour’d forth in myriads all the fons o^ilei| 
The Lord o'erthrew thecourfer and tie car, ^ 
Sunk Pharaoh’s pride, and overwhelm’d his n 
Beneath th'cncumbcr’d deeps his legions lay, •'« 
For many a league impurpling all the fca : I 
The chiefs, and fteeds, and warriors whin'd 
around. 

Lay raidtl the roarings of thj furges drown'd. 
Who flwll thy power, thou mighty God, wiili- 
ftand, 

And cheek the force of tliy viftorious himd ? 
Thy hand, which red with wrath in terror rofe, 
To cruflithat day thy proud Egyptian f<K's. 
Struck by that hand, their drooping fquadmns fall. 
Crowding in death ; one fate o’crwhclms them all, 
Soon as thy anger charg’d with vengeance earned 
They funk like flubble crackling in the flame. 

At thy dread voice the fummon’d billows crowd, 
And aftill filencc lulls the wondering flood : 
Roll’d up, the cryftal ridges ftrike the (kies, 
Waves peep o’er waves, and fcas o’er feas arift. 
Around in heaps the liftening furges ftand, 

Mute and obfervant of the high command. 
Congeal’d with fciir attends the watery train. 
Rous’d from the fccret chambers of the main. 

With (iivage joy the fons of Egypt cry»d, 

(Vaft were their ho|)cs, and boimdlcls was their 
Let us purllie thofe fugitives of Nile, [pi’ide) 
This fervile nation, and divide the fpoil ; 

And fpread fo wide the (laughter, till their blocnl 
Dyes with a ftrongcr red the bluihing flood. 

Oh ' what a copious prey their hofts aflbrd. 

To glut and fatten the devouring (word * 

As thus the yawning gulf the boallers paL’d, 

At thy command rulh’d forth the rapid blaft, 
Then, at the fignal given, with dreadful fway, 

In one huge heap roll’d dow'u the roaring fca j 
And now the difentangled waves ihvide, 

Unlock their folds, and thaw the frozen tide. 

The deeps alarm’d call terribly from far 
The loud, embattled furges to the warj 
rill her proud (bus aftoniih’d Egypt fliund * 
Cover'd with billows, and in tenipelH drown'd. 
What Goil can emulate thy power divine. 

Or w'ho oppofc his miracles to thine * 

When joyful we adore thy glorious name. 


ifovv did his power the fteeds and riders fweep . , 

.Ingulph’d in heaps, and whelm’d beneath the deep' ; Thy treniblijg foes confefs tlicir fiar and^fbamok 
Lar, w'hilc he, heaven’s awful j The woridattendsrhy ablblute command. 

And nature waits the wonders of thine hand. 

That hand, extended o’er the Iwelliiig fca, 

The con feious billows reverence and obey. 

O’er the devoted race the furges fwetp, 

And whelm the guiliy nation in the deep. 

That hand redeem’d us from our fervilc toil, 

And each infulting tyrant of the Nile : 

Our nftion came beneath that mighty hand. 

From ^ypt’s realms, to Canaan’s (acred land. 

ThouwerttheirGuide,thcirSaviour,andrhcirGod, 

To finooth the way, and clear the dreadful road. 
J he diftant kingdoms fliall thy wonders hcar,*^ 
The fierce Philiftincs Ihallconfcls thgrfearj. 

Tliy fame fliall over Edouf s princes (‘pread,^ 
-\nd jM6ab’s kings, the univer&l dread j 

While 


I'nOiCiiths flir Ifracl hi*? avenging fuord> [Lord, 
li's outttretch’d arm, and tutelary c.irc, 

(lUarded ?nd fav'd us in the iaft delpaii : 

111? rneriv eas’d us fr(.in niir citfliji-.r pains, 
Vnhoimd ouv ilvi^’klcs, :md nnloi k’d onr rliains. 
T€) him our Gnd, our father’s (rod, wt’U rear J 
A l’a( red temple, and adore him there > 

Wirh vows andincenfe, lacrifice and prayer. J 
'rhe Lord commands in war : his matchlcfs 
might 

llrmgs out and guides the balance of the fight : 
Bv him thi' war the iiiigliiy leaders form, 

And toarh the hovering tumult where to ftorm. 
}Ii‘ name, O Ilrael, heaven's eteriad Lonl, 
l er ever liguoui’d; rcveienc’d; and .tdor’d. 
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While llic vaft fccnes of miracles impart 
.^thrillmg horror to the braveft heart. 

A thro\^h the world the gatherint; terror runs, 
Vanaan mall (brink, and tremble For his ions : 
frill thou haft Jacob from his bondage brought, 
At (uch a vaft expence of wonders bought, 

To Canaan's promis’d realms and blcft abodes, 
l.cd through the dark rccetfes of the tioods. 
Crown'd with theUtribes ihall proud Moriah rife. 
And rear his fumniit nearer to the Ikies. 
Througli ages, Lord, Ihall ftretchthy bound- ^ 
• lei’s power. 

Thy throne (hall ftanchvhcn tiincftiaU be no more : 
For Pharaoh’s ftccds, and cars, and warlike train, 
J.eap*d in, and boldly rang’d the Tandy plain: 
While in the dreadful road, and delcrt way, 
The (hining crowds of gafping fiihcs lay : 

Till, all around with liquid toils befet. 

The Lord fwept o’er their heads the watery net. 
He freed the ocean fiom his fccrct chain, [main. 
And on each hand dilcharg'd the thundering 
The loofen’d billows burft from every fide. 

And whelm the war and warriors in the tide } 
But on each hand the iblid billows Hood, 

J.ikc lofty mounds to check the raging hood ; 
Till the blcft race to promis’d Canaan pall 
O’er the dry path, and tro<l the watery wafte, 


§ 15. The Pfalm parapbrafed. Pitt. 

^ DREAT3 Jehovah ’ thv all-piercing eyes 
Explore the motions of^ this mortal frame. 
This tenement of dull : Thy ftrctching light 
Surveys* th'harmonious principles, that move 
In beauteous rank and order, to infonii 
This calk, and animated mals of clay. 

Nor arc the prol'pcfts of thy wondrous liglit 
To this tcrreftiial pair of man confin’d ; 

But ihoot into his foul, and there ditcern 
The lirft materials of unfaftiion’d thought. 

Yet dim and undigefted, till the mind. 

Big with the tender images, expands, 

•And, fwelling, labours with th’idcai birth. 
Where’er 1 move, rliy caics puifue niy feet 
Attendant. When I drink the de\\s of llecp, 
Stretch’d on my downy bed, and thcic enjoy 
A fwcet forgctfulnefs of all my toils, 

Cnleen, thy Ibv’rcign prefence guards my deep, 
Wafts ail the terrors of my dreams away, 
Sooths nil iny foul, and foftens my rcjiole. 
Befoie concept ion can employ the tongue, 

And mould the dudlilc images to found ^ 
Before imagination ftands dilplay’d. 

Thine eye the future eloquence can read. 

Yet unarray’d withfpecch. Thou, mighty Lord \ 
Haft moulded man from li4s congenial dull, 
And fpokc him into being) while the ijlay. 
Beneath thy forming hand, leap’d forth, -ufpkr’d. 
And ftaitcd into life : through every p&rt. 

At thy command, the wheels of motion play’d. 
■But fuch exalted knowledge leaves below. 

And diopspoo'i^man from its fuperior fphere, 

In vain, with rcalbn’s ballaft, would he try 

To item th'uufuvhomablc depth ^ lus bark 


O’erfets, and founders in the vaft abyfs. 

Then whitlicr Ihall the rapid fancy run, 
Though in its full career, to fpeed my flight 
From thy unbounded piefcncc? which, alone^ 
Fills ail the regions and extended fpacc 
Beyond the bounds of nature 1 Whither, Lord ! 
Shall my unrein’d imagination /ovc. 

To leave behind thy Spirit, and out-fly [fpread^ 
Its influence, which, with brooding wings out- 
Hatch’d unfledg’d naiurefrom the dark profound? 

]f mounted on my tow’ring thoughts I cJiuib 
Into the heaven of heavens, I theie behold 
The blaze of thy unclouded majefty ! 

In the pure empyrean thee 1 view, 

High thron’d above all height, thy radiant flirinc 
Thiong’d with tlic pit>ftratc Seraphs, who receive 
Beatitude pall utterance ] If 1 plunge 
Down to the gloom of Tartarus profound, 

I There too I mul thee, in the lowed bounds 
Of Erebus, and read thee in the fcencs 
Of complicated wrath : 1 fee thee dad 
In all the majefty of darknel's there. 

If, on the ruddy morning’s purple wings 
Upborne, with indcfatigablccoui'le 
1 leek the glowing boi dei s of the call* 

Where the bright fun, emergent from the deeps. 
With his firft glories gilds the fpaikling leas, 
And trembles o’er the waves; cv’n there iliy liand 
Shall thro’ the watery defert guide courfc. 
And o’er the broken Yu rges pave my war,* 
While on the dreadful whirls 1 hang fccurr, 
And mock the warring ocean. If, ivjth 
As fond as falfe, the darknefs 1 expert 
To hide, and wrap me in its mantling (hade. 
Vain were the thought; for thy unbounded ken 
DartMhro’thctliiLk’nipgffloom,andpricsthrough 
The palpable obfcurc. Before thy eyes [all 
Thevanqiiiili'dnight throwsoffhcrdulky llirowj. 
And kindles into day : the iliadc and light 
To man llill various, but the fame to thee. 

On thee is all the ftrudure of n\y frame 
Dependant. Lock’d within the filcnt womb 
Sleeping 1 lay, and rip’ning to my birth ; [liicrej 
Yet, Lord, thy outftretch’d ai*m prelciv’d me 
Before I mov’d to entity, and trod 
The verge of being. To thy hallow’d name 
I’ll pay due honours; for thy mighty hand 
Built this corporeal fabric, when it laid 
The ground -work of exiftencc. Hence 1 read 
The wonders of thy art. Tliis fr ame 1 view 
With tenor and delight ; and, wiajit in both, 

I ftattlc at myfclf. My bones, uiifoiin’d 
As yet, nor haidcning from the vifcous parts. 
But blended withih’unanimatcd mafs, 

Tliy eye cliftin6>ly view’d ; and, while I lay 
W. thin the earth, impcifctft, nor {Krctiv'il 
The firft faint dawn of life, with cafe fuivty’d 
The vital glimmerings of the a£.l:ve feeds, 

Juft kiiulliiigto ex'ftence, and beheld 
My.fubftancc fcarcc material. In thy book 
Was the fail model of this ftruflurc diawn, 
Wlicie rvei y part, in juft coniic£lion join’d, 
Compos’d and perfeflcd th’harmonious piece. 
Ere the dim lpe:k gf being Icaru’d 10 ft: etch 
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Its du£Hle form, or entity had known 
To range and wanton in an ampler fpacc. 

How dear, how rooted in my inmofl tbul. 

Are all thy counfeis, and the various ways 
Of thy etemal providence ! the ium 
So boundlcis and imnienlc, it leaves behind 
The low account of nuinbeis j and outHics 
All that imagination c*cr conceiv’d : [fhorcs. 
I/cfs numerous arc the fands that crowd the 
The barriers of the ocean. W lien . I life ^ 
From my ibfr bed, and foficr joys of Ikcp, 

1 nic to thee. Yet lo • the impious flight 
Thy mighty wonders. Shall the. Cons of vice 
Elude the vengeance of thy wrathful hand, j 
And mock thy ling'i'ingthuiider which w ithholdv 
Its forky tenors from their guilty he^cL> > [fly 
Thou great tremendous God ' — Avaunt, and 
All ye whorhirllforl)lood!--for, fwoln with pi idc, 
Eachliaughty wretch blafplicinesthy flicred name, 
And bellows his reproaches to afliont 
Thy glorious Alajelly. Thy foe^ 1 hate 
W'orlc than m) own. O Loid ! exploie inv foal ! ‘ 
See if a flaw oi llain of fin infefls 
My guilty thoughts j then, lead me in the way 
That guides my feet to thy own heaven and ihee. 


§ 26. An hymn to the Su prune Being. An hni- 
iatioK of the i oj^tb Pfalm, B 1 , A c kl o c K. 

Aluidptius dicam folitis parentis 
Laudtbus ? fjui res bominum ac deortim^ 

Siui mare £&’ terras^ aiarii/que jnundum 

temper at bvris P 1 !o u . 

A RISE, my foul ! on wings feiapliic liie ! 

And praifcth*al mighty Sov’jcign ofthefkics; 
In whom alone cflentia^Jioiy Ihines, 

Which not the heav’ii ofdicav’ns, nor houiidlefs 
fpacc confines. ’ 

Whcndaikncfs rul’d with univcilal fway. 

He fpokc, and kindled up the bla/e (>f dus 3 
Firft, faireft ofl'springof th’omniiic woid ’ 
Which hkc a garment cloth’d its fov’rc ign Lord, 
On licjuid air ne bade the columns life, 

That pjop the ftany concave of the Ikies j 
1 mAusM the blue expan fo fioin pole to pole, 
Anfl fpicad cirtumfluciuaithcr round the whole. 

Soon ns lie bids impetuous tempefts fly, 

'lo wu g his loundirg chill iot tlirn’ the Iky, 
Impetuous tcmpclls the command obey, 

S'jflam his flight, and fweep rh’aerial way. 

Fi aught with his nmndates-, fioin the lealms on 
Thvmmber’dhoftsof ladianchcralds fly [high, 
I'jcm 01b to 01b, with piogrcls uncoiUin’d, 

As liglitping Iwift, rcfilllcfs ns tl.c wind. 

In ambient air this pondhous ball he hung, 
Aiul hiide its centre icll for t". erftrong; 
lieav'n, aii , and fea, with all their ftoi ms, in vain 
Afftiulr tile bafis of the flim machine. 

At tliy almighty voice old Ocean raves, 
W.ikcsall his force, and gathers all his waves j 
Natuie lies mantled in a wat'ry lobe. 

And Jhorelefs billows revel round the globe : 
O'er higlicft hills the higher furges riic, 

IVIix wirii the clouds, aiij meet the fluid fkies. 


But when in thunder the rebuke was 
That fhook th 'eternal firmament of liEv’n j\ 
The grand rebuke th ’affrighted wavek obey, ^ 
And in confufion fcour their uncouth way ; I 
And polling rapid to the place decreed, f 
Winddown thehills,andf\vcepthe humble mcsnl. 
Rclu^lanrin tlicir bounds the weaves fubfidc j 
The bounds, impel vious to. the lalhing tide, 
Rcftiaiii iif. rage; whilft, with incelTaiu loar. 

It fliakcs tlie cavcrns,‘^nd aifaiilrs the fhore. 

By him, from mountains clotli’d in lucid fn-^w. 
Through fcjtilc vales the mazy rivets flow; 

Here the wild hoife, unconfcious of therein, 
That revels bouiulltfs o’er the wide campaign. 
Imbibes the filver fmge, wdth heat opprell, 

To cool the fever of his glowing biealt. [pride, 
Here nfing boughs, adorn’d with fummei’s 
Piojccl their waiving umbrage o’er tlie tide ; 
\\'hilc, gently perching on the leafy fpray, 

Eacli feather’d warbkr tunes his various lay : 
And, while rb.v i>raife they fymphonize around. 
Creation ceboestn the gratelul found. 

Wide o'l r tb.e lu av’ns the various bow he bcndii ; 
Its tiiiclures brighten, and its arch extends : 

At the glad fign the airy conduits flow. 

Soften the hills, and clicer the meads below : 

By genial fervour and prolific rain. 

Swift vegetation clothes the fmiling plain : 
>.aturc, prolulely good, with blifs o'erflows, 
And ftill is pregnant, tho’ flic flill bellows. 

Here verdant }>allurcs wide c> tended lie. 

And yield the gra/ing herd cxubercint fupply. 
J.uxun.inr waving in the wanton air, 

Here golden gram rewards the pcalimt’s care : 
Here \ lucs mature w’itli frefli carnation glow, 
And heav’n above diflufes heav’n below\ 

Kre£l and tall here mountain cedars rile. 

Wave in the Harry vault, and emulate the Ikic*. 
1 lere the w ing’d crowd, that Ikim the yielding "J 
W iihartfultoi! theirlittle domes prepare ; [air, / 
Here hatch their tender young, and nurfe the f 
rifiiig care, J* 

Up the fteep hill afeends the nimble doc, 

While timid coneys fcour the plains below. 

Or in the pendent rock elude the feenting foe. 

He bade the filvcr majefty of night 
Revolve her circles, and increafe her light; 
Allign’d a province to each rolling fpherc, 

And taught the fun to regulate the year. 

[ At his command, w ide hov’ring o’er the plaiii^ 

I Pnnia'val night refuincs her gloomy reign : 

^I'hen from their dens, impatient of delay. 

The favage monlUTs bend their fpeedy w-ay, 
Howl thro’ I he fpacious wafle, and ch.ace their 
frighted prey. 

Here ftalKs the Hiaggy monarch of the wood, 
TauglV from thy pruvidciue toalkhis food 1 
To thcc, O Father, to thy bounteous Ikies, 

He rears his mane, and rolls his glaring eyes ; 

He roars ; the dclert trembles wide around, 

And re|x;rcuHive hills repeat the found. 

Noyv orient gems the caflern ikies* adorn, • 
And joyful nature hails the op’ning morn : 

The rovers, confciousof approaching day. 

Fly to their flIeltCTs,^lnd forget their prey. 

Laborious 



Book I. SACRED 

Laborioik man, with moderate (lumber blcft, 

f ngs cheerful to his toil fiom downy redj 
giatef^l evening, w;th her argent train, 
labour ceafe, and eafe ilie weary Twain. 

I ib v’ rei gn good nels ! al 1 -prod ii£ti ve mind! 
all ihy works ihylclf inlliibM wt find : 

How various all, how varioufly endow’d, 
Howgreat their number, and each part how good! 
Howpeifeft then mull the great Paieihbfliiiie, -j 
vV^ho, with one aft of energy divine, I 

J.aid the vjift plan, and finifh’d the defign P* i 
Where’er thepleafing fearch my thouglit^pur- 
Unbounded goodrefs rifes to my view } [fue. 
Nor does our world alone its influence (hare j 
Exhauftlefs bounty, and unwearied care 
Extends thro' all th'inliniiudc of (pace. 

And circles naiuic with a kind embiace. 

The azure kingdoms of the deep below, 
Thypow'i, thy wiidoni, and thy goodnefs fliow : 
Hcie multitudes of vaiious beings (hay, 
Ciowdthe profound, or on the furfacc play : 
Tall navies here theu’ doubtful way exploie. 
And cv’ry produft waft fioin fhore to Ihorc ; 
Hence meagre want expel I'd, and (anguine (liife, 
For the mild charms of cultivated life 5 
Hi-ncc I’ocial vinion Iprcads fiom foul tolbul. 
And India joins in friendfliip with the pole. 
Here the huge potent of the fcaly tiain 
luKTinous fails incumbent o’er the main, 

An animated ille! and in his way, 

Dalhes to heav’n’s blue arch the foamy fca: 
When (kies and ocean mingle ttoim and flame. 
Portending inllant wreck to nature’s frame. 
Pleas'd in the fcciie, he mocks, with coiifcious 
pride. 

The volley’d lightning, and the furging tide ; 
Anri while the watchtul elements engage, 
Ft»mcms with hoi rid (port the tempeft’s rage. 
All thefc thy watchful providence fiipplieri, 
'Po thee alone they turn theii waiting eyes j 
For them thou open’ll thy exhauftlefs (lure, 
'J'lH the capacious wilh can giafp no moie. 

• but, if one moment thou thy face (liouldd 
Thy glory clouded, or thy (miles deny’d, [hide, 
Then widow’d nature veils her mouinfui eyes. 
And vents her grief in univerfal cries * 

Then gloomy death, with all his meagre train, 
Wide o’er the nations fpreads hi^difmal reign ; 
Sea, earth, and air the boundlefs ravage mourn. 
And all their hods to native duft return. 

But when again thy glory is difplay’d. 
Reviv’d creation lifts her cheerful head ; 

New liling foims thy potent fmiles obey. 

And life rekindles at the genial ray j 
United thanks repicnifh’d nature pa^s, [praife. 
And hcav’n and earth refound their Maker’s 
When time (hall in eternity be lod, ^ 

And hoary nature Janguifh into dull, / 

For ever young, thy glory (hall remain,^ 

Vad as thy being, endlefs as thy reign« 

Thou from tbe.regipns of eternal day, 

View’d all thy Mr,^flcs at one immenfe furvey : 
Pljps’d thou behold'd the whole propcnfqly tend 
Toperfeft happinefs, it^ glorious end. 
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I lf thou to earth but turn thy wrathful eyes* 
Her b.'ifis trembles, and her offspring dies s 
Thou fmit'd the hills,and at th' Almighty blow 
Their fummits kindle, and their inwards glow. 
While this immoital fpark of heav’nly flame 
Didends my bieafi, and animausm\ frame; 

To ihee niy indent praifes fh.ill be borne 
Onthcfii It breeze that wakes theblnfliing morn; 
The latcd fiarfhall hear the plcafing found, 

And nHtme in full choir (hill join aiound. 
When full of thee my foul excurfive flies 
Thio’ enj th, air, ocean, or thy regal ikies j 
From world to world, newwondets dill I^flnd, 
And all the Godhead flaflies on my mind. 

When wing’d with whiilwinds, vice (hail take its 
To the deep bofoin of eternal ni^iit, [flight 
'roilict* my foul (hall endlefs praifes pay : 

Join, men and angels, join th’exaltcd layl 

§ 27. Another Hymn. An ON. 

FfOW aic thy fervants bled, O Lord I 
^ How fare is their defence ! 

Eternal wildom is their guide, 

'I'heir help omnipotence. 

In foieign realms, and lands remote, 

Supported by iliy care, 

Through burning climes I pafs'd unhurt, 

And breath'd in tainted air. 

Thy mercy (wteten’d eveiy foil, ' 

Made every retiion pleafe 9 
The hoary Alpine hills it warm'd. 

And fmootird the Tyrrhene leas* 

Think, O my foul, devoutly think. 

How witli affiighted eyes 
Thou raw'd ihe wide extended deep 
In all its horrors ri(e ! 

Confufion dwelt in ev'ry face, 

And fear in ev’ry heart, 

When waves oii waves, and gulphs in gulplis, 
O'crcame the pilot's art. 

Yet then from all my griefs, O Lord, 

Thy mercy fet me free ; 

While in the confidence of pray’r 
My foul took hold on thee. 

For tho’ in dreadful whirls we hung 
High on the broken wave, 

I knew thou wert not (low to hear, 

Nor impotent to fave» 

The dorm was laid, the winds letir'd. 
Obedient to thy will 9 
The fea, that roar’d at thy command. 

At thy command was dill. 

In midd of dangers, fears, and deaths^ 

Thy goodnefs I’ll adore } 

And praife thee for thy mercies pad. 

And humbly hope for more. 

My life, if thou prefetv’d my life. 

Thy lacrifice (hall be f 
And death, if death mud be my doom, 

Shall, join my foul to thee. 

5 
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5 2I. Anotbh Hjmn^ Anon. 

TyHEN rifing from the bed of death, 
O'crw helm'd with guilt and fear, 
1 fee my Maker face to face, 

O ! how lhall I appear ^ 

I£ yet, while pardon may be found. 

And mercy may be fought, 

My hcait with inwaid horror ihrinks. 
And trembles at the thought : 

When thou, O I.ord, fltalt ftaiid difdos'd 
majedy fcvcie, 

And lit in judgment on my Ibul, 

O f how lhall I appear ? 


Hut thou hall told the tnmbicd foul. 
Who docs hci fins lament, 

The timely tribute of her tears 
Shall endlel's woe pi event. 


Then fee the forrows of my heart, 

. Krc yet it be too late ; 

And hear iny Saviour’s dying groans, 
To give tlwlc forrows weight. 

«r never Hiall my foul defpair 
Her pardon to procure, 

Who knows thy only Son has died 
To make tliat pardon lure. 


f 19. A Hymn on the Seafons, Thomson. 

rpHESE, at they change, Almighty Father, thefc 
Arc but the maried God. The rolling year 
Is full of Tliec. Forth in the plealing Spring 
Tliy beauty walks, thy tendernefs and love. 
Wide dufh the hclds; thefoftening air is balm ; 
Echo the mountains round ; the forell fmilcs ; 
And every fenfe and every heart is joy. 

Then comes thy glory in the Summer months, 
With light and heat refulgent. Then thy fun 
Shoots &Il perfection thro* the fwelling year: 
And oft thy voice in dreadful thunder fpcaks. 
And oft at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve. 

By brooks and groves, in Ivdlow-whifp’i mg gales. 
Thy bounty ihincs in Autumn uncontin’d. 

And fprcacis a common fcall for all that lives. 
In Winter awful thou t with clouds and Itorins 
Around Thee thrown, tcmpcll o’er tcmpclt roll’d, 
Majellic darknefs ! On the whirlwind’s wing, 
Hiding fublime. Thou bid ft the world adore. 
And humblcft nature with thy ncTithcrn blaft. 

Myftcrious round ! what (kill , what force di- 
X)cep*felt, in thefe appear! a iimplc train, [vine, 
Yet fo delightful mix’d, with fuch kind arc. 
Such beauty and beneficence combin’d ; 

And all ib forming an harmonious whole. 
Shade, unpcrcciv’d, fo foftening into ihade$ 
That as they ftill fuccccd, they ravilli ftill. 

But wandering oft, with rt^c inconfeious gaze, 
Man marks not Thee, marks not the mighty hand 
That, ever bufy, wheels the filent fphercs ; 

W orks in the fecrec deeps flioots, (learning, thence 
The fair ^rofufion that o’erfpreads the 1‘pring ; 
Flings from the fun dircfl the Aaming day ; 
Fce& ev’ry creature ^ hurls the tempeft forth. 


And, as on earth this grateful change revoIv|s, 
With tranfport touches all the fprings of litf 
Nature, attend ! join, every living foul 
Beneath the Ipacious temple of the Iky, 

In adoration join ; and ardent railfc 
One general long ! To him, ye vocal :!jalcs, 
Breathe Ibftjwhofcfpirit in your frclhncfs breathes : 
Oh talk of him in folitary glooms, 
j Where o’er the rock the Icarcely waving pine 
! Kills the brown (liadc with a religioflsasvc ! 

And ye, whofe bolder note i&heaid afar,* 

Who lhake th’aftonifli'd world, lift high to hcav’a 
Th’impetiiouslbng, and fay from whom you rage. 
Ills piaife, ye biooks, attune, ye trembling rills; 
And let me catch it as I mule along. 

Ye headlong torrents, rapid and profound ; 

Ye fuftcr Auods, that lead the humid maze 
Along the vale ; and thou majellic main, 

A I'ecrct world of wonders m thyfelf, 

Sound his ilupcndous praife, whole greater Yoico 
Or bids you roar, or bids your roaring fall. 

So roll ) our incenfc, herbs, and fruits, and flowers. 
In mingled clouds to Him, whole fun exalts, 
Whole breath perfumes you, and whofe pencil 
paints. 

Ye forells bend, ye harvefts wave, to Him; 
Breathe your ftill Ibng int(» the reaper’s heair, 

As home he goes beneath the joyous moon. 

Ye that keep watch in heav’n, as earth allccp 
Unconfeious lies, eflufe your mildelt bcains. 

Ye conftellations, while your angels ttnke. 

Amid the fpan^lcd Iky, the filver lyre. 

Great fource ot day ! blcft image liere belo.v 
Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide, 

From world to world, the vital ocean round. 

On nature write with every beam his praife. 
Thethuudei rolls : be hulh'dthcprc)ftratd\voild ; 
While cloud to cloud returns the folemn hymn. 
Bleat out afrelh,ye hills j ye mofly rocks. 

Retain the found : the bioad rcfponfive low, 

Ye valleys, raife ;for the Great Shepherd itngns^; 
And his unfuffermg kingdom yet will come. * 
Ye woodlands all awake ; a boundlefs long 
Burftfroni the groves ! and when the rcltlcfsday, 
[Expiring, lays the warbling world alleep, 

; Swcctcll of birds ♦ fwcet Philomela, charm 
! The lilleniiiglliiides, and teach the night his praife. 
Ye chief for whom the whole creation fmiles ; 

At once the head, the heart, the tongue of all, 
Crown the great hymn I In Iwarming cities vaft, 
Alfcmblcd men to the deep organ join 
The long-rclbiinding voice, oft breaking clear. 
At Iblemn panics, thro’ the Ivvelling bale ; 

And ns each mingling flame incrcafes each. 

In one united ardor nfe to hcav’n. 

Or if rather chufe the ruial lhadc. 

And liM a fane in every fticred grove ; 

There let the flicpherd’s flute, the virgin's fay. 
The prompting feraph, and the poet’s lyre, 

Still fing the Gwl of Seafons as they rolU 
For me, when I forget tjic darling theme. 
Whether die blolTom blows ; the Summer rJfy 
Ruftets the plain ; in/firing Autumn gleams ; 

Or Winter riles in ijht: blackening call ; 

6 Bo 
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Be my tongue mute, my fancy paint no more. 
An % dead to joy, forget my heart to beat. 

* - /Should fate command me to the fartheft verge 
Of the green canh, to diftant barbarous climes, 
Kwlts unknown to fongi where firft the fun 
Gads Indian mountains, or his fating beam 

* Flames on ih* Atlantic illcs ; *tis nought tome : 
Since God is ever prclcnt, ever felt, 

^ In the void wallc as m the city full ; 

And where vital fpreads, there muft be joy. 
When ovenat lail thefolcmii hour flinllcomc. 
And wing iny inyAic flight to future worlds, 

1 cheerful will obey ; there, with new powers. 
Will riling wonders fing: I cannot go 
Where uuivcrfal love not fmilcs around, 
Suftaining all yon orbs, and all their funs : 
From feeming evil ft ill educing good, 

And better thence again, and better ftill. 

In infinite progrcfllon.— -But 1 lofe 
Mylclf in Jlim, [n light ineffable \ 

Come chea, cxprcllivc filcnce, mule his praife. 

§ 30. Hymn for Morning, Parnell, 
CHE the ftar that leads the day, 

Rifing, Ihoots a golden ray * 

To make the (hades of darknefs go 
From heaven above and earth below 5 
And Nvarn us early with the light, 

To leave the beds of filent night; 

From an heart fincerc and found, 

From its very deepeft ground ; 

Send devotion up on higli, 

Wing’d with heat to reach the fky. 

Sec the time for flccp has run. 

Rile before, or with the fun : 

Lift thy hands, and humbly pniy 
The fountain of eternal day, 

That, as the liglit ferencly fair 
Illuftratcs all the trails of air ; 

The Saered Spirit (b may reft, 

With quickening beams, upon thy bread ; 

Ami kindly clean it all within, 

From darker blemiflics of fin ; 

And fliine with grace, until we view 
The realm it gilds with glory too. 

See the day that dawns in air. 

Brings alortg its toil and care : 

From the lap of night it fpringi. 

With heaps of bufinefs on its wings ; 

Prepare to meet them in .n mind, 

That bows rubmiflivcly refigtiM ; 

That would to works appointed fall, 

That know's that God has order’d all. 

And whether, with a fmall repaft, 

We break the fbber morning faft ; 

Or in our thoughts and houfes Jay 1 
The future methods of the day; ^ 

Or carlv walk abroad to meet 
Our bufiiiefs, with induftrious feet : 

Whate’er we think, \vhatc*er we do, 

Hi!?,,glory ftfll be "kepi in view. 

O, Giver of eternal blifs, 

Hcavciily Father, grant roe this-; 
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Grant it all, as wcil as me, • 

All whofe hearts are fix’d on thee ; 

Who revere thy Son above, 

Who thy Sacred Spirit love. 

§ 31. Hymn for Noon. Parnsle, 

'T'HE fun is fwiftly mounted higli, 

^ It glitters in the fouilicrn fky ; 

Its beams with force and glory beat. 

And fruitful eanh is fill’d with heat. 
Father, alfo with thy fire 
Warm the cold, the dead defire. 

And m:ike the facred love of thee. 

Within my foul, a fun to me. 

Let it fhine fo fairly briglit. 

That nothing clfc be took for light ; 

That worldly charms be feen to fade. 

And in its luftrc find a fhade. 

F^et it ftrongly iliinc within, 

Tofcattcrall the clouds of fin. 

That drive when gufts of pallion rife, , 
And intcrcc}>t it from our eyes. 

F^et its glory more than vie 
With the fun that ligiusthclky ; 

I.,ct it fwiftly mount in air, 

Mount with that, and leave it there; 

Anti ihar with more afpiring flight, 

To realms of cvci lafting IJghr. ^ 
Thus, while here I’m forced to be, 
i dailv wifli to live with thee ; 

And feel that union which thy love 
Will, after death, complete above. 

From my foul I fend my pu)cr. 

Great Cicator, bow thine car ; 

'T'flou, for whofe propitious fway 
I he world was taught to fee the day ; 

Who fj)oke the word, and earth begun. 
And Jhew’d its beauties in the fun ; 

With’ plealurc 1 thy creatures view. 

And w^uuld, with good atfcdlion too. 

Good affc^llon fwcetlyfrec, 

Loolb from them, and move to thee ; 

Of teach me due returns to give, 

And to thy glory let me live; 

And then, my days lhall (hine the more. 
Or pals more blcffed than before. 


§ 32. Hymn for Evening. Parn&ll. 

npHE bcam-rcpclling mifts arife, 

And evening fpreads obfeurer Ikies ; 
The twilight will the night forerun. 

And night itfeif be Ibou begun. 

Upon thy knees devoutly bow, 

And pray the Lord of glory now 
To fill thy brtnft, or deadly fin 
May caufe a blinder night within. 

A^d whether picafiiig vapours rile, 

Which greatly dim the clofing eyes; 

Which riiake the weary members blcfs’d. 
With iweet refrcflnneiit in their reft; 

Or whether fpirits in the brain 
Dilpcl thei; loft embrace again ; 
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And on my watchful bed I flay, 
Foribok by deep, and waiting, day ; 

Be God for ever in my view. 

And never he forfake me too ; 

But dill as day concludes in night, 

To break again with new born-light 5 
His wondrous bounty let me find. 

With dill a moie enlighten’d mind ; 
When grace and love in one agre«? ; 
Grace from God, and love from me ; 
Grace that will from heaven iufpiic j 
Love that feals it in defire : 

Grace and love that mingle beams. 
And fill me with incrcaUiig flanits. 
Thou that haft thy palace far 
•Above the moon and every ftar ; 

Thou that litteft on a throne 
To which the night was never p. 
Regard my voice, aud make me hltll. 
By kiiully granting its requeft. 

Jf thoughts on thee my foul emplov, 
Mv cl.nkiicf^ will afford me joy 
Till thod ih lit call, and J fiiall f ar. 
And pait wuh dinknefi evcrnu’ic. 


§33. The Soul ut Sorrofiv. P A R N L i , , 

kind compaftion hear tny c'y, 

O, Jelu, Lord of fate, oti high ' 

As, w*Iien the liimmcr’s leafou v 1 -cat 
Witli Icorehing flame and patching heat. 
The tiecb arc burnt, tlie flow 01 s fade, 

And thirfty gaps in c:u th ate m uh* ; 

JMy tliouglitb of comfeat langiiiili fo, 

And fo niy Ibul is broke by woe. 

Then on thy fervant’s dioo]>ing hc ^d 
Thy dews of blcHinir fwcotly ihed ; 

Let thofc a quick refrcllimcnt give, 

And laile my mind, and bid me liv^. 

My feats of danger, while 1 hi c.** lie, 

Mv flrea l of endiefs hell benear!. 5 
Mv I'c r.fe cd' Ibrrow for my fin. 

To fpringmg comfort, change within ^ 
Change all my fad complaints for cate, 

To cheerful notes of endiefs prailc ; 

Nor let a tear mine eyes employ. 

But fuch as owe. their birth to jov 
Joy tranfporring, fweet and (irong. 

Fit to fill and rail’e mv fong ; 

Joy thatftiall refounded he, 

While days and nights fuccecd for me. 

Be not as a J udge levcrc, 

For fo ihy pretence who may hear > 

On all my words and a£lions look, 

(I khchv they’re written in thy book ;) 
But then regard my mournful cry. 

And look with ihcrcy’s gracious eye. 

What needs my bloc^, iince thine will do. 
To pay the debt to Jufticc due ? 

O, tender mercy's art divine ! 

Thy forrow proves the cure of raipr ? 

Thy dropping wounds, thy woeful fmart. 
Allay the bleedings of my heart : 

Thv death, intdeath's extreme of pain, 
B^d9rc$ iny foul co life agatn4 


Guide me then, for here I burn, 

To make my Saviour fomc retunu 
I’ll rife (if that will plcafc him, ftill; . 
And furc I’ve heard him own it will) ; 

I’ll trace his fteps, and bear my crofs, 
Defpifing every grief and lofs ; 

Since he, defpifing pain and thamc, 

Firft took up his, and did the fame. 

, * * 

§34. The Happy Man, Parnell. 

rj O W blefs’d the man, how fully fo, • 
“ As far as • man is blefs’d below. 
Who, taking up his crofs, eft'ays 
To follow Jefus all his daysj 
With refolution to obey, 

And fteps enlarging in his way* 

The Father of the faints above 
Adopts liim with a father’s love, 

And makes his bofem throughly ftiinc 
\\'’ith wondrous (tores of grace /li vine ^ 
Sweet grace divine, the pledge of jov. , 
Timt V ill his foul above employ ; 

Full jov, that, when histimcii. done, 
Hcconics his portion as a fon. 

Ah me ’ the I'weci infus’d dcfircs, 

The fervid willies, lioly firev, 

Wliich thiis a melted heart rcfin'T, 

Such arc hi.., and fuch l>c mine. 

From hence dcfpiling all befides 
That eartli reveals, or I'ccan hidjs, 

All rlr.t men in cMthcr pn7e, 

On Ct-'J rikine ! e lets his ryes. 

I'nvii luT.n- Jii> )u>pc is> on tht* vving-s, 
li’.s heairh rcniA*. .s, his l.ireiy fpnnr,.'. 

His i;dory lil.i/.es up below, 

And all tiu: It iv. in is of comfort flow. 

He calls his Saviour Iving above. 

Lord of mercy, Loici of l<»ve ; 

And ilreK n kn g’;, ( ‘ delet'd. 

And niciC} fnuie, ond io\e dexerJ, 

To ci.c..r, to guide h.m n the v/avs 
Of ihi. vain a^. orld's deceitful ma/i’ - 
Aiul though the wiekeil earth difpl.*y 
Its terrors in their fierce array; 

Or gape fo wide tliat hoiror Ihows 
Its hell replete Avitli endiefs avoc;':; 

Such fuccour keeps hun clear of ill. 

Still firm to gooft, and dauntlcfi. ftill. 
j So, fix'd by Providence's hands, 
j A rv^ck aiuidft an ncet.n ftnnds ; 

I SoJjtars, without a trembling dread, 
Tliotcnipctt beating round his lu.id ; 

And w ith its fide repels the wave, 

Wliole holloAv Jetms a coming grave ; 
The Ikies, the deeps, are heard to roar j 
T he r.|ck (lands fettled as before, 

1, all with whom he has to do, 
AdmircVhclife which hlelfcs you ; 

That feeds a foe, that aids a friend. 
Without a bye defigning end ; 

Its knowing real intereft lies 
On the bright fide of yonder fkies. 

Where, having madea title fair, 
it mounts, and lcuvc> thc world to care. 


Whik 
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BOOK THE THIRD. 


DRAMATIC, CHIEFLY 


§ I. AI L S 11 ELL 1 HAT ENDS WE LI I 

bllAkbl >Akl 

A Ivtce 

I 5 F riioabkft, R rtnm, viul fii ctcJ thj farhci, 
^ Jn nurmcib is 111 Ihij c , rli\ bl< xl ind \irtuc 
Contend f^r cm) nc in tlicc, ind tli> j->odntfb 
Shut with thv I nth n^iit I me d’, trull iku. 
Do \>ron,^ to no ic be ^I) 1 l foi tin l uk ny 
Karhci in po^^t^ ilnii uIl, and keep tliy hiencl 
Under ih) own life s key be check d for lilenee, 
But IK \ er t IX d foi fp( cell W ii iL heav en m >i e 

will 

That thee miy fuinilh, and my pi >ers pluck 
down, 

Tall on th) he id ' 

Too amlitious Lon)e 
T nni undone, rheie i-i no liMinr, none, 

*If Bern un be awiy It wtie all one, 

'J Int I fliould lo\e t bii 2 :ht paitieulu liar, 

And tlnnl to wed it, hv. is io iLi\e me 
)n his blight ridiance and colUtci il li,rht 
Muft I be comforted, not in Ins Jpheic j 

1 h’ ambition m niv lo%e tluis plagues nlei^ 

1 he hind, tliat would be m ited by the Imn, 
Mull die foi love T vNas j-ietry, tlio a plague, 
T o lee him e\eiy hour, to lit and draw 
His arched blows, lus hiwkino pyc, his curls, 

Jn our he irt s tsble he ur, too c ip ible 
Of tveiy line and tuck of his Iwcet fiiour’ 

But now he s gcAe, ind my idolatrous fancy 
Mull lan^iify lus reins 

J? parajitical^ vatn C&^anft 

1 know Iwm a notorious liir , 

Think him a git at way fool, fold) a cow aid, 
Yet rheie lix d evils lit lo lit in him, 

'I h It they take pt arc. when viituc*s ftetlv bones 
Look bleak m the cold wind withal fill oit 
we {it 

Cold w Idon yvaituig on f^perHuous foil). 


FROM SHAKSPEARE. 


Tie Famed ^ oj F'lib {tend ally in ouiftlvet, 

O riencdi ( ft in om'eKes ’ > In , 

W h ill wc 1 c d e to He i\ cn The fared Iky 
Giles us tue It je Mily doth biekvi rd pi i 

0 ir 11 V del s, when we ourklics aic dall. 
impoUi It be P an e tltempis to tho t 

J iiif wf i h T 1 , in m Icnle, and do luojiol* 

W 1 *■ h h I e , c mil Jt be W1 0 evei llro\c 
To i lew hti i lent, that d d in S hei lovi 
Charaiur oJ a nohte CowUu^ ly an od 
( Qitml oral y 

K n£ I wonll l liul il at t "p r ^ loandnc • 
now , 

A when thv fjthcr and myl It in fikn JPi p 

1 nil tr e 1 OM 1( idierlliip * He did look far 
Into the lei vice of iht time, and was 
Dileiplc i of the bras ell He lafted long, 

But on V. s both did haipiPi agL ileal on. 

And \ oie us o it of atV li much lepairi me 
l o lak \ )oi gc xl f ther In I is youth 
He had the wi s hieli 1 eii well oolene 

lo day m oui \cang I- rda, but thi> may jell, 
1 ill their own Uoin rei irn 10 them unnoted, 
hie tilt) ein hide then levity 111 lioin ui , 
bo like i courtiei, no contempt or bi urntls 
Weie mil s pride cr Ihaipntls, if ilu) wuc, 

Hin eou I h id m k'd them, and hi» ho loui, 
Clock - a iMelt, I new the true minute when 
1 xc {”tiou bid I im Ipe ik , and at that 11 1 e 
Ills tongue cb ) dhishnd Wnowti b low him 
lit Us d is eit ituus f anc hei ]. 1 le , ^ 

Ar 1 boss d his einin nt top to t lei* low rmii , 
Miking tl em ) loud if his 1 uiiuiii), 

In tl eir pool )>! u e he hu bled Inch a man 
MuhtLc icip) tjthe'evcun ei rmes, 

U hichj 1 How d well, would dtU ynltrate them 
But <^oeis bitkwaid [nov» 

Would 1 were wi h him’— He would aiwa s 

(Meth/tki I hcarlwa now) hi» pUufive word, 
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He f( alter’d not in ears ; but grafted ibcm 
To grow there, and to bear; ‘ Let me not live' — 
(Thus his good melancholy ofi began, 

On the cataftrophe and heel of paftime, 

When it was out) ‘ Let me not live,’ niinrhhc, 

• After my flame lacks oil ; to be the inn If 

^ Of younger fpiiits, whole apprehcnfive lcn^e^ 

• All but new things ililddinj wliofe judgmints 

‘ are [flanties 

■ Mcie fithers of rbeir garments; whofe ron- 

• Expire before their f«rlh ions.’ — This he wilhed. 
J, after him, do after him wiih r<io 

(Since J nor wax nor honey can bring, home) 

1 quickly were difl'olved from my hi\c, 

To give I'omc labourer room. 

Iddatrous W'oijh'tp, 

——Thus. Indian like, 

^Religious in mine erior, 1 .tdoie 

The Inn, that lo(d> s upon his worlliipper, 

But know of liini no more ! 

Mean Infirmnents often fuccefsfiiL 
What 1 can d(', can do no hurt to trv, 

Since you let up your reft ’gainft remedy. 

He that of gieatift works is liniflier, 

<jft does them h\ the we.dvefl nunilterj 
So holy ''I'it in liabcs judgnicnt Ihewn, 
When judges have been babes j great jloods 
have flown 

‘From finiplc fouiTcs; and gicnt it as have dried, 
Wlien miracles hate by the greatclt been denied. 
Oft expectation hiils, and moll oft thei'c, 

Where nndl it promil’esj and oft it hits 
Where hope is coldeft, and delpair molt fits. 

lloncur due to ferfonal Virtue^ net to Birth. 
Strange is it, tiiat our bloocl.s, I gether, 

Wliul’c colour, W'eighr, and Iieat, pour’d e»ut to- 
Wt^uld cpiiie confound diflmClion, yet Hand orf 
In differences lb miglify. If ihc be 
All that is virtuous (lave what thou diflik’ft, 

A poor phylician’s daughter), thou diflik’ft 

Of virtue for the name. But do not lb 

J*'rom lowed place when \irtuoiis things proceed, 
The place is dignilied by the doer s deed. 

Where great addition fwclls, and \irtuc none, 

It is a dropfleel honour ; good altjne 
Is good, witliout a name; vilcnefs is fo: 

'The property, by wliat it is, Ihould go, 

>’ot by the title. She is young, wile, fair; 
in thcfc, to nature immediate heir; 

And thcfc breed honour: that is honour s feorn, 
Which challenges irfelf as honours liorn 
And is not like the fiic. Honours thrive. 

When rather fsoni our afts we them derive 
Than our fore-goers: the mere word’s a Have 
Debauch’d on every tomb, on e\cry grave, 

A lying tropliy, and as oft is dumb, 

\V’hiTc dull and damn’d oblhion is the tomb 
Of honour’d bones indeed. 

Self Accufation of too great Love, 

Poor lord ! is’t 1 

That chafe thcc from thy country, and expofo * 
Tlwfe tender lim'bs •A tUiac to the event 


J XT R ACTS, Book III. 

Of the none-fparing w ar ? And is it I • [thou 
That drive thee from the fportivc court, where 
Waft Ihot at with fair eyes, to be the spark ^ 

Of fraoky inufquets ? C) you leaden mcirengcrlr^ 
That ride upon the violent fpced of lire, ^ 

Fly with falfc aim; fno\e the Itill-piecing air. 

That lings with piercing, do not toucli my lord! 
\Vhot:ver ibwis at him, I fet him there: 

Whoever charges on his foiwjprd brealt, 

I am the caitiff that jIo liold him to it • 

And tlio’ I kill him not, I am the caulc 
Ills death was fo dfedltd. Better twerc, 

[ met the raving linn, when he roar'd 
With lharp conftiaint of hiiiiger: better ’tvvcrc 
'1‘liat all the mifciies whicli nature ow'cs 
Were mine at uiice. No, tome thou honn:^ 
Rnufillon, 

Vl’liente honour liut of danger wins a fear, 

As oft It li)fts all. I will be gone . 

My being licre it is, that holds thee hence. 

Shall J Itay iieiL to do it ‘ No, no, although 
Tile air of Parndife did fan the houic. 

And angels oflic'd all: I will be gone; 

That pitiful lumoLir may report my flight. 

To confoL^tc thine ear. 

Cuflotn of Seducers. 

Ay, lb you llrve us, 

Till we ferve you; but when you liavc our rofe’?. 
You barelv Itavc our tlioins to prick ourfelves. 

And mock us with our barencls. 

• Chaftity, 

Mine honour's fuch a ring: 

Mv chaftity’s the jewel of our houl'e, 

Bequeathed down from many ancilloisi 
Which were the gi cart ft oblocjuy 1’ th’ world 
In me to lole. 

Cowardly Braggart. 

Y"et am I thankful : if my heart were great, 
’Twould buift at this : Ca}'rain I’ll be no more j 
But J will cat, and drink, and Deep, as loft , 
As captain (hall : fimply the thing 1 am 
Shall make me live. Wlio know:, lilinfelf a 
braggart, 

Let him fear this ; for it will come to paL, 

Tliat cveiy braggart lliall be found an afs. 

Ruft, fword ! cool, blullics ' and, Parollcs, live 
Safellin fliaiiie i being fool’d, by foolery thrive' V 
'I'hcTe’s place and means for evory man alive. J 

*Ibe Rafjnefs of Youth excufd. 

I bcl'ccch your mji jelly to make it 
X.irur.d rebellion, done i'lhe blade of youth, 

When oil and f:ic, trnj Ihoiig ior realon’s force, 
O'erbears it, and burns on. 

H'haVs ioji mofi valued. 

' Praiflng wlnit is loft. 

Makes the remembrance dear. 

Agamjl Delay. 

l.ct’s take the inltant by ^he forward top; 

For we arc old, and on our qbick’ft decrees 
Tir inaudible .md noil’elelV foot of time 
Steals, CTC wu cau eflV.t thcin. 
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Excuft ' 
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Excufe for un^enfonabU D\flike, 

^ At firft 

1 ftudc my choice upon her, ere my heart 
Durd inaKe too bold a herald of my tongue ; 
Where the imprelfion of mine eye cn fixing, 
Contempt his Icornful perlpc£tivc did lend me, 
Which warp’d the line of every other fa\our 5 
Scorn’d a fair colour, or cxprels’d it Helen j 
Kxtend^l or contracted all proportions 
To a inoft hideous nbjoft: thence it crime. 

That Ihc whom all men prais’d, and w hoin inyfclf, 
Since 1 have loft, have lov’d, was in m.y eye 
Th^^duft that did otl’end it. 

tniptdiments fmulate , 

As ** all impediments in fancy’s oOurfc 
Arc motives of iiicrc fanev.” 


§ 2. AS YOU l.lIvK 1 L\ SllAKSPEARE. 
Playfello'-ujs^ 

have ftill flept together, [gether; 

Rofe ai an inftant, leiirh’d, play’d, rat to- 
Ai’d V. herefoe'er we went, like Juno’s fwans, 
Still uc went coupled, and infeparablc. 

Fond youthful Friendjbip, 

' Celia* Oh my poorRofalind, whither wilt thou 
go> 

W’ilt thou change fathers ? I will giv'Cthcc mine. 
1 clnrgc thee, bf not thou more griev’d than lam. 
Kofalind* f ha\ e more caiil'c. 

Celia, Thou haft nor, coufiii. 

Pr’vtlirc lie cheerful : know’ft thou not, the Duke 
Has banifli’d me, his daughter.^ 

Rofalind* I'liat he hath not. ' [love 

Celia. No hath not ' Rofalind lacks then the 
W'hich teachetli me tlrat thou and I are one: 
Shall we be iundcred' Shall we part, fiveet girl? 
I'Jo — let my father leek another heir. 

Thercfiirc devile with me how we may fly, 
W'hithcr to go, and wdiat to bear with us ; 

And do not leek to t ike your eb.angc upon you, 
To bear your griefs your lilt, and leave me out. 
For by this heaven, now at our foirows pale. 

Say what thou canft, I'll go along ivith thee. 
Beauty* 

Beauty provoketh tliicves Iboner than gold. 
Wotfian in a Man* s Drefs, 

Were ’t not better, 

Bccaufc that T am more than cpmmon tall, 

That I did luit me all points like a man .* 

A gallant curtJe-axe upon my thigh, 

A boar-lpcar in rtiy hand; and (in my heait, 

Lie there what hidden woman’s fears there will) 
I’ll h;\ve a Iwafhkig and a martial outfidc; 

As many other mannilh cowards have, 

Thit do outface it iT^ith'^dr fembUnccs. 


Solitude preferred to a Court /.Ife, and the 
Ad%fynfages of Ad%>erfty, 

Now, my co-mat^s and brothers in exile, 
Hath not old cuftom made this life more Tweet 
Than that of painted pomp ? Ate not thclb woods 
More free from peril than the envious coun ? 


Here feel we but the pcnaltv of Adam, 

The fcafun's diti'crenci ; as the iev fai..T, 

And churlifl. chiding of rl.e wii^rcr’s \.iiid ; 
Wliich Nvlicn it biies and blowi upon my body, 
Even till 1 llirink with cold, 1 unil.. and fay, 

“ This is no flatu iw , ' thcic aie coiuiK ilois, 
That feelingly perma !c me what 1 am. 

Sweet are thL^ufes of ailvcifiry, 

Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous, 
Wetrs yet a precious jewe' iii lus ncm* : 

And this our life, exLmjjC from public haunt. 
Kinds tongues in trees, books in the running 
brook 

Sermons in ft..ncs, and good in every thing. 

J well Id nnt change it' 

Amiens. Hri'^py is your grace. 

Tint can tranllate the ftnboonmers of fortune 
Into fo quiLt and fo Iwcci a (tvlc ! 

RefliSlions on a nK'ouiiJcd Stag, and on the 
melanckcly JcKjues. 

Come, fliall we go am! kill us venbon^ 

And yet 11 iiks me, the poor tl.ipphd Ibols, 

Hcing nati\c butghersnf this defiit city, 

Should in thcii old confines, with I'oikcd heads, 
Have their round haunches goai’d. 

\Jl Loid. Imlced, my l.onl, 

The melancholy Jaques grieves at tint; 

And, ill that kind, fwears you do more ufui*p 
Than doth your brother that has bariilh’d you* 
To-day rhy lord cf Amieiw, and nulclf, 

Did ftcal beliiiul him, as he lay al mg 
Under an oA, whofe antique lOots }'Lcp out 
Upon the brook that brawls along tlii^ \vi>odi 
To the which place a poor fcciueftcr'd flag, 

That fiom the hunter’s aim had t.i’cn a liuit, 

Did come to languifli; and, indved, my lord, 
The wretched animal licav'd hnrk fuch groans, 
That their difcharge did ftrctcli his leathern coat 
Almoft; to burfting: and the hig lound tears 
Cours’d one another down liis iimocerit iiofi; 

In piteous chacc; and thus the hairy fool, 
iVluch marked of the melancholy faqiics, 

Stof d on th’cxiremeft vcigc of the iwift brook, 
Aiu/menting it with tears. 

DAe f But wlidt laid Jaques > 

Did he not morali/c this fpedlaclt ^ 

ijl Lord. O yes, into a thonfand fimiles. 

Firft, for his weeping in the necdlcfs flream; 
Poor deer, quoth he, thou niuk’lt a teftainv^nr 
As worldlings do, giving thy fum of more [alone, 

[ To that which had kjo much, Tlieii, bci: g there 
I J^ft and dl>andon’(l of his velvet f''itnds; 

I Tis right, quoth he, thus mifi-rv doth f.art 
I The flux of company. Anon, a carded herd, 
Full of the pafturc, jumps along by him, 

And never ftaysro greet him ; Ay, quoth Jaqties, 
Sweep on, yon fat and greafy citizen?; 

’Tis juft the fafhion: wherefore do you look 
Upon that poor 'Uid broken bankrupt thcic I 
Thus moft iov’c^tivcly he piercv-th ihicugh 
The be*dy of the country, citn, lgvui, 

Y’ca, and of this our life; fweaiing that w'c 
Arc mere ufurpers, tyrants, and wiiat’s worfe, 
I'o fright the animals, and kill them up, 

In their affign’d jmd r.ative dwelling-place, 
b And 
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Dt f. And did you leave liim in this contem- 
pUition r [rnentini; 

Amiens. We did, my lord, \wccping and com- 
Upon the ihbbin^decr, 

I>. /. Shew rnc the pi arc ; 

1 loVc to tope liim in tlicl'c fulicn fits, 

Vor rhtii he's full of iiiaitcr. 

Ccnfpkuoiis Virtue expofed to^£ti*vy. 

Adam. Wlut! my young inaltcrr Ouiy gentle 
matter, 

O my {'wter mafttr ' ^ you nicn»orv 
Of (*ld Sir Rowlaiid' why what Tnake you here- 
Why a!e you virtuous ' \Vhy do people love vou 
And wherefore are you gentle, lirong, aiul valiant ' | 
Why would you be lb fond to overcome 
The bony prifer of the humorous duke ^ 

Your praile is .come too Iwifily home before you. 
Know you not, mafttr, to fome kmd of men 
Their graces ftr\t them but as enemies ? 

1^0 more do yours j vour virtues, gentle matter, 
Alt- km^^ilticd and holy traitors to \ou. 

Oh what u world is this, wlien what is comely 
Envenoms him that hears it' 

Rejhlved Ilonrfy. 

Orlando. \\’ha»-, wouhltt tluu Ikuc me go 
and b( g my fuod ^ 

Or with a hah .iiul boitttrous fword enforce 
A thievilh li\ing on tire common road = 

This 1 nnilt do, or know not wh.it to do: 

Yet this 1 will JK't do, do how J can ; 

£ rather will lubjeft me to the malice 
Of a diverted blotid, and bloody brother. 

Gratitude in an old 5V; vant. 

Adam. But do not ibi 1 have tt\e hundred 
crowns, 

The thrifty hiic I fav’d under your father, 
W'hith 1 did ftorc, to be my fuller nurfe 
When fcrvice Ihould in my old limbs lie lame. 
And unregarded age in corners thrown; 

Take that : and he that doth the lawns fted. 
Yea, providently caters for the fparrow, 

Be eomfoit to my age • Here is the gt ld; 

All this 1 give you : let me be your l‘er\aru ; 
'fho’ I look old, yet I arn ftrong and lulty ; 

For in my youth X never did apply 
Ifot and rebellious liquors in my bhxid ; 

Ntu" did not with uiiballiful forche id woo 
The means of wcaknefs and debility i 
^'hfl•eforc my age is as a lufty winter, 

Frofty but kindly : let me go with you. 

I’ll do the fcrvicc of a younger man 
In all vour bulincfs and iieceliities. [appears 
Orlando. O good old man; how well in thee 
The cuiittant fert ice of the antique world. 

When I'ervantb fwcat for duty, not for meed I 
ThoU art not for the falhioii of theff times, 
Where none will Iwcat but for promotion ; 

And, having rliat, do choak their fcrvicc up, 
Ivven with the having: it is not fo with thee. 
Jiut.jioor old man, thou prun’d a rotten tree, 
hat cannot fo much as a bloffom )ield, 

In lieu of all thy pains and hulbandry. 

15 ut ceme thy ways, wc’ll go along together, 
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And ere wc have thy youthful wages fpent,* 
VVc*ll light upon Ibme fettled low content, 

Adam. Maflcf, go on; and 1 will folhn^ thee. 
To the laft gafp, with truth and loyalty. 

From feventeen years till now almoft fourfeore 
Here livctl f , but now live here no more. 

At feventeen years many their fortune leek. 

But at fourfcoie it is too late a week; 

Yet fortune cannot rccompcnfc nft better, 

Than to die well, and not my matter’s 

I Lover dejerihedm 

Oh thou didft then ne’er love fo heartily : 

Tf thou icineniber’ft not the fliglitett folly 
That ever love did make thee run into. 

Thou haft not lov 'd 

Or if thou haft not fate as I do now, ^ ^ 
Wearying tliy hearer in thy iniftrcfs’ pratTc, 

'rhou halt not lov’d 

Or if thou haft not liroke from company 
Abinptlv, as my paiiion now makes me, 

Then haft not lov’d— 

Dejiription of a Fooly and his Morals on the 
lime, 

yafjues. As I do live bv food, T met a ttxd ; 
Who l.ud him down, and battv’d him in the fun, 
And rail’d <ni lady Fortune in good terms. 

In good fet terms, and yet a motley fool. 

‘ Good moirow, fool,’ quoth 1. ‘ No, Sir,’ 

qiiotli he, [time.' 

‘ Call me not fool, till Heaven hath fer.t me foi- 
And then he drew a dial from his poke, 

And li/oking on it with lack-hiftre eye, 

Sflys, very wifely, ‘ It is ten o'clock : 

‘ Thus mnvwe fee, ’quoth he, ‘ hovvthcworldvvags: 

* ''Pis hut an hour ago ttnee it was nine; 

‘ Aiul after one hour more ’twill be eleven; 

‘ And fo from hour to hour we ripe and ri[>e, 

♦ And then from hriur to liour wc rot ami lot, 

‘ And tliercbv hangs a tale.’ When I did hear 
The motley fool thusmor-il on the time, 

My lungs hcg.iii to crow like chanticleer, 

'riiar lools fhould be fo deep contemplative ; 

And I tlid laugh, fans iuiermiHion, 

-Vii hour by his dial. 

Duke. Wliat fool is this? [courtier, 

yafpues. O worthy fool ' one that hath been a 
And iciys, if ladu.s be but vouiig and fair, 

They have the gift to know if and in his brain. 
Which is as dry as the reiiriinder bifeuit 
After a voyage, he hath ftrangc places cramm’4 
With obferv.ition, \hc which he vents 
Jn mangled forms. Oh that I were a fool! 
i am ambitious for a motley coat ! 

A Foot's Liberty of Speech, 

Duke. Thou lhalt have one. 
y agues, h is my onlyPditi 
Provided that'y'ou 'weed your better judgments 
Of all opinion, that grows rank in them; 

That I am wife. I mull have liberty 
Withal; as large a charter as^liK wind, 

To blow on whom I plcai'e; for fo fools have : 
And they that aie mott^gallcd with my follv. 
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The^ muft langh. And why, Sir, inuft they fo ' 
The why is plain as way to parilh-church : 

He, th^r a fool doth very wifely hit. 

Doth very fooliflily, although he fnuirr. 

Not to feem fcnfclefs of the bob : if not. 

The wife man’s folly is anatoinu’d 
Even by the fquandering glances of the fool. 
.Inveft me in my motley : give me leave 
To I’peak my miTid,and 1 will through and through 
Clcanfe/thc foul body of th’ infedted world, 

If they will patiently receive my medicine. 
Duke. Fie on thee — 1 can tell wliat thou vvouldft 
do. 

Jaques. What, for a counter, would I do but 
good } 

Duke. Moft mifehievouR foul fin in chiding fin : 
For lhou.thyfelf haft been a libertine, 

As feiifual as the brutilh liing itlelf : 

And all th’iinbolTed fores and headed evils, 

T'hat thou with licence of free foot haft caufht, 
Wouldll thou difgorgc into the general world. 

An Apology for Satire. 

Jaques. Why, who eiies out on pride, 

That can therein tax any pri\ate paity } 

Doth it not flow as hugely as the fea, 

Till that the very veny means do ebb 
Wh.it woman in the city do I nnine. 

When that I fay, the city woman l>cMrs 
The coft of princes on unwortliy fliuuklcrs ? 

Who can come in, and fay th.at 1 mean her, 
When fuch a one as Ihc, fuch is her neighbour? 
Or what is he of bafeft lunflion, 

That lays, his bravery is not on my coft ; 
(Thinking that 1 mean him) but ihcrcin fuits 
JJis folly to the metal of my fpccch ' 

There then ; how then ? VVhat then ? let me fee 
w herein 

jMy tongue hath wrong’d him. I f it do him right, 
Then he hath wrong’d himlelf. If he be free. 
Why then my taxing, like a wild goofp, flics 
Unciairn’d of any man. 

Dijlrefs prenjents Ceremony. 

The thorny point 

Of bare diftrefs hath ta’en from me the Ihow 
Of fmooth civility. 

A tender Petition and Reply. 

Orlando. Speak you fo gently ? Pardon me, 1 
pray you : 

J thought that all things liad been favage here ; 
And therefore put I on the countenance 
Of ftern commandment: ]Jut*vhate’tr you arc, 
That in this deferr inaccclfiblc,. 

Under the lhadc of melancholy boughs, 

Lol’e and ncgleft the ciccping hours of time ; 

If ever 5 JOU have look’d on better days; 

If c\er been w^htre bells have knoU’d to church; 

If ever fat at any good man’s feaft ; ^ 

If ever from your cyc-Fi^^^ip^ artcar, 

And kii 0 w what ’ti.s to pity and be pitied— 

Let geniicntfs r^y ftrong enforcement be : 

In the \’i^iich hopeni blufli, and hide my fword. 

Duke. T rue it is that we have feen better days ; 
And have with holy bcU been knoll’d to church j 
And fate at good men’s itafts; and wip’d our c} cs 


Of drops that ficred pity h*ith engender’d ; 

And therefore fit you iI.ami in gcntlcnff-J, 

Anti take, upon command, wliar lulj) we have, 
I'hat tt) your warning miv be niimlur'd. 

Orlando. Then but torbear your food a little 
while, 

While*', like a doe, 1 go to find inv fiw-n. 

And gi\e it food. 'Fhcrc is an old poor man. 
Who after me hath many a weary fiL)> 

Limp’d in pure love; rill he be liill Inflie’d, 
OppreL'd with two weak evils, age and hunger, 

I 1 will nor touch a hit! ^ 

*The IVorld compared to a Sta^e. 

Thou Iceft we are not all alone unhappv : 

TliJi wide and uiiiverfal theatre 

Prelcnts more w'oeful pageants than the fcenc 

Wherein we play. 

Jaq.’/es. All the world’s a ft age, 

Aiul all the men anti women nurelv players; 
'Phey have tlicir c.sits and tiieir eiitiMii.-v'' ; 

And <me man in lus time i*la\;> in.ioy j>aits, 

1 1 i s 1 s 1 je i n g fc ve n a gi s . A i 1 i i ft , i h e i n i ant, 

Alewlnig and |>iiking in ilie mine’s .irms: 

And tlicn, thew liming lehool-h. A’ \\ ith his I'atchcl, 
And Ihining morning face, cieejnng like Inail 
Unwillingly m fehool. And then, liic k.ver ; 
Sighing like fuin.Kc, with a woiful ballad 
JNIadeto hismiftielVcyc-lirow', 'I’litn. ilu* (oidicr; 
Full of rtrauge o.iihs, and boarded lil e rlic paid. 
Jealous in honour, fmhlen and ijuiek in tjuarrcl, 
Sciking tlic bubble rtputaiion 
I’/.cn in tlicramioirs mouth. And then, the jufticc, 
In fair round belly, w'ith good c^pon Im’il, 

W'th eyes Icvcrc, and beard of lornial cut, 

Tull of wife f.iws and modem iiiftances, 

And fo he plavs liis jinit. T- he fixih age Ihifts 
Into the lean and ilipper’d pantaloon, 

^Vi^h Ipcd.icles on noj'e, and pouch Oli fde; 

His youthful hofe, well Ikv’d, a world to.) wide 
For his flinink ftiaiiks •, and his big manly voice. 
Turning again t.iwards cl nidi Ih treble, pipes 
y\iul wliiliks in his found. Laft liene ol all. 
That ends tl is ftiangc cNcntful lultory, 

I, fecond childiflincH, ami mere oblivion ; 

Sms teeth, ians eyes, finis lafte, Ians every thing. 

Ingratitude. A So^.g, 

Blow, blow, thou w'intcr-w'ind, 

Thou art not fo unkind 

As man’s ingratitude ; 

Thy tooth is not fo keen, 

Bccaul’e thou art not feen. 

Although thy lireatb he ruvlc# 

Freeze, freeze, thou birtc r fky, 

Thou doft nor bite lo nigh 
As beneru> foigot: 

Tbo’ thou the waters warp, 

Tliy fling is not fo fiiarp 

As friend rennember’d not. 

Scornful Lo've. 

Syl<vius. The common executioner,. 

Whole heart th’ accuftoin’d fight of death makes 
hard. 

Falls not the axe upon tl.e humbled neck, 

h j Bui 
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]>ii; Grli bcr"- pnVvW>n : will you fltvmT be 
'ri'.'ii. lu; il ii* dui' I'ues hy bloodv drops? 

thts e. I v.o'jld noi bi; tbv cx.^urior.cr : 

1 llv rii'L, inr j would not iii)LiR thcc. 

'I'iiOii icllTt nu‘ tiic-ie is iiuirdLi \r luijt eye; 

’Tis pretty, Ojrt, aikI vciy \ /obaM-, 

Tliarcvcs, iIku a'ctlu frail il aiui rureft things, 
luut ilicit coward gaits on aioiuics, 

Should oe call’d tyraris, biitchcir., murdtrera ! 
!S»nv j do flown on tliec witli ail .ny bea.t; 

And, if mi :e can wovind, now let them kill 
tine: 

Now c('iiiii:Li leit fwnon : w hv» now fall down ; 
Or, if rhoLi canit not, oh tut lhamc, 'or ihanic, 

Jdc isut. to I'lV iTiinj eves are murderers. 

Now Jiiew tile wound im.-^e.-e ‘.arh n-adc i’** fhec: 
Scianli tine bur \mc1i a pii». and ihcrc ruiiuins 
So' ie uar of it , ^ip.n but upr.n a rulh, 

The Ci.:.*rjii.e i id capable unprelhiic 

Tliy prd’n l''niemoiTu nrkLtpa: nut now n/ine eyes, 

Wlisclt i i. '\T d uted it thet, hurt ti.et not; 

N , J .iin Ibie, there is no force in eye* 

Tiiar can do Lmr. 

SyL hfs. O dcarPhrebc ! 

If ever (as that ever mwy be near) 

Yoii meet in ibnic freih clu tk ihc pow’r of fancy, 
Then ihail you know rlie wounds invifiblc 
7'hat l.ove’s keen arrows nuke. 

S' oni ret >rted, \ 

Odd’s inv little life ' 

I think fho means to tangle my eyes too : 

No, faith, proud midriff ' liope not afur it; 

’Ti^. not voui inky brows, your blaik li'k hair, 
Yf'ur biigh e-balls, nor your check of cream, 
n bar c.ui ent.ime my fpiiits to your woiihip. 

You toolilli ihcplierd, wherefore do you follow her, 
Jdkc foggv Ifiuih, pulling with wind and rain? 
You are a thoul.uiil times a properer man 
Tl' iii flu; a wom.in : ’Tis Inch fools as you 
That m.'ki- the world full of ill-favour’d children. 

' lbs nor lur glals, bur you, that flartci}. her; 

And out of yvu Ihe fees herrelf moie ]'ropcr 
Than any of her linoaiuenis can Ihew her. 

Hut, milb efs, know youTfe' f ; down on ) onrknet s 
And thank Heaven, t.ifiin^;, for a good man's love: 
for T meil tell you filendly in your ear, 

St 1! when you can ; you arc not for all markets : 
Cry the man meity ; lo\e him ; take his offer; 

I' oui iL. molt fuuj, being foul to be a I'coflcT. 

^endff Lo ve. 

Sr- holv and fo perfeit is my love, 

And 1 HI fuch a poverty of grace, 

'J h It J lliull think it a moft plcnuous crop 
'To glian the broken ea.s after the man 
Tliar the mam harvtfi rca)-):, ; looie now and then 
A Ica'^erM I'mile, and that I’ll live upon. 

Real Lq*V€ dijftmhled. 

Think not I love him, though I aik for him; 
Tis but a peevilh boy ; — ^yc t he talks well : — 
iJut what care 1 for words- Yet words do well. 
When he that fpcaks them pleaJes thofe tJiat hear. 
£? is a pretty yoiuh ; — not yeiy pretty 
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But fure, he’s proud; and yet his pride bec^mcip 
him : 

He’ll make a proper man; the beft thing in hini 
Is hi:i complexion : and, fafler thin his icfugue 
Old make oflVnce, his eye did heal it up. 

He his not veiy tall; — yet for his years he’s tall ; 
His leg is but io fo ; and yet ’tis well : 

'riierc was a pretty icdnefs in his lip ; 

A little riper and more lullv re<lr 
Than that mix’d in his cheek ; ’twas juft the 
difference 

Betwixt the conftant red and mingled damalK. 
There be Ibinc women, Silvius, had they mark’d 
him 

In parcels, as I did, would have gone near 
I'o fall ill love with him ; but, foi my pair, 

1 love him not, nor hate him not ; and yer 
T have more cauf: to bate him tha- tolme him ; 
b'o*- V b.U' had he to do to chide .it me ? 

> le mid mine eyes vves p bl:i( k, apd my hair black , 
And, now I am lemcmher’d, fcorn’d at me , 
r iTi.ir\pi why 1 anfucr’d nor a^jin ; 

Hut th It's all one ; umiuancc is no quittance. 

A fine Definption of a fieiping Man about to be 
defiroyed hy a Snake and a Lionefs. 

Under an oak, whofc boughs were mol's ’J with 
age, 

And high top bald with i\rf antiquity, 

A wretched, ragged man, o’crg.own with hair. 
Lay flcoping on his bark , about his neck 
A green and gilded fnake had’wriatli’d itfelf, 
Wlio with her head, nimble in ilirrati*, approach’d 
The opening of his mouth ; but fuddenly. 

Seeing Qrlando, it unlink’d irfelf. 

And wMth indentLd glides did ftip away 
Into a bufli ; under which buui's lhadc 
A lionefs, with udders all drawn dry, 

Lav couching, head on ground, \virhcat-likewatcl\ 
When that the llteping man il\ould ftii : for’ti '4 
The ro\al dirpoftion of that bcaft 
To prey on noihing that doth feem ;is dead. 

CoH^erfivn. 

I do nof ihamc 

To tell you what I w»as, fmee my converfion 
So fueetly taftes, being the thing 1 am, 

Lo^ve. 

Phoebe. Good fiiephcrd, tell thi? youth w bat 
’tis to love, 

Syl^v/us. Ir is to be all made of Hghs and tears j 
It is to be dll mad^ of faith and fervicc ; 

It is to be all niade i f fantafie, 

All made of palfion, and ail made of wilhcs ; 

All adulation, duty, and obfervance, 

All humblcncL, all paiiencc and impatience, 

AU purity, all trial, all obfervaiice. 

Tbe UKetrtcdj}fj otAkp^nion in An^f/ety* 

Duke. Doft thou believe, Orlando, tiiat the boy 
Con do all this that he hath promifed ? 

Qrlando. I fometimes do, believe, and fome-« 
times do not ; ' ' * 

As thofe that fear, they hope, and know they fear. 
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• Song, On Matrimony, 
Wc<Kling great Juno’s crcjwn j 
O blcficd bond of b(»«ircl and bed ? 
’Tfs Hmiicu pc»)ijlcs e\cry town, 

High wedlock then be honoured : 
IIont iT, high honour and rennv/ii. 

To Hymen, god of every town ! 


% 

3. THE COMEDY OF ERRORS. 

Shakspkare. 

Child-hearing prettily exprejfed. 

IJcrlelf almoll at fainting under 
The pleafing punilluncnt that women bear. 

Cheats ‘tvell defcrihed. 

They fliy this town is full of cozenage; 

As nimble jugglers that deceive the eye, 
Dark-working tbreerers, that change the mind. 
Soul-killing witches, that deform the body, 
Difguiled cheaters, prating mo\unebanks, " 

Anti man)’ fuch like liberties of lin • 

Mans Pre-emi/unre. 

^\'hy hcadftroni.'; hheriv is lalh’d with woe. ' 
There’s nothing lituate under flciuen’s eye, 

Rur hath its bound, in earth, in fea, in Iky ; 

'The I'L'.ill, the lillies, and the wingi’il fouls, 

Are tb.i.'ir males liibietJ'ts, and at tlieir controuls. 
Mm, more divine, the mafter:* of all thefe, 

Lords of the wide world, and uild warry leas, 
Indued with intclleiitual fenfe anti fouls, 

Of more pre-einineiire than filh and fowls, 

Are mafters lo their females, and their l<>rds: ' 
Then let your will attend on their accords. 

Patience eajier taught than praSlifed, 
Patience unmov’d, no marvel though Ihe paiifc ; 
They can be meek, that have no other caule ; 

A wretclied foul, biuis’d with advcrfity, 

W'e bid be tjuiei, when we hcai it erv ; 

Bur. \\<.re we burden’d with like vseigluof pain, 
As iniKh (innore u e Ihould ourfelvcs complain. 
Defamation, 

1 fee, tlic jewel bed enainelLd 
Will lofe its beauty; and tho’ gold bides dill 
'J'hac others touch, vet often towelling u di 
Wt.ir go!.! ; and no man, that hath a name, 

Bu» falleh'iod and corruption doth it IhaniL. 
Wife's Eothortation on a Hujhand's hifidelity. 
Ay, ay, Antiphohr-, h^ok Urange and frov.n; 
Some other niiltrcL hath ihv Iweet al'petls : 

I am not Adriana, nor thy wi!e. 

The time was once, wlien thou, imurg’d, wuultlft 
vow. 

That never worth were inufic to thine car. 

That never obje6l plcafmg in thine eye, 

That nev^T touck well welcome to thine hand. 
That never meat fweet-favour’d in thy tailc, 
Unlefs 1 fpakc, or k}o*k'J.„or or carv’d 

to thee. 

How comes it now, my hudiand, oh how comes it, 
Thar t-Iiqji art then^-ftranged from thyfclf ? 
Thyfclf { call it, ^ing ftrange to me ; 

That, undividablc, incorporate, 

Am better than thy dear Jelf better part, 
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Ah, do not tear away thyfelf from me : 

For know, my love, as ealy m.iyd thou fall 
A dr«)p of water in the breakir.g gvdph, 

Ainl take unmiiigled thence that drop again, 
Without addition or diminilhing, 

As take from me thvlell, anti not me too. 

How dearly would it touch thee to tlie tpilek, 
Shoultlll thou but hcai I were licentious ; 

And that this hotly, confecrate to tnte. 

By ruffian lufl. thould be contaminate > 

W'^oultUl thou not fpit at me, and fpurn at me, 
And hurl the name olJ»y^< aiid in m) face, 

And tear the ftain’d ikupolfirPH^arloi brow, 
And fiom my falfe \\Avp rut the wedding-ring. 
And break it with a rfe^divorcing vow ^ 

I know thou cnnlV, alltl tnereforc fee tliou do it, 
f am j)oHeR with- an adulterate blot; 

My blood is mingled with the crime of lull : 

For if we two be one, and tliou play falfe, 

1 do digift the j>oifon of thy fleffi. 

Being tlriinipeted by thy contagion. 

A RefpeSl to Dtcency and the Opinion of the Worlds 
an e cci'lLni Buhvark to our rtrtues. 

Have patience, Sir, oh let if nt-t be fo ; 

Herein you war againft your lepiitation. 

And draw v\ithm the eompafs of fiifpect 
Th’imiolated Ikmioui* of your wife. 

Oucc this-^Your lonji cxpericnee cd’ herwifdom, 
Her foher virtue, yt.irs and inodefry, 

Plead on her pair l()ine canfe to \ou unknown; 
And douhr not, Sir, but Ihe will well exi life 
Why at this time the doors are made agunll: vou. 
Be nj'd by me ; dep.iit in patienee, 

And let ns to the'I'ygcr all to dinner ; 

And, about evening, come voinli ll alone. 

To know the veafon of this Uiange icilraint. 

If by ftrong hand you otler m bixak in, 

Now in the iVirring paflagt of the day, 

A vulgar comment will he made of it ; 

And that fuppodd by the common rout 
AL.iiort your yet imgalled repur ition, 

'fuet m.iy with foul imrufjon miter in, 

Alltl dwi„ll upon vouiju avc wlien you arc dead 6 
k’or llandei lives upon liicctHion ; 

Fur ever hous’d wheie it oiici gets podeihon. 

Jheument for Wine/y and the ill LffiSis of 
'Jealoufy. 

Aibefs, Hath liL not loU much wealth by wieck 
ar lea ? 

Buriid foinc dear friend’-- Hath not elfe lur. eye 
htrav’d hi.-* uftetfium in unlav ful love } 

A ii:! prevailing much in youiliiuJ men, 

Who give their tyes the libcf^y t-f gazing. 
Which of thefe furrow’s Is he tubjedt ro^ 

Adriana, To none of ilvelc, except it be the laft ; 
N.iinely, fomc love that diew him (;d froin home. 
Abbefs, You fhould for that have reprehended 
Adriana, Wh)r fo I did. [him. 

Abbefs, Bur not rough enough. 

Adriana, As roughly as iny motlcfty would let 

Abbefs. Haply, in private. [“it-** 

Adriana. Aftd in airemblics tt>o. 

Abbefs. But not enough. 

A.hiana. It was the copy of our conference : 

b 4 -In 
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In bf d, he dept not for my urging it ; 

At b.^ard, he fed not for my urging it ; 

Alone, it was the fubjeft of my theme ; 

In company, I often glanced at it : 

Still did 1 tell him it was vile and bad. 

Abbefs, And therefore came it that the man 
was mad. 

The venom clamours of a jealous woman 
Poilbn more deadly than a mad dog's tooth. 

It feems, his deeps were hinder’d by thy railing j 
And therefore comes it that his head is light. 
Thou fay’d his nj.'^fVvvs lauc’d with thy upbraid- 
Unquict mealsi^nake illVligedions, ingJ» j 

Thereof the raging fire Sj fever bred ; 

And what’s a fever bufc a j^t of madnefs ? 

Thou fay’d hir fports were hinder'd by«thy brawls ; 
SwQct recreation barr’d, what doth enfue 
But moody and dull melancholy 
(Kinfman to grim and comfortlefs defpair) ; 

And, at her heels, a huge infeftious troop 
Of pale didemperatiires and foes to life ? 

Ill Deeds and ill Wards^ double Wrong, 

*Tis double wrong to truant with your bed, 

And let her read it in your looks at board : 
Shame hath a badard fame, well managed ; 

111 deeds are doubled with an evil word. 
Paffionaie Louver's Addrefs to his Mijirefs* 
Sing, fyren, for thyfelf, and I will dote; 

Spread o’er the fiher wa\cs thy golden hairs ; 
And as a bed I’ll take them, and th.cre lie; 

And in that glorious fiippofuit^n think 
He gains by death, that liath fuch means do die ' j 
Deferipiion of a beggarly Conjurer^ or a Fortune- \ 
teller. 

A hungry, Ican-fac’d villain, 

A meer anatomy, a mountebank, 

A thread-bare juggler, and a fortunc-tcUcr, 

A needy, hollow-eyed, (harp- looking wretch, 

A living dead-man : this pernicious llave, 
Forfootli, took on him as a conjuicr ; 

And gazing in my eyes, feeling my pulfc, 

And witli no face, as it weic, outfacing me. 
Cries out, 1 was polTefi. 

, Old Age. 

Not know my voice ' O time’s extremity. 

Haft thou fo crack’d and fpliticd my poor tongue, 
In feven 11 orr years, that hero my only fon 
Know'S n< i my feeble key of untun’d cares ? 
Tho’ now tins grained face of mine be liid 
In fap-conl'uinmg vviiiter’s drizzled fnow’, 

And all the conduits of my blood froze up ; 

Yet hath my night of Kfe feme memory, 

]My wafting lamp feme fading glimmer lcft| 

Nly dull deaf cars a little ufe to hear : 

All thefe old witnelTes (I cannot err) 

Tell me thou art my fon, Anripholus. 

§ 4i LOVE'S LABOUR LOST. 

Shaksfeare. 

A laudable Ambition for Fam^ ond true Canquejl 
deferibed. 

King. T £T Tame, that all hunt after in 
■L/ lives, 

I^ive regiftor'd upon our b.azcr. torn’ S| 
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And then grace us in the difgrace of death; 
When, fpite of cormorant devouring time, 

Th’ endeavour of this prefent breath may buy 
Tliat honour, which fhall bate his feythe’s keen 
And make us heirs of all eternity. [edge, 

Therefore, brave conquciors — for fo you arc, 
That war againft your own afFtffkms, 

And the huge army of the world’s-defires— 

Our late edift lhall ftrongly ftand in force : 
Navarre lliall be the wonder of the worid ; 

! Our court lhall be a little academe, 

Still and contemplative in living art. 

Longaville. I am refolv’d ; ’tis but a three year’s 
fad ; 

The mind lhall banquet, tho' the body pine— 

Fat paunches have lean pates ; and dainty bits 
Make rich the ribs, but bank’rout cue wits. 

Dumain, My loving lord, Dumain is mortified ; 
The grolfer manner of the vyorld’s delights 
He throws upon the grofs world’s bafer Haves; 
To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die; 
With all thefe living in philofophy. 

Vanity of Pleafurcs. 

Why, all delights are vain ; but that moft vain. 
Which, with pain purchas’d, doth inherit pain. 

On Study. 

Study is like the heaven’s glorious fun, 

That will not be deep fcarcli'd with faucy looks; 
Small have continual plodders ever won, 

Save baft* aurhoiity fiom otlicis books, 

Thefe earthly godfathers of heaven's lights, 

That give a name to every fixed ftar. 

Have no more profit of their flviiiing nights, 
Tlianthofc that walk, and wot not what they arc, 
Too much to know", is to know nought but fame ; 
And every godfather can give a name. 

Again, 

So fludy evermore is ovcrlhnt ; 

While it doth ftutly to have what I w^ould. 

It doth forget to do the thing it lliould : 

And when it hath the thing it hunteth moft, 

’Tis won, as towns with fire; fo won, fo loll. 

Frofi. 

An envious fnnaping froft, 

That bites the firft-born mfjims of the fpring, 

The Filly and Danger of making Vow. 

Nccoffity w'ill make us alkforfworn 
Three tlioufand times within this threeyearslpace j 
For cv'ry man with his affeCts is born ; 

Not by might maftci'd, but by fpccial grace ; 

If I break faith, this word lliall Iptak for mcj 
1 am forfworn on mere ncccliity. 

A conceited Courtier, or Matt^f Compliments^ 
Our coiirr,^ou knowws-haiinted 
With a rciTwsi^’t.QvcTler of Spain ; 

A man in all the world's new falhion planted. 
That hath a mint of phrafes in his braip : 

One whom tJic mufic of his^vjn vain fbnguc 
Doth ravilh, like enchanting harmony : 

A man of complimeilts, whom right ana wrong 
Have chofe as unipii^e of their mutiny ; 

ThU 
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This ctfild of fancy, that Armado hight, 

For interim to our iludies, Ihall relate, 

5n high-born words, the worth of many a knight, 
From tawny Spain, loft in the word's debate. 
Uow you delight, my lords, I know not, I j 
But, 1 proteft, 1 love to hear him lye, 
ufc him for my minftrclly. 
Biro»,ATftiaiio is a moft illuftrious wight, 

.A man of fire-nev^ words, falhion’s own knight. 

Beauty^ 

My beauty, tho’ but mean, 

Needs not the painted Auiirilh of your praife : 
Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye, 

Nor utter'd by bafe ialc of chapmen’s tongues. 

A Wit. 

In Nofmandy faw I this Longavillo i i 

A man of fovercign parts he is efteem’d ; , 

Well fitted in the arts, glorious in arms : 

Nothing becomes him ill, that he would well : 
The only foil of his fair virtue’s glofs 
(Jf virtue’s glofs will ftaiq with any foil). 

Is a (harp wit match’d with too blunt a will ; 
Whofe edge hath powerto cut, whofc will ftill wills 
]t fliould none fpare that come within his power. 
Pri. Some merry mocking lord, belike i is > fo ? 
Mar. They fay fo moft, that moll his humours 
know. 

Pri. Such fliort-liv’d wits do wither as they 
grow. 

A merry man, , 

A merrier man, 

W'ithin the limit of becoming mirth, 

1 never Ipent an hour’s talk withal ; 

His eye begets occafion for his wit ; 

For every objcdl that the one doth catch, 

The other turns to a mirth-moving jell ; 

'^hich his fair tongue (conceit’s cxpofitor) 
Delivers in fuch apt and gracious words, 

I’hat aged cars play truant at his tales, 

And younger hearings arc quire raviflied j 
' So fweet and voluble is his difcourfc. 

A comical Defeription of Cupid or Lo^e. 

Oh ! and I, forfooth, in love ! 

I, that have been love's whip ; 

A very beadle to a humorous (igh ; 

A critic j nay, a night-watch conftablc j 
A domineering pedant o’er the boy, 

Than whom no mortal fo magniheent ! 

This whimpled, whining, purblind, way ward boy; 
This Sigiiior Junio’s giant-dwaff, Dan Cupid ; 
Regent of lovc-ihymes, lord of folded arms, 

Th’ anointed fovcrcign of lighs and groans , 
l^icge of all loiterer^ and malccontcnts, 

Sole impe^tor, aijd great general 
Qf trotting ’paritors : — O my^Httlp heart !— 

And I to be a corporal of his fields ^ \k:p> 

And wear his colours like hoopr 

What ? Ill love 1 I fue ! I fecit a ! 

A wom^n, thaV^s like a German clock. 

Still a rc’{>&iring ; ^6c out of frame, 

And never going aright, being a watch, 
fiut bcin^ \Vat 9 h’d 2 that it may ftill go rigl^t } 


III Dads often done for the Sake of fame. 

A giving hand, though foul, (hall have fai^ 
praife— 

But come, the bow : — ^Now mercy goes to kill. 
And Ihooting well, is then accounted ill. 

Tlius will I lave my credit in the flioot : 

Not wounding, pity would not jct me do't ; 

If wounding, then it was to Ihew my IkilJ, 

That more for praife than purpofc meant to kill. 
And, out of queftion, fo it is fometnnes; 

Glory grows guilty of dcgjled crimes ; 

When, for fame’s fake, for /raSfttoi outward part. 
We bend to that the wojllCing ofrfte heart ; 

As I, for praife alone, i^\v feck to fpill 
The poor deer’s blood, Aatmy heart means no ill. 

) 

Did not the heavenly rhetoric of flune eye 
( ’Gainft whom the world cannot hdld argument) 
Perfuade my heart to this falfe perjury ? 

Vows, for thee broke, deferve not puniihment. 
A woman 1 forfworc ; but I will prove. 

Thou being a goddefs, I forfworc not thee : 
My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love; 

Thy grace being gain’d, cures all diigracc in me. 
Vows arc but bicath, and breath ii vapour is 
Thcnthou,fairfun,whichon my earth duft (liine, 
Exhal’ll this vapour vow ; in thee it is : 

If broken then, it is not fault of mine; 

If by me broke, what fool is not fo wife, 

To lofc an oath to win a paradife ? 

Another. 

On a day, (alack the day !) 

Love, u hol*e month is ever May, 

Spy’d a blodbni, pafting fair, 

Playing in the wanton air : 

Thro’ ^he velvet leaves the wind. 

All unfecn, ’gan paflage find ; 

That the lover, fick to death, 

Wilh’d himfelf the heaven’s breath, 

Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow . 

Air, would 1 might triumph fo! 

But, alack ! my hand is fworn, 

Ne’er to pluck thee from thy thorn ; 

Vow, alack ! for youth unmeet ; 

Youth fo apt to pluck a fweet. 

Do not call it fin in me, 

That I am forfworn for thee : 

Thou for whom Jove would fwcar 
Juno but an Eihiopc were ; 

And deny himfelf for Jove, 

Turning mortal for thy love. 

Commanding Beauty. 

—Who fees the heavenly Rofalind, 

That, like a rude and lavage man of fndc, 

At the firft opening of the gorgeous eaft, 

Bows not his v^al head ; and, ftrucken blind, 
Kilfes the bafe ground with obedient breaft) 
What peremptory cagle-fighted eye 

Dares look upon the heaven of her brow, 

That is not blinded by her majcftjl? « 

The Power of Lo*ve, 

Why, univerfal plodding prifbns up 
The nimble f^ iriu in the arterfes ; 

As 
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As motion iM long during a£lion tires 
The (snewy vigour of the traveller. 

When would you, my liege— or you — or you — 
In leaden contemplation, have found out 
Such fiery numbers, as the prompting eyes 
Of beauteous tutors have enricli’d you with ? 
Other flow arts entirely keep the brain ; 

And therefore finding barren praftilcrs, 

Scarce (hew a harveft of their heavy toil : 

But love, firll learned in a lady's eyes, 

Lives not alone ’ 'n the brain ; 

But, with thf^otionV'f all elements, 

Conrfes as fwift as tholVht in every powV ; 

And gives to evtiy p'ijiw'i a double pow’r, 

Above their function r ap;l their offices ; 

It adds a prw'ions fecill^■l^i• u’le eye ; 

A lover’s ey^'s/will ga7e an eagle blind; 

A lover’s ears will hear the lowed found, 

When the fufpicious head of theft is dopt ; 
I^ovc’s feeling is mbre loft and fcnfiblc 
Than arc die tender horns of cockled fnails ; 
Love’s tongue proves dainty Bacchus grofs in tade : 
For valour, is not love a Hercules, 

Still climbing trees in the Hefperides ? 

Subtle as Sphinx ; as fivoet and mu deal 
As bright Apollo’s lute, drung with his hair; 
And, when (ovc fpeal;s, the voice of all the gods 
Makes heaven drowfy with the harmony. 

Never durd poet touch a pen tn write, 

Until his ink were temper’d with love’s fighs ; 

O then his eyes would ravifli favage ears, 

And plant in tyrants mild humility. 

From women’s eyes .this doctrine 1 deiivc : 

They fparkle dill the right Promethean fire; 
They are the books, the arts, the academes, 
That (hew, contain, and nourifli all the world ; 
Life, none at all in aught proves excellent. 

Uye ilto greatefi Fools in Love. 

Ri. None arc fo furcly caught, when they arc 
catch’d. 

As wit turn’d fool : folly, in wifdom hatch’d, 
Hath wifdom ’s warrant, and t’ne help of fchool ; 
And wit’s own grace to grace a learned fool. 

Rof. The blood of youth burns not with fuch 
As gravity's revolt to wantonnefs. [cxccfs 

Mar, Folly in fools bears not fo drangc a note. 
As foolery in the wife, when wit doth dote : 
Since all the power thereof it doth apply, 

To prove, by wit, worth in fimplicity. 

Keennefs of Women's li'ongues. 

The tongues of mocking wenches arc as keen 
As is the razor’s edge invifible, 

Cutting a fmaller" hair than may be feen ; 
Above the fenfe of fenfe : fo fenfible 
Seemeth their conference; their conceit hath wings 
Flcetcrthan arrows, bullets, wind, thought, fwifter 
things. 

La^is majked and unmajked. 

Fair ladies mafk’d arc rofes in the bud : 
Difmafk’d, their damafk fwcet commixture (hewn. 
Arc angels vailing clouds, or rofes blown. 
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A Lord Chamberlain or Gentleman Vfije^ 
This fellow pecks up wit, as pigeons peafe; 
And utters it again, when God doth pleafe : , 

He is wit’s pedlar; and retails his wares 
At wakes, and vaflcls, meetings, markets, fairs; 
And wc that fell by grofs, the Lord doth know^ 
Have not the grace to grace it with fuch.ihovy. • 
This gallant pins the wenches ileeve ; 

Had he been Adam he had terupted £,’e : 

He can carve too, and lifp ; Why, this is he,- ' * 
That kifs’d his hand away in courtefy’; 

This is the ape of form, Monfieur the nice, 

That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice 
In honourable terms ; nay, he can fing 
A mean mofl meanly ; and, in ufliering, 

Mend him who can : the ladies call him Sweet; 
The flairs, as he treads on thcm,Jsifb his feet : 
This is the flower that fmiles on every one. 

To iKew his teeth as white as whales hone : 

And confcicnccs, that will not die in debt. 

Pay him the due of honcy-tongued Boyct f 

Sec, where it comes ! — Behaviour, what wert thou 
Till this mad man IhcwM thee? and what art thou 
now ? 

Elegant Compliment to a Ladjm 
My gentle fwcet, 

Your wit makes wife things foolifli : when wc greet 
With eyes beft feeing FJeaven’s fiery eye, 

By light wc lofc light : your capacity 

Is of that nature, as to your huge flore 

Wife things feem fo()li(h,and i Ich things but poor. 

Humble Zeal to pleafe. 

That fport beft plcafcs, that doth Icaft know how : 
Where zeal flrives to content, and the contents 
Die in the zeal of that which it prefeuts, 

Their form confounded makes mofl form in mirth ; 
Wht a great things labouring perilh in their birth. 

The Effects of Love. 

For your fair fakes have wc ncglc£lcd time, 
Play’d foul play until our oaths; you I beauty, ladies,* 
Hath much deform’d us, falliioning our humours 
Even to the opp’ofed end of our intents : 

And what in us hath fetm’d ridiculous— 

As lo\c is full of unbefitting drains. 

All wanton as a child, (kipping and vain ; 

Form’d by the eye, and therefore, like the eye, 
Full of ftrangc fliapcs, of habits, and of forms, 
Varying in fubjaSls the eye doth roll 
To eveiy varied objcdl in hl> glance ; 

Which party-coTour’d prefence of loofe love, 

Put on by us, if, in your heavenly eyes, 

Have milbccom’d our oaths and gra\itics, 

Thofc heavenly eyes, that look into thefe faults 
Suggefted us to make : thcrcf^c, ladyis. 

Our love being yoms, the error thqt love makci 
Is likcwil^j^urs. • • 

of Love. 

If this auftcrc infociable life 
Change not your offer madf in heat of Stood ; 

If frofts, and fafts, hard lodging, and thin weeds, 
Nip not the gaudy blofToms of your love, 

• Bui 
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But that Jt bear this trial, and laft love ; 

Then at ihe expiration of the year, 

Come challenge me. 

• Jeft and JeJIer, 

Rof. Oft have I heard of you, my Lord Biron, 
Be^fore I faw \ou : and the world's large tongue 
JU^yJaim^ou fur a man replete with mocks j 
Full ofTom^vd^s, and wounding flouts i 
Which y<^ on aTh^ftates will execute, 

That lie \vithi« the mercy of your wit. 

To weed tWs wonnwood froih your fruitful brain, 
i^nd therewithal to win me, if you plcafc, I 
(Without the whicii 1 am not to be won) | 
Y ou fliall this twelvemonth term, from day to day, 
Vifit tlic fpcechkTs fick, and itill converfe 
Wiih groaning wretches; and your talk fliall be, 
With all tbc dprci endeavour of your wit, 

T* enforce the pained impotent to fmilc. 

Bir, To move wild laughter in the throat of 
It cannot be, it is impoifiblc : [death? 

Mirth cannot move a foul in agony. 

Rof. Why, that's the way tg choak a gibing 
fpirit, 

Whnfc influence is begot of that loofe grace 
Which fliallow laugliing hearers give to fools ; 

A jeft’s profperity lies in the ear 
Of him that hears it, never in the tongue 
Of him that makes it. Then, if fickly ears, 
Deaft with the clamours of thoir own dear groans, 
Will hear your idle fcorns, continue then, 

And I will have you, and that fault withal ; 

But if tl cv will not, throw awpy that fpiiit, 

, 4 ^d I fhall And you empty of that fault, 

{(iglu joyful of your reformation. 

Spring, A Song. 

Wlicii (lailic.; [ ltd, and violets blue, 
i\nd Iridy-ln.ocks ail filvor white. 

And cutkov/-buds of yellow hi.c, 

Do p'.iint the meadows with delight, 

T he cuckoxv then, on every tree, 

]Mocks (narried men, fur thus flogs he, 

Cuckow ; 

Cuckovv, cuckow; O wgrej, of fcar^ 
Lnpleafiiig to a married ear ! 

VV^hen flicphiiich pipe or. oaten draws, 

And merry larks fre ploughmen’s clocks. 
When turtles tread, and rooks and daws, 

And maidens bleach their fummer fmocks. 
The cuckow thpn, on every tree, 

Mocks married mpn, for thu9 flngs he, 

Cuckow ; 

Cuckow, cuckow; O word of fear, 
UnpLeafing to a married car ! * 

ITinter, A $ong^ 

When icicles hang by the wall, 

And Dick the fhi.^phcrd blows his nail. 

And Tom Ijears logs into the liall, 

And milk comes fre^en home in pa'!, 

When blood is nipt, and ways l>c foul, 

Then nightly fl^s the daring owl ; 

To^o; ^ 

Tu-whit, to-wfioo, a merry note, 
1|VI|U€ij[reary Joan dot^ ke4 the pot. 


When all aloud the wind doth blow. 

And coughing drowns the parfon*s faw, 
And birds ht brooding in the fnow. 

And Marian’s nofc loojts red and raw. 
When roafled crabs hifs in the bowl, 
Then nightly fmgs the daring owl, 
To-who ; 

Tu-whit, to-whoo, a merry note, 
While greafy Joan doth keel the pot. 


§ 5. MEASURE ^^gjJEASURE. 

jT ^CMAKSP£ARE* 
Virtue given tme exertek, 

'T'HERE is a kind of oYar^ihsc^ thy life, 
That, to the obierv^, ioth tnjthiflory 
Fully unfold : thyfttl£,^^.jmy belonjiings 
Are not thine own fo pmper, as toVallc 
Thyfelf upon thy virtues, them ©n^rfiec. 

Tleavcn doth with us, as we with torches do, 

Not light them for thcmfelves ; for if our viitucs 
Did not go forth of us, 'twcrc all alike 
As ifwthad them not. Spiritsarc notlinely touch’d. 
But to fine ilfues : nor nature never lends 
The fmalleft fcruplc of her excellence, 

But, like a thrifty goddefs; Ihe determines 
Hcrfcif the glory of a creditor. 

Both thanks and uie. 


Dijl'tke of Vofularitjf, 
i love the people, 

But do not like to ft age me to their eyes : 
Though it do well, 1 do not relifli well 
Their loud applaul'c, and a\c*s vehement; 

Nor do I think ihc man of I'afc difcrction 
That docs affeft it. 

Authority, 

Thus can the demi-god, authority, 

Make us pay down for our offence by wciglit. 
The words of Heaven ; on whom it will, it will ; 
On whom it will not, fo; yet ftill Vis juft. 

TAe Confequenee of Liberty indulged, 

Lucio, Why, how now, Claudio r whence comes 
this I eftraint ? 

Claud, From too much liberty, my Lucio, li- 
berty ; 

As forfeit is the father of much faft, 

So every fcopc by the immoderate ufc 
Turns to reftraint. Our natures do purfue 
(Like rats that ravin down their proper bane) 

A thirfty e\il ; and when we drink, wc die. 

NegleBid Laws, 

This new governor 
Awakes me all th’ enrolled penalties, 

Which have, like unfeour’d armour, hung by the 
wall, 

So long, that nineteen zodiacs have gone round, 
And none of them been worn ; and, for a name, 
Now puts the drowfy and ncgle^lcd adt 
Frcflily on rte : ’tis, furcly,'for a name. 

Eloquence a^d Beauty, 

In her youth 

There is a prone and fpcechlefs dialed, 

Such as moves men ; bcfide flic hath a proA^'roos art. 

When 
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When (Jie will play with reafon and difcourfcy 
And well (he can pcrfuade. 

'Rttired Life, 

My holy Sir, none better knows than you 
How I have ever lov’d the life remov’d ; 

And held in idle price to haunt aiTcmblics, 
Where youth, and coft, and witlcfs bravery keeps. 

Uanthu/neff the Confequence of mexeeuted 
Lmns, 

We have ftrift ftatutes, and moll biting laws, 
(The needful^^alB^ui ’os to headftrong fteeds) 
Which for lucfe nin^en years vve have let fleep ; 
Even like an o’ci^^^jh lion in a cave, 

That goes no^^ut tapi^y : now, as fond fathers, 
Having bouM up thi^.icaj'ning twigs of birch, 
Only to fticl^\t in theifiCSudrcn’s fight 
For terror, vuit for ufe ; in time the rod 
Becomes more mock’d than fear’d ; fo our decrees, 
pead to inili6lion, to thcmfelves arc dead ; 

And liberty plucks jullicc by the nofe ; 

The baby beats tlie imrle, and quite athwart 
Goes all decorum. 

Pardon the SanSiion of Wtehednefs. 

For wc bid this be done, 

When evil deeds have their permiflive pafs. 

And not the punilhment. 

A f&vere faint-Uke Governor, 

Lord Angelo is precifej 
Stands at a guard with envy ; fcarcc confelTcs 
That his blood flows, or that his appetite 
Is more to bread than flonc : hence lhall we fee, 
If pow’r change purpofe, what our feemers be. 

A Virgin addrefi. 

Hail, virgin, if you be ; as thofc cheek-rofes 
Proclaim you are no Ids ! 

A Heligious profefl, j 

I hold you as a thing enlkicd and fainted ; ! 

By your renouncement, an immortal fpiritj 
And to be talk’d with in finccrity, 

As with a faint. 

Embracing, 

Your brother and his lover have embrac’d : 

As thofe that feed grow full ; as bloflbming time, 
That from the feednefs the bare fallow brings 
To teeming foylbn, even (b her plenteous womb 
Exprefleth his full tilth and huijbandry. 
SchooUfelkviS, 

Luc, Is Ihc your coufin ? 

Ifab, Adoptedly ; as fchoolmaid* change their 
By vain, though apt aflcdlion. (names, 

Refoluiion, 

Our doubts are traitors, 

And make us lofe the good wc oft might win. 
By fearing to attempt. 

^be Prayers of Maidens sffeSuaL 
Go to Lord Angelo, 

» And let him learn to know, when maidens fuc. 
Men give like gods i but when they weepandknccl, 
All their petitions are as freely theirs 
A^ theiafelves would owe Uiem. 


EXTRACTS, 

All men frail, 

Angelo, We muft not make a fcarecrow of the 
law, , 

Setting it up to fcarc the birds of prey, 

And let it keep one iliape, till cuflom itiake it. 
Their perch, and not their terror. 

Efca, Ay, but yet 

Let us be keen, and rather cuj>?^*ift*lc. 

Than fall, and bruife todcatlf: alas, IKis gent]e* 
man, ^ , 

Whom I would favc, had a moft noble father. 
Let but your honour know 
(Whom I believe to be moft ftrait in virtue) 
Thar, in the working of your own affeftions, 
Had time coher’d with place, or place withwilhing. 
Or that the rcfolute ading of your blood 
Could have attain’d th’ cflFc£l or yourown purpofe ; 
Whether you had not fome time in your life 
Err’d ill this point, which now you cenfure him, 
And pull'd the law upon you. 

Anrelo, ’Tis one thing to be tempted, Efcalus, 
Another thing to fall. 1 not deny, 

The jury, palling on the prifoncr's life, 

May, in the fworn twelve, have a thief or tw'o 
Gruiltier than him they try : what’s open made 
To juftice, that juftice feizts. What know the law% 
That thieves dopafs on thieves ? ’Tis very preg- 
nant; 

The jewel that wc find, wc flopp, and take it, 
Bccaufc wc foe it ; but what wc do not fee. 

We tread upon, and never think of it. 

You may not fo extenuate his offence, 

For I have had liich faults, but rather tell mr. 
When I that cenfure him do fo offend, 

Let mine own judgment pattcin out my dcath^ 
And nothing come in partial, 

Mercy frequently miJiaicnX 
Mercy is not itfelf, that oft looks fo; 

Pardon is Hill the nurfe of I'econd woe. 

Not to be too bafly in ANions irremediable. 
Under vour good correftion, I have feen 
When, after execution, judgment hath 
Repented o’er his doom. 

Bad Anions already condemned^ the A&ors to 

Condemn the fau^, and not the aftor of it ? 
Why, every fault’s condemn’d, ere it be done ; 
Mine were the very cypher of a funftion. 

To fine the fad Its whofe fine {lands in record| 
And let go by the adtor. 

Mercy fn Governors recommended. 

No ceremony that to great ones ’longs, 

Not the king’s crown, nor the deputed fvvord, 
The martial's truncheon, nor the judge’s robe^i^ 
Become them with one half to good’k grace. 

As mercy does. If he.had been as you, 

And yoiNsdie, you woufd have llipt like him ; 
But he, like you, would not have been fo Hern, 

The Duty of mutual Forgivenefi. 

Alas f a^ias 1 * 

Why, all the fouls that i^rc, were forfeit once. 
And he, that might tlie Vimtage bed have took. 

Found 
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Foutld-ou^ the remedy : How would you be, ' 

If he, which is the top of judgment, Ihould 
£ut judge you 3 s you ftre ? Oh think on thst ! 

And mercy fhen will breathe within your lips, 

Like man new made. 

• Unprepared Death, 

TQ.m orrow ! Oh that’s fudden ‘ Spare 

Hc*s not preaar’drohdeath! Even for our kitchens 
Wt'killth^^of Itafon ; lhall we ferve Heaven 
With Icfs Spett than we do minifter 
To ourgrofs felvcs? Good, good my lord, bethink 
you: 

Who is it that hath died for this offence? 

There’s many have committed it. 

Ang, The" law hath not been dead, though it 
hath llcpt : 

Thole many had not dar d to do that evil, 

If the firft man that did th’ edia infringe 
Had anfwer’d for his deed: now, ’tis awake ; 
Takes note of what is» done ; and, like a prophet, 
Looks in a glafs, that Ihcws what fiiturc evils 
(Either now, or by remiffnefs new conceiv’d, 

And fo in progrefs to be hatch’d and horn) 

Are now to have no fucceliivc degrees, 

But, where they live, to end. 

Juftiee. 

Ifah. Yet Ihcw fomc pity. 

Ang. 1 Ihew it moll of all, when I Ihcw jufticej 
, For then I pity thofc I do not know, 

. Which a ditm'iiVd offence would after gall; 

And do him right, that, anfwcring one foul wrong, 
Lives not to aft another. 

The Abufe of Authority, 

O, it is excellent 

To have a giant’s llrcngth ! but it is tyrannous 
To ufc it like a giant. 

Great Men^s Abufe of Power, 

Could great men thunder, 

’ As Jove himfelf does, Jove would ne’er be quiet, 
For every pelting, petty officer, * [thun^r. 
Would ufc his heaven for thunder; nothing but 
Merciful Heaven! 

Thou rather with thy ffiarp and fulphurous bolt 
Split’ft the unwedgablc and gnarled oak. 

Than the foft myrtle. But man, proud man ! 
Dreft in a little brief authority, 

Moll ignorant of what he’s mqft ahur d, 

His glaffy eflcnce— like an angry ape, 

Flays fuch fantaftic tricks before hjgh heaven. 

As make the angclsweep; who, with our Iplccns, 
Would all tbcmfelvcs laugh mortaV. 

The Privilege of Authority, 

We cannot weigh our brother witJi ourfelf : 
Orcat men may jell with laints ? ’tis wit in them ; 
But, in the Icfs, foul profenation. ^ 

That in the captain’s but a choleric word, 
Which in the loldicr is i§at blafphemy; 
Copfeioufaefs of our own Faults Jbould make us 
^ mrcifitl, 

Ang, Why do you'fut thefe fayings upon me? 
. Ifab, liecfcfc author!^, tho’ it err like others. 
Hath yet a kind of medicine in itfclf, 

Thai IKims the vice o’ th’ top - go to bofom ; 


A T I C. 

Knock there ; andalkyourheart what It doth know# 
That’s like my brother’s fault : if it confefs 
A natural guiltincfs, fuch as is his, 

Let it not Ibund a thought upon your tongue 
Againll my brother’s life. 

Honefi Bribery, [turn back- 
Jfah, Hark how 1*11 bribe you! Good my Lord, 
Ang, How I bribe me ? 

Ifab, Not with fond llickcls of the tellcd gold* 

Or ftoncs whofe rates are either rich or poor 
As fancy values them ; but with true prayei's. 
That lhall be up at hca^gitf ^ t^er there. 

Ere fun-rife : prayers from wfen'ci^j^buls, 

From falling maids, whofe^iinds are^dcdicate 
To nothing temporal. / ' ' ‘*V 

The Power of vmums B^*y, 

Ifab, Save your hon*Hj^/ [Exit Ifab, 
Ang, From thcc ; even from thy virtue ! — 
What’s this > What’s this ? Is this her fault, or 
mine ? 

The tempter or the tempted; who fins moll ? ha I 
Not Ihc ; nor doth Ihe tempt ; but it is I, 

That, lying by the violet, in the lun, 

Do, as the carrion does, not as the flow’r, 

Corrupt with virtuous fcafon. Can it be 
That modefty may more betray our fenlc, 

Than woman’s hghtnefs ? Having wallc ground 
Shall wc defile to raze the fanftuary, [enough* 
And pitch our evils tlierc ? O, He, lie, he ! 

What doll thou, or what art thou, Angelo? 

Doll thou dtlire licr foully, for thofc tiling 
That make her good ? O let her brother live: 
Thieves for their robbery have authority, 

When judges Ileal themfelvcs. What’ do I iovchei^ 
That 1 defire to hear her Ipeak again, 

And fcall upon her eyes ? What is’t I dream on? 
Oh cunning enemy, that, to catch a faint, 

With faints doll bait thy hook I Mod dangerous 
Is that temptation, that does goad us on 
To fin in loving virtue : never could the llrumpet. 
With all her double vigour, art and nature, 

Once ftir my temper ; but this virtuous maid 
Subdues me quite. -- ■ - 

True Repentance, 

Duke, Repent you, fairone, of the fin you carry? 
Jttl, 1 do; and bear the lhame mod patiently. 
Duke, I’ll teach you how you lhall arraign 
your confciencc, 

And try your penitence, if it be found. 

Or hollowly put on. 

Jul, ril gladly learn. 

Duke, Love you the man that wrong’d you ? 
Jul. Y cs, as 1 love the woman that wrong’d him^ 
Duke, So then , it feem s , your mod offcQceful aft 
Was mutually committed ? 

Jul, Mutually. [his. 

Duke. Then was ypur fin of heavier kind than 
Jul, 1 do confefs it, and repent it, father. 
Duke. ’Tis meet fo, daughter : but— led yo^ 
do repent 

As that the fin hath brought you to this lhame. 
Which forrow is always toward ourfelves, not 
Heaven ; 

Shewing, we would not fparc Heaven, as we love it. 
But ai wc dand in fear — - 
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Ju!, I do repent me as it is an evil \ 

And take the Ihame with joy. 

Duke^ There reft. 

Lo*ve in a grave^Jetfere G6^crnof» 

When 1 would pray and think, I think and pray 
To fev’ral fubjc£ts : Heaven hath my empty words; 
Whilft my invention, hearing not my tongue, 
Anchors on Ifabcl. Heaven in my mouth, 

As if 1 did but only chew his name ; 

And in my heart the ftrong and Twclling evil 
Of my conception whereon 1 ftudied, 

Is like a gcM^hin^^ibeing often read, 

Grown feai^ and tcoeous ; yea, my gravity. 
Wherein ( let nflrnvan ^ar me) 1 take pndc. 
Could I, xvijfnbootA clmngc for an idle plume 
Whichkhc air beats O place! O form ! 

How often doft thou with thy cafe, thy habit. 
Wrench awe from fools, and tie the wifer fouls 
Tothy falfe feeming' Hlood, thou ftill art blood. 
I.ct’s Avrirc good angel on the devil’s horn ; 

•Tis not the devil’s creft. 

A SimiU on the Prefence of the beloved Objt£l, 
— — O Heavens ! 

Wl\y docs my bloo<i thus muftcr to my heart ; 
Making both it unable for itfclf, 

And difpoftefting all my Other parts 
Of neceflary fitnefs ? ^ 

So play the foolifli throngs with one that fwoons; 
Come all to help him, and fo ftop the air 
By which he fliould revive : and even fo 
The genVal, fubjc«ft to a well-wilh’d king, 

<^it their own part, and in obfequious foiulncfs 
Crowd to his prcfcnce, where their untaught love 
Muft needs appear offence. ^ 

Fornication and Murder equalled, 

Fic, thefc Hlrhy vices ! — It were as good 
To pardon him that hath from nature ftol’n 
A man already made, as to remit 
Their faucy fwcetnefs, that do coin Heaven’s image 
In ftamps that arc forbid : 'cis all as cafy 
Falfely to take away a life true mude, 

As to put mettle in reftraiiied means, 

To make a falfc one. 

Compelled Sins, 

C)ur compcird fins 

Stand more for number than fur account. 
Ltndinefs of Mind, 

Ifah, Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good, 
But giaciouily to know 1 am no better. 

Ang. Thuswifdom wilhcsioiippcarmofthright, 
When it doth tax itfelf : as thefc black niidks 
Proclaim an cnfiiid'd beauty ten times louder 
Than beauty could difplay’d. 

Heroic Female Firtue, 

Ang, Admit no other way to Lve his life 
(As I fubferibe not that, or any other, 

But in the lofs of queftion), that you his filler. 
Finding yourfelf dcfir’d of fueh a perfon, , 
Whofc credit with the judge, or own great place, 
Could fetch your brother horn the manacles 
Qf the oil-binding law ; and that there were 
No earthly mean to lave him, but that either 
You muft lay down the trcafuies of your body 


To this fuppofed, or elfc to let him fuflfer , 

What would you do ? 

Ifab, As much for my poor brother as myfclf: 
That is, were I under the terms of death, 

Th’ imprelfion of keen whips I’d wear as rubies, 
And ftrip myfclf to death as to a bed ^ 

That longing 1 have been lick for a u yield 
My body up to Ihame. 4 "'' «• 

Ang, Then muft your brother^id. t 
Ijab, And ’twe^ the cheaper 
Better it were a brother died at once, 

Than that a lifter, by redeeming him, 

Should die for ever. 

Ang, Were not youthen as cruel asthcfeiltcncdk 
That you have (lander 'd fo? 

If ah, Ignomy in ranfora, and free pardon, 

Are of two houfes : lawful mercy 
Is nothing kin to foul redemption, 

Self-interefl palliates Faults, 

Ifub, It oft falls out, [wc mean r 

To have what we would have, wc fpeak not what 
1 fomething do excufc the thing I hate, 
l*or his advantage that I dearly love. 

Woman's Frailty, 

Aog. - '- "-Nay, women are frail too. 

Ifab, Ay, as the gialfcs where they view them - 
Iclvcs ; 

Which are as cafy broke as they make ferms. 
Women ! help heaven ' men their creation mar. 
In profiting by them. Nay, call us tell times frail j 
For w^e are fift as our complexions arc, 

And credulous to falfc prints. 

Weight of efiablijhed Reputation, 

Ang, VVMio will believe thee, Ifabcl? 

My unfoil'd name, the aiifterenefs of my life, 

My vouch aguinft you ; and my place i’thc ftatti 
Will fo your acculation overw’cigh, 

Tliat you Ihall ftiHc in your own report, 

And lincll of calumny, 

Hope, 

The milerablc have no other medicine 
But only hope. 

Moral Reflexions on the Fanity of Life, 

Be abfuhue for death ; cither death or life 
Shall thereby he the Iweerer. Reafoii thus with 
If I do lofc thee, 1 do lofc a thing [life — 

That none but fools would keep ; a bi eath thou art 
(Servile to all the Ikiey influences), 

That doll this habitation, w here thou keep’ll, 
Hourly' alfliA • merely, thou art death’s fool; 
For him thou labour ’ft by thy flight to Ihun, 
And yet run’ll tow’rd him liill ; Thou art not 
noble*; 

For all th’ accommodations that thou bear’ft 
Arc nurs’d by balencfs ; thou’rt by no means 
valiant ; v w 

For thou doll fear the foft and tender fork 
Of a poor worm : Thy'buft of reft is deep, 

And that thou oft provok’d ; yet grofsly fear’d 
T. hy death, which is no more : Thou art nos 
thyfelf; 

For thou exift'ft on man/ a*'thoufand grains, 
That ilfue out of duft: Happy thou art not ; 

For what thou haft jiot, ft’vli thou ftriv'ft to get ; 
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And whijt thou haft, forget’ft; Thou art not certain; 
For thy complexion Ihifts to llrangc clfc£h, ’ 
After the {noon: If thou art rich, thou art poor; 
For, likr an afs, whofe back with ingots bows, 
Thou bcar’ft thy heavy i ithes but a journey, 
Ar^ death unloads thee ; Fiicnd haft thou none; 

bowels, which do call thee fire, 
The mcr^cnuWM^of thy proper loins, 

Do curfephe gout, ferpigo, and the rheum, 

For endingi*ftce nofooner: Thou haft nor youth, 
But as'it were an after-dinner’s fleep, [nor age‘; 
Dreaming on both : for all thy bleiled jouth 
Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms 
Of palficd eld ; and when thou art old and rich, 
Thouhaft neitherheat, affettion, limb, nor beauty, 
To make thy riches plcafaiit. What’s yet in this, 
Thar beafB the name of life ? Yet in th.is life 
Lie hid more thoufand deaths : yet death we fear, 
That makes thefe odds all even. 

ne Terrors of Death mofi in Apprebenfon. 
Claud. Is there no remedy ? 

Ifab. None but fuch remedy as, to ferve a head, 
Would cleave a heart>in twain. 

Claud, But is there any ? 

Ifah. Oh I do fear thee, Claudio; and T quake, 
Left thou a fev’rous life Ihouldlt emcitain, 

And fix or fi;\cn winters more relpcft 
Than a perpetual honour. Dar'ft thou die ? 
The icnfe of death is melt in apprehenfton ; 

And the poor hectic that we trcid upon, 
Jgj5prp’!al lliftcrance finds a pang as great 
As when a giant dies. 

Refolution from a Senfe of Honour. 

'Claud. Wl;y give you me this ftiame? 
Think you I can :i rclolurion fetch 
l'’roin llow’ry tender net's ? If I mu ft die, 

1 will encounter darknefs as a bride, 

And hug it in my arms ! 

Ifab. There fpakc my brother; there my father’s 
Did utter forth a voice. [grave 

A fainted Hypocrite. 

Ifah. Yes, thou mutt die : 

Thou art too noble to conferve a life 
In bafe appliances. This outward- tainted deputy, 
Whotc fettled vifage and delib’rate word 
Nips youth i’ th* head, and follies doth emmew, 
As faulcon doth the fowl — is yct^a devil; 

His filth within being caft, he would appear 
A pond as deep as hell. • 

Claud. The princely Angelo ? , 

Ijab. Oh ’tis the cunning livery of hell, 

The damned’ft body to inveft and cover 
ilmprincely guards ! 

of Death. 

‘I were it but^my life, 

|*d throw it down for your deliverance 
frankly as a pm 1 

1 , • 

Ifab. What fays my brother ? 
C4i0r/.-"-**'Dcath*i a fearful thing. 
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Ifab. And (hamed life a hateful. 

CUiud, Ay ,but to die, and go wc.knownot wliierei 
To lie in cold obftru6fion, and to rot ; 

This fcnfible warm motion to become 
A kneaded clod ; and the delighted fpirit 
To bathe in fiery floods, or to relule 
In thrill mg regions of thick- ribbed ice ; 

To be imprifon'd in the vicwlefs winds, 

And blown with refllcfs violence round about 
The pendant world ; or to be worfe than worft 
Of thofe, that lawiefs an{|. ''^certain thoughts 
Imagine howling ! ’tls’ toi 'lionrihi^' 

The wearieft and moft lo thed worraly life, 
TJiat age, aclie, penury and lii^priibnmeat, 

Can lay on nature, is a j^aradilc 
To what we fear of deat''* ' 

Co*wardly Apprehenfion of Death reprcacheL 
Ifah. O faitlilcfs coward! O diihoneft wretch I 
W^ilt thou be made a man out of my vice > 

Is ’t not a kind of inceft, to take life [think } 
From thine own lifter's lhamc ? What IhouJd I 
Heaven Ihield my mother play’d my father fair I 
For fuch a warped flip of vvilderncis 
Ne’er illued from his blood. T ake my defiance— 
Die; perilK * miglit but my bending down 
Rcpiievc thee from thy fate, it iliouid proceed— 
O, tie, fie, fie ! 

Thy fin’s not accidental, but a trade: 

Mercy to tlice would prove itfelf a bawd ; 

’Tis beft tliat thou dieft quickly ! 

Virtue and Goodnefs. 

\’irtuc is bold, and goodnefs never fearful. 

A Bawd. 

Fie, firrah ; a bawd, a wicked bawd ! 

The evil that tliou caufeft to be done, 

Thar is thy means to live : Doll thou but think 
What tis to cram a maw, or clothe a back. 

From fuch a filthy vice ? Say to thyfelf— 

From ihcir abominable and bcalUy touches 
I diink, I eat, array mvfclf, and live. 

Cantt thou believe ihy living is a life 
Sollinkingly depending* Go, mend; go, mend! 

Calumny una^voidabie. 

No might nor greatnefs in mortality 
Can ccnlurc ’feape ; back- wounding calumny 
The whiteft virtue ftrikes: What king foftrong. 
Can tie the gall up in the ftand’rous tongue? 
Good Example neceJJ'ary in Rulers. 

He, who the Ivvord of heaven will bear. 
Should be as holy as fcv/cre; 

Pattern in himfeif to know ; 

Grace to Itand, and virtue go; 

More nor lei's to others paying. 

Than by felf-olfenccs weighing. 

Shame to him, whole cruel (Inking 
Kills for faults of his own liking! 

T wice treble ftiame on Angelo, 

To weed my vice, and lee his grow! 

O what may man within him hide, 

Though an^l on the outward fide 1 
How may likcnefs made in crimes^ 

Mocking practice on the times, 

T# 
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To draw with idle fpiders* ftrings 
Moft ponderous and fubftantial things ! 

A beautiful Song. 

Take, oh take tlioi'e lips away. 

That fo fweetly were forfwom *, 

And thofe eyes, the break of day, 

Lights that do miflead the tnoni : 

But my kifles bring again ; 

Seals of love, but ical'd in vain. 

Hide, oh hide thofe hills of fnow. 

Which jjiy froz^hofom bears, 

On vvhtjfc tops the pinks that grow 
Are of thofe that April wears. 

But my poor heart firft fer free. 

Bound in thofe icy chains by thee. 

Guilty Diligence. 

With whifpering and moft guilty diligence. 
In aftion all of precept, he did Ihcw me 
The way twice o’er. 

Creatnefs fubjeS to Cenfure. 

O place and grcatiicfs ! millions of falfe eyC^ 
Are ftuck upon thee ! volumes of report 
Kun with thefe falfe and moll contrarious queds 
Upon thy doings ! thoufand ’Icapes of wit 
Make thee the father of their idle dream, 

And rack thee in their fancies. 

Execution finely exprcjfed. 

By eight to-moirow 
Thou mud be made immortal I 
Sound Sleep. 

As fad lock’d up in deep, as guiltlcfs labour 
When it lies darkly in the traveller’s bones. 
Upright Governor fuppofed. 

Prov» It is a bitter deputy. 

Duke. Not fo, not fo; his life is parallelTd 
Even with the droke and line of his great judicc; 
He doth with holy abdinence fubduc 
That in himfelf, which he fpurs on his power 
To qualify in others : were he meal'd 
With that which he corrcdls, then were he tyran- 
But this being £6, he's jud. [nous ; 

Good Jailor. 

This is a gentle provoil ; feldom, when , 

The deelcd jailor is the friend of men. 

Comfort from Dejpair. 

, But T will keep her ignorant of her good, 

To make her heavenly comforts of dcfpair. 
When it is lead expcacd. 

Complaining ufelefs. 

Jfah, Injurious world! Mud damned Angelo? 
Duke. Tiiis nor hurts him, nor profits you a jot; 
forbear it therefore ; give your caufe to Heaven. 
CbaraSler of an Arch Hypocrite. 

O prince, 1 conjure thee, as thou believ’d 
There is another comfort than this world. 

That thou ncgle£l me not, with that opinion 
That 1 am touch’d with madnefs : make not im- 
poffible 

That which but feems unlike: ’tis notimpodiblc 
But one, the wickeded caitilFon the ground, 
May feem as lhy> as ^rave, a« jud, as abfolute. 
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As Angelo; even fo may Angelo, 

In all his drefiings, chara6ts, titles, form:. 

Be an arch villain : believe it, royal prince, 

If he be lefs, he 's nothing ; but he’s Inore, 

Had 1 more name for badnefs. 

Refpeil due to Place. 

Refpeft to your great place ' — and Igt th^ d^Ts 
Be Ibmctimes honour’d for hisbMggfrfg throne. 
Impojfibility of Intercejfipn. "X 
Againd all fenfe you do importunsfialfcr : 
Should Ihe kneel down, in mercy of this fa6l, 
Her brother’s ghod his paved bed would break. 
And take her hence in horror I 

Reformed Men fometimes befl. 

They fay, bed men are moulded out of faults; 
And, for the mod, become much more the better 
For being a little bad : fo may my hulband. 

Intents more excufahle than APIs. 

His a6l did not o’ertake his bad intent; 

And mud be buried but as an intent, 

Thatperi fil’d by the way: thoughts are no fubje£ls; 
Intents, but merely thoughts. 

§ 6. THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. 

Siiakspkare. 

Natural Vrefentiment of Evil finely pointed out ; 
nvith the Contrafi of a cheerful and melan^ 
cboly Man. 

Ant. |N footh, I know not why I am fo fad ; 

It wearies me; you fay, it wearies you; 
But how 1 caught it, found it, or came by it, 
WJiat duff ’tis made of, whereof it is boin, 

I am to learn ; 

And fuch a want-wit fadnefs makes of me, 

That I have much ado to know myfelf, 

Salar . Your mind is tolling on the ocean. 
There, where your argofics, with portly fail, 
Like figniors and rich burghers on the flood. 

Or as It were the pageants of the fea, 

Do over-peer the petty traffickers. 

That curt ly to them, do them reverence, 

As they fly by them with their woven wings. ' 
Salan. Believe me, Sir, had I fuch vciuiircs 
The better part of my affe£lions would [forth, 
Be with my hopes abroad. I Ihould be dill 
Plucking the grafs, to know where fits the wind ; 
Peering in maps, for ports, and piers, and roads; 
And every objcdl, that might make me fear 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt, 

Would make ific fad. 

Salar. My \vind, cooling my broth. 

Would blow me to an. ague, when I thought 
What harm a wind too great might do at lea. 

I fhould not fee the fandy hour-glafs run, 

But I fliould think of fiiallows and of flats ; 

And fee my wealthy Andrev dock’d in fand, 
Vaihng her high top lower than her ribs, 

To kifs her burial. Should 1 go to church. 
And fee the holy edifice of ftone. 

And not bethink me flraight of dangerous rocks ) 
Which touching but my gentle velfel» fide. 
Would fcattcr alt her fpicef on the ftream'; 
Enrobe the roaring watejs with my.filks j 
7 c- 
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And, ia word, but even now Worth iliis, ^ * 
And now worth nothing ? Shall I have the thought 
To think^of this ; and ihall I lack the tliought, 
That fuch athing, bechanc’d, would make me fad? 
Jlut, tell not me ; I know, Anthonio 
Is fad to think upon liis merchandize. 

• me, no : I thank my fortune for it, 

My ventures in one bottom truflcd, 

bJor to one place 5 nor is my whole eftatc 
Upon tliwf-itunc of this prefent year: 

Therefore, my merchandize makes me not fad. 
SaL Why then you arc in love. 

A»t. Fie, he ! 

SaJ, Not in love neither? Then let us fay 
you are fad, 

Bccaufe you arc not merry : and *twcrc as cafy 
For you, to laugh, and leap, and fay you are 
merry, [Janus, 

Becaufc you are not fad. Now, by two-headed 
Nature hath fram’d (Irange fellows in her time : 
Sonic that will evermore peep through their eyes, 
And laugh, like parrots, at a bagpiper j 
And others of Rich vinegar afpedt. 

That they’ll not flicw their teeth in way of fmile, 
Though Neftor fwcar the jeft be laughable. 

Imprudenct of fating too great a lvalue upon 
the World. 

You have too much rcfpe 6 t upon the world : 

^ They lofe it that do buy it with much care. 

7 he true Value of the World, 

I hold the world but as the wot Id, Gratianoj 
-A ilagc, where every man muft play his part, 
And mine a fad one. 

Cheerfulnefs and affeSied Gravity tontrajled. \ 
Let me play the fool : | 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come ; | 
And let my liver ratiicr heat with wine. 

Than my heart cool with mortifying groans. I 
Why ftiould a man, whole blood is warm within, 
Sit like his grandfirc cut in alabafter ? 

61eep when he wakes, and creep ipto the jaundice 
By being peevilh ? I tell thee what, Anthonio, 

I love thee, and it is my love that^fpeaksj 
There are a fort of men whofe vifages 
Do cream and mantle like a Handing pond \ 

And do a wilful (litlnefs entertain. 

With purpofc to be dreft in an opinion 
Of wildom, gravity, profound conceit; 

As who fliould fay, “ I^m Sir Oracle, 

And when I opeTOy lips, let no dog bark.** 

O, my Anthonio, I do know of thofe, 

That therefore only arc reputed wife, 

For faying nothing; who, I am very furc. 

If they fhouLd hear, would alinoft damn thofe cars, 
Which, hearing jhem, would call their brothers 
I’ll tell thee more of tins another time ; ^fools. 
But filh not with this melancholy bait. 

For this fool gudgeon, this opinion. 

JocoJe Satire on Silence. 
glance is commendable 
•In a tongue drietf, and a maid not vendible. 
Generous and dijinterefied Friendfiip. 

I pray you^good Ball^nio, let me know it > 
Ag if it Hand, as you yourfclf HiU do, 
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WithiVnthe eye of honour, be aflur'd, 

My purfe, my perfoh, my exticniell means, 

Lie all unlock’d to your oc.caftons. 

Bajf. In my fchool-d.i\s, when 1 had loft one 
1 fliot his fellow of the felf-fame flight [flufc, 
The felfifime way, with more udviled watch, 
To find the other forth ; and by ad\eiiiVingboth, 
1 oft found both : I urge thi:. childhood prooi, 
Hecaufe what follows is pure innoccncu. 

I owe you much ; and, like a wilful youth, 

That which I owe is loft : but if you pkafe 
To fiioot another arrow that felf way 
Which you did Ihoot the firft, I do not doubt,— 
As I will watch the aim, — or to find both, 

Or bring yor.i Liter hazard back again, 

And tliankfully left debtor for the iirft. [time, 
Ant. You know me well ; and herein fpend but 
To wind about my love with circumlrance ; 
And, out of doubt, you do me now muie wrong. 
In making (^ueltion of my urc'imofl. 

Than if you had made waftc of all I have : 
Then do but fay to me what I ihould do* 

That in your knowledge m.iy by me be done, 
And I am preft unto it : therefore, fpeak, 

^Thou know’ft that all my fortunes arc at ftai 

Neither have 1 money, nor commodity 
To raife a prefent fum : tlieieforc, go forth. 

Try w'hat my credit can in '/cnif e do ; 

That fhall be rack’d, even to the uttermoft. 

To furnilh tliee to Belmont , to fair Portia. 

Go, prefeiitly enquire, and lb will I, 

Where money is ; and I no queftion make ^ 
To have it of my trult, t)i for my lake. 

A 'Jevj's Maht'e, 

BaJf. This is fignior Antlionio. 

Sh^l, IIuw like a fawning publican he locdcs * 

[ h.ate him, for he is a Ciirirwian : \^AfiJle^ 

Bin more, for that, in b>w fuiqdicity. 

He lends out moiity giatis, and brings downi 
The rate of ufance lierc with us in Venice. 

If I can catch him once upon the hip, 

1 will feed fat the .ancient grudge I bear him. 
lie hates our facred nation; and he tails 
Kv’n there, where merchants moft do congregate, 
On me, my bargains, and my well- won thiift, 
Which he calls iiitercft: Curfed be my tribe. 

If 1 forgive him ' 

A fenv's SanSlity and Hypocrijy. 

Shyl. When Jacob giaz’d his uaefe Laban’s 
fticep, — 

Tills Jacob from our holy Abraham was 
(As his wife mother wrought in his behalf) 

The third poffeflbr; ay, he w'as the third. 

Ant. And what of him > did he take intereft > 
Shyl, No, not take intereft ; not, as you would 
fay, 

Direftly intereft ; mark what Jacob did. 

When Laban and himfclf were compromis^'d 
That all the eanliugs, which were ftreak'd and 
py*d, 

Shouli fall as Jacob's hire, — the ewes, beingranki 
In ^nd of autumn turned to the rams ; 

And when tl e work of generation was . 

Between c ioft woolly breederi in the aft^ 

c U 
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The (kilful (hcphcid pecrd me rcrt:iin \v:^:uls, 
Anil, ill the iloinji; of the of kiiul. 

He iiUtk them up before the fulfoinc e\vc& ; 

W'lio, then coactiving, did in caning time 
I'ull party -colouf’d lambs, and thofcweri- Jnrob's. 
I'his was a way to thri\e, and he was blcit; 

And thrift is blelfing, if men tteal it not. 

Ant» This was a ventiii e, Sir, that) acob fcrv‘d for, 
A thing not in his power to hiing to palV, 
Buti'way'd, and fafliion’d bv the hand of lJea\cn. 
W'as this inferted ro make Intercif i;ood? 

Or is y(Air gold and lil\tr cmcs and rams? I 

SJtfyL 1 cannot tell, 1 make it breed as faft : 

But note mo, Hgaior. 

Ant. Mark you this, Bafliinio, 

The devil can cuc IViipiure for liis purpolc. 

An e\il I'niil producing holy witnel's 
.1^ like a viliain with i imiling cheek; 

A a])plc, lotun at the heart : 

O, Nvliat a goodly (»uilide faHeliood hath ! 

^he Jfiv's Exp^Jlulation. 

Signior Anthonio, many a time and oft 
In the Rialto you li.r.e rated me 
About my monies, aiul luy ulaiices; 

Still have I b'n'ne it with a patient Ihruit:, 

1 or liiffcrancc is the badge of all oui rsibc. 

'\'on rah luc niMlu lievcr, cut-throtii dog, 

And (pit ujKin uiv [iwilh gabardine, 

And all for ufe of that which lUy own. 

Well then, it now' appears you neid my help! — 
Co to then ; — you come to inn, and you liiy, 

“ Shy lock, we would ha\ e inonie • ;”—=•% nu lay lo ; 
Vou, that did void your rheum upon my beard, 
And foot me as you fpiirn a ftrangcr-tur 

0\ Cl* your thre/hold: — Monies is your luit. 

What fhould 1 fay to you ' — Should J not fav, 

“ Hath a dog money ' — Is it poliiblc 
A cur can lend three thoufind ducats — or 
Shall I bend low, and in a bondman’s key, 

With ’bated breath and wlufi>'ring humblencfs, 
Say'this, “ Fair Sir, ^ou Ipit on me on VV^ed- 
nefilay lali ; 

You fpurn’d me fuch a day ; another time 
You call'd me dog; and for theft* tourtefics 
]'ll lend ytiu thUs muth niojiics 

A Villain' i fair Offers fuffidous. 

I like not fair terms, and i\ villain's mind. 

An Apolo^ for a black Complexion. 

MiH'ke me not for coniplcxton, 

The lhadow’d livery ot the burnifli’d fun, 

I’o whom 1 am a neighbour, and near bred. 
Tring mc'the fail eft creature northern born, 
\Vhe:c riiOibus’ fiic fcarce thaws the icicles. 

And let us make iucifion for your love, 

To prove whoi'c blood is redded, his or mine. 

1 n il thee, kidv, this afpeft of mine 

Hath fear’d the valiant : by my love, f fvvear 

The btrt-fcgardcd virgins of our clime 

Have lov'd it too : 1 would not change this ime *] 

Kxcept to dial your thoughts, my gentle queen. | 

Merit no Match far the Caprice of Fortune* | 
, ■■■■■— Lead me to the calkets, 

To try my fortune. By this feymkar, 


That fiew the fophy, and a Perfian prince, 
Thj^»i\fin three litfds of fultan Solyman,*'-v 
I would o’ciftare the derneft eyes that look, 

Out- brave the heart mod danhg on thcH;aith, 
Pluck the yiAing fucking cubs from the dic-bcar, 
Yea mock the lion when he roars for prey, 

'Fo win thee, lady : Bur, alas the while j^ 

If Hercules and Lychas play at dice<frtr^ 

W^hich is the better man, the greater throw 
All) turn by fortune from tlie weaker hiipd : 

So is Alcidcs beaten by his page; 

And fo may I, blind foiiune h ading me, 

Mifs tliar which one nnwurihicr may attain, 

And die w ith grieving. 

Gravity affumeiL 

Bnff But hear tln.c, Gratiano ; 

'riuiu .\rt too w ild, too rude, and bold of voice ; 
Paris ih..t become thee hap})ily cmmgh, 

And in inch eyes as ours appear not fault*'; 

But where- rho'i ait noi known, why, tnere they 
du ,w 

-''•mefl'i.ig rw) lil>LriI ; prav tlice, take pain 
'I'o allay wdrli foiiu- « ohl drops ot nv‘dcity 
'J'!.\ ikippiiig I'puit; led, t’uv.li:;h tliy wild hclsa- 
1 he milcoidlrueil in the place I go to, [viour, 
And lo!c mv hopes. 

Gra. Sigiuor BalTanio, hear me. 

It i do not put on a fober habit, 

Falk with riJ’petl, and fwtar bur now and then, 
Wear prayer-books in mv pocket, look demurely ; 
N.iy more, while grace \ > fiying, hold nunc eves 
Fhiis wirli MV liiit, and figh, ami fay Amen; 

Ufe- all ihe ohlervance of civility, 

Like one well lliulitd in a fad odent 
To plciife Jus grandain — never trull me more. 

The Jc 'zv's Commands to Daughter, 

Hear you me, Jclhcfi: 

Lock up my doors ; and when you licar the drum, 
And the vile fqueaking of the wi' -neck’d hfe, 
ClamheT not you up to rlic caienunt » ihen, 

Nor thruft your head into the pubhr. dreit, 

To ga/c on Chriftian fools with varnilli’d dices: . 
But Hop iny houfe’s ears; — f mean my cale- 
incnts ■.■7— 

Let not tin: found of fliallow foppery enter 
My fober houfe. 

Sbylock's Defeription of bis Scr^vant, 
j Sbyl, The patch is kind enough; but a huge 
I feeder. 

Snail -How in profit, and Jjc fleeps by day 
More than the wild cat. Drones hive not with me : 
Therefore 1 part with him; and part with him 
To oi e, that 1 would have him help to wafte^ 

His boi rowed purfe. 

Fruition snore la^ig' id than Fxpe£iaU0H» 

0, tell tlmi s faftcr \ enus' pij:*9cns Hy 
To fcal love's bond» new* made, than they arc wont 
To keep obliged faith unfcfrfeitcd. 

Who rifetU from a feaft 

With that keen appetite that he lit* down } 

Where is the horlb that dotli untread 
His tedious mcafures with thfi unbated lire ' ' 
That he did pace them firfl ? All things that are, 
Are with mote fpirit ^ihafed than enjoy’d. 
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■^Hov/likc a younker, or a prodii^a!, 

I'lie^arfcd bark puts from her native baj^ 
Hug^i'd and embraced by the fti umptt-\v ind ? 
^fow liKc a prodigal doth fhc rerorn ; 

With ovcr-weathei 'd ribs, and r.njgcd fails, 

* Leant rent, and bcaj^ar’d by the Ihiur.pet'-wind ' 
, Portia's Suitors. 

From thv* ftjur corners of the cairh they come 
To kils this iliriiie, tliis mortal breathing lamt. 
Th' Hyicanian delcrts, and the valtv wiids 
Of \\;ide Arabia, are as thorough- fares 
Now, for princes to conic view fair Portia. 

Tlic wtit'ry kingdom, whofe ambitious head 
Spits in the face of heaven, is no bar 
To ftop the foreign fpnits j but they come, 

As o'ei a brook, to lee fair Portia. 

The Parting of Friends. 

1 fa\v Balfan’o and /inrhonio part: 

JLllanio told him, he would make fome fpeed 
f)f lii.-* return: lie anfwtred, “ Do not lb; 
Slubber nor bnfinefs for my fake, BalVanio, 

Kur ft.iy the very riping of tlie rime ; 

And tor the Jew's bond, which lu* bath of me, 
Let it not enter in your mind of love. 

]k* me'rry; and employ your cluefcft thoughts 
Tl'o courilhip, and luch fair oflents of love 
As lliall conveniently become \oii there.” 

And even there, his eve beinij; big w itU tears, 
Turning bis face, he put his liar.d behind him. 
And with atTcclioii wondrous fepfiblc 
He wrung Haflanio’s haiul, and lb tliey parted. 
Falfe Judgsnent of the Many. 

^ ... « - < Koiniiic now, 

To my heart's hope' — Gold, lii^er, and bafe 
lead. [be hath/* 

** V\'}>o choofeth me, miift give and liiizard all 
You lhall look fdinr, ere 1 give or hazard. 

What lays tlic golden cbeft? ha ’ let me lee:— *- 
“ Who choofetli me, fliall gain what tiiimy men 
defirc.” I meant 

What many men defirc 1 — That many may be 
Of the fool multitude, that choole by lliow, 

Not learning mote than the fcaii C)e doth teach: 
Which pries not to the interior^ but, like the 
martlet, 

Builds in the w'catber on the outward wall, 

3iven in tlie force aiul road of calurdty. 

J will not choofe wliat many mew deiirc, 
fiecaufc 1 will not jum[» w itli common ('pints, 
And nuik me with the barbarous inuiritudes. 
Honour ought to be t^tf erred on Merit only. 
Wliy tlicn to thcc, thou liivcr mafure-houfe ; 
Tell me once more what title thou dolf bear: 
Who choofeth me, lhall get as much as Jlc 
deferves.” 

And we ll laid too; for w'ho lhall go about 
To cozen toTrttnc, and be honourable 
Without the Itaiiip of merit? Let none prefumc 
To w\*ar an nndcfervt*d dignity. 

O, that elfatcs, degrees and cffices, 

Were not dcriv\4sforruptly ! and that clear honour 
Wcre'yJrchas’d by tjie merit of the wearer ! 
Jlotif many then mould cover, that Hand bare! 
How many be commanded that commsind I 

> much low pcaVaiury ivould then be glean'd 
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FroiP^hctruefeeduflior.ottr’ andhowmucb honour 
J’ick’d from rht chart' and rum of the times, 

To be new varnilh’d' 

Love's MeJJ'engir compmed to an April Vaj\ 

1 Lave not I'een 

So likely an anibart'ador of Kne ; 

A day in April never came fo 

To Ihcw bow' colily lunimci was at hand. 

As this foie-lpuirer comes before his lord. 

Miftc. 

let mufiC found, while he doth make his 
choice • 

Then, if he lo(l*, he makes a fv'an-Iikc end, 
Fading in mi.fjc. — That the compaiircn 
IM.iy ftand more proper, my eye lhall be tlicllrcam 
And watry dcat)i-bcd for him : he may win; 

And vhac is mulic ihin ? J'hcn mufic is, 
lt\en as ilie liourilh, when true fubjc6ts bow 
a new -Clown’d monarch : fuch if is 
As art thofe dulcet founds in break of day, 

That creep into the di earning bridegroonrs ear, 

And funinion him to marriage. 

Now' lie goes 

W^ith nolels prt fence, but with much more lovc^ 
Than young Alcides, when he did redeem 
The virgin tribute paid by bowling I'roy 
To the Ica-monltcr : 1 Ihind for facritice ; 

Tbc rdl aliof arc the Dardanian W'i\cs, 

With hlcaivd vifagts, come forth to view 
The irtue of the exploit. 

A Song. On Fancy. 

Tell me, where is fancy bred, 

Or in the heart, or in rlie bead ? 

How begot, bow nouiilhed ? 

Heply. 

Tt is engender’d in the eyes * 

With giwuig led; and fancy dies 
In tJie cradle where it lies ; 

i.er us all ring fancy’s knell ; 

I ’ll begin it, — Ding dong, bell. 

The Deceit of Ornament or Appearance r. 

So may the outward Ihows be lealt theinJ'eive*;, 
The world is ftill deceiv’d w'itli ornament. 

In law, what plea fo tainted and corrupt. 

But, being feafon’d with a gracious voice, 
Obfciircs the Ihow of evil ' In religion, 

What damned error, but Ibmc fober brow 
Will blcfs It, and approve it with a text, 

Hiding the giolfnels with fair ornament ? 

'J'hcrc is no vice fo fimplc, but aflumes 
Some mark of virtue on ids c utward pans. 

How many cow'-ards, whole hearts are all as falfc 
As ftairs of fund, wear yet upon tlirir ehins 
The beards of Hercules, and frowoiing Mars; 
Who, inwa^’d fearch’d, have livers white as milk! 
A.iJ thelc alfumc but valoui's excrement, 

'Fo render them redoubted. Look on beauty, 
And }ou Hull fee, ’tis pirchas’d by the weight; 
Whicli therein works a udtacle in nature, 
Milking them iighreit tliat wear moft of it. 

So arc iHofo crilpcd, fnaky, golden locks, 

Which wake fuch wanton gambols w ith the wind 
Upon fuppgfcd fairnefs, often know A 
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To be the dowry of a fccond bead, 

The fcull that bjccl them, in the lepulchri 
T bus ernament is but the gulled Ihorc 
"J’o a raolV dangerous Tea j the benutcous (tarf 
Veiling an Indian beauty; in a word. 

The feeiiiing truth v^ hiclr cunning times put on 
T ' entrap the wi fed — Theicfore, thou gaudy gold, 
Hard food lor Midas, I will none of ihcc : 

Nor none of thee, thou pale and common diudgc 
’Tween inaiiandman : but thou,t!u»u meagre lead, 
Which rather thrcat’ncft than dol> promife aught, 
Thy plainnefs moves me more than eloquence, 
And here choofe 1 ; joy he the canl'equcrfic ! 

Joy on Succefs. 

How all the other palfuins ileet to air, 
Asdo\ibtful thotiglus, and ralli embrac’d defpair, 
And Ihuddering fear, and gnen-ev'd jealouly ! 

0 love, be moderate, allay thy eeltaly, 

In meafure rein thy joy, leant this excefs ; 

1 feel too much thy blelbng, make it lels> 

For fear I furfeir ! 

Portia's Figure • 

What 6nd 1 here * 

Fair Portia’s counterfeit? What denn-god 
Hath come fo near citation > Move thefe eyes ' 
Or whcrhtr, riding on the balls of nunc. 

Seem ih;.y in motion ? Here are lever'd lips 
Parted with fugar breath; fo fwevt a bar [haiis 
Should funder inch fwcec friends : Here in her 
7'hc puinfcr jdiu's ihe fpidcr; and hatli woven 
A golden meih t’iiitrap the hearts of men. 

Falter than ^.nats i:i cub’Acbs: hut her eyes,— 
How could he iVe to do them ^ Hat mg iii.idt one, 
Methinks it Ihoiild ha'.e ]>o\vcr to fteal both h:s, 
And leave irfclf unfurnilhcd. 

Swefsful Lever lom pared to a Cot^queror, 
Like one of two conrtnding in a pn/c, 

Thar ihinks lie hadi done well in peoples’ eyes, 
Hearing applaiife and iiniwrfal Ihour, 

Giddy in Ipirit, Itill gazing in a doubr. 

Whether thole peals of jiraifc be his or m ; 

^ 0 , thrice fair lady, ft.md 1, even lb. 

An amiable Uride. 

Portia. Tho’ tor myltlf alone 
[ wvild not be ambitious in my wilh, 

'To wiih myfelf nu«eh better; ytt fur you 
i would be trebled twenty times luylelf; [rich; 
A thoufand times more fair.teii thoufand tl .i.c'jinort 
'i han only to Hand high in your account, 

.1 might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends, 
Exceed account; but the full lum of me 
Ib fum of Ibmcthing; which, to term in gnifs, 

Is an ujikiron’d girl, unfchool'd, unpradtis’d; 
Happy in this, flic is not yet fo old 
"But Ihe may learn ; luppicr than this, in that 
She is not bred ib dull but the can learn ; 
Huppiefv of all is, that her gentle Ipirit 
Commits iifelf to yours to be dire6ted, 

As from her b.vl, her governor, her king. 

Lovers I'bou^hts compared to the inarucidate 
Jnys of a Cro*wd. 

Bajf, Madam, you have bereft me of all w'ords; 
Only my blood I'pcaks to you in my veins-. 

And there is fuch cgnfuflgn in my powers, 
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As, after flimc oration fairly fpokc 
By a'Hjfclovcd prince, there doth appear 
Among the buzzing, plcafed multitude; 

Where every fomething, being blent together. 
Turns to a wild of nothing, lave of joy 
Expreft, and not expreft. 

Valuable Friend* 

For, Is it your dear friend that^ ifius in 
trouble ? * 

Sajf, Thedertreft friend tome, thekindeflman, ' 
The beft condition’d,- and unwearied fpint 
In doing courtclics ; and one in whom 
7'hc ancient Roman honour more appear", 

Th.ni any that draws breath in Italy. 

/’or. What fum owes he the Jew> 

Bt’d/'- For me, three thoufand ducats. 

For. Wliat, no more * 

Pay him fix thoufand, and deface the bond} 
DLiuble ri\ thoufand, and then treble that. 

Before a friend of this dcfcriptioii 
Should *<fle a hair thro’ my Baffanio’s fault. 
Implacable Revenge. 

1*11 have my bond ; I will not hear thcc fpeak, 
ni have my bond; and therefore fpeak no more. 
I’ll nor be made a fofr and dull-eyed fool 
To lhake the licad, relent, and figh and yield 
To chiiltian inuTceflbis. 

^ Generous Triendjhip. 

Lor. Madam, although I fpeak it in your pre- 
Yoii have a noble and a true conceit [fence,. 
Of godlike amity ; wliich appears moll llrongly 
In tea ling thus the abfence of your Ic'^l. 

Ikir, if you knew to whom you lliew this honour, 
How tiue a gcntlem/m you- fend relief, 

How dear a lover of my lord your hulband, 

I know }uu would be prouder of the work 
'I'h.oi cufroinar) bounry can cnlbree you. 

Per. \ neve-' did rvpctu lor doing gwd,- 
Nor lliall not now : ibi* in companwus 
7’liai d‘) rotiverl'e a.nd waile the rime rogether, 
^Vhofe fouh4 do bi'ar .m equal yoke of love, 

T'heie iriuft I'e ncuiK* a like proportion 
Of lineaments, of|inauiiCi s, and of fpiiit; 

Winch makco me think, that this AiitUoiiio^ 
Iking the b^d()^l^ovt.^ of my lord, 

Mo it rueds be* like my lord : if it be fo, 
liirle is the coll 1 have beftovv’d, 

In purchaling tbc femblance of my foul 
From out the flute of hellilh cruelty! 

Thistfomes tot;> near rhe praiflng of myfelf;, 
Therefore no more of ir. • 

A perty brmiging Toufh. 

I’ll hol-vl thee anv wager, 

When w’c arc both uceouti.;d like young mcfty 
J 'll pro\e the p'rctner fellow of the two, 

And wear my dagger w'lth a braver grace ; 

And fpeak, between the change oj^tn^Aifand bOy,. 
With a iccd voice ; and turn'tw'o mincing Heps 
Into a manly flride ; and lpca(?c of frays, 

Like a fine bragging youth : and tell quaint lic6| 
How honourable ladies fought my l©ve, 

Which I denying, they fell Ijpk and died^^ 

I could not do with all ; then PH repent, ^ 
And wilh, for all that, that I hadnot kill’d them!— 



Book III. DRAMATIC. 


.An(l«!V-^enty of thcfc puny lies 1*11 tell j ^ 

That men lhall fwcar I have dilconrinued fchool 
Above ;f twelvemonth : J have uithm my mind 
A thou land raw tricks of thtlc bragging jacks 
• Whicli I will pradtife. 

. AffeBation in WordsK 

O dear (jiferetion, how his words arc fuited ! 
.The fool hath planted in his memory 
An army of good words ; and 1 do know 
A many fools that ftand in better place, 
Garnilb’d like him, that for a trickl'y \\or4 
Defy the matter. 

Portias Merit. 

It is very meet 

The lord Baflanio live an upright life ; 

For, ha\ ing luch a hleliing in his lady, 

Jle finds the jiiys of heaven here on earth ; 

And, if on earth he do not mean it, it 
Is rcalbn he Ihoald never come to heaven. 

Why, if two godsfhould play Ibme heavenly match, 
And on the wager lay two earthly women, 

And Portia one — there mull be Ibmt thing elfe 
pawn’d with the other; for the poor rude world 
Jlath not her fellow. 

l^be Je^jj's ReajfQn for his Revenue. 

Shy!. 1 have poffels’d your grace of what I 
purpofe ; 

And by our holy fabbath have 1 fw’orn, 

To have the due and forfeit of my bond, 
if you deny it, let the danger light 
Upon your charter, and your city’s freedom, 
Yvm’ll alk me, why I rather qIiuIc to have 
A w'cight of carrion tiefh, thuf> to receive 
Three thtnifand ducats : I'll not aniwer that; 
But, fay, it is my liumour. Is it aiilwcr’d ? 
What if my houle be troubled w ith a rat, 

And I be pleas’d to give ten thoufand ducats 
To have it baned r W'hat, are you anfwer’d yet = 
Some men there arc, love not a gaping pig; 

Some that arc mad if they heln ld a cat ; 

' And others, when the bug-pi pc dings i’ th' nofe, 
Cannot contain their urine for^rtVetlion : 

Matters of paHion fway it to tlic^nood 
Of what it likes, or loaths. Now, for, v our anfvver : 
As there is no tirm realbn to be render'd, 

Why he cannot abide a gaping pig ; 

Why he, a harmlefs nccefl.iry c.it ; 

W'hy he, a woollen bag-pipe ; but of force 
Mutt yield TO fuch ine^ii.ibie fhamc 
As to offend, hhnfelf being offended ; 

So can I give no re.’ Ion, nor I will not, 

^.lore than a lodg'd hate and a certain loathing 
1 bear Anthonif), that I follow thus 

lofing fujt againft him. Arc you anfwer’d ? 

' ^ litfeelinjr Revenge. 

You may as wtirgo ftand upon the beach, 
And bid the main flfiod bare his iifnal lieight ; 
You may as well ufe quettions with the wolf, 
Why heFatJ^madc the twe bleat for the Iamb; 
You fnay as well forbid the mountain pines 
TfTwag their high tops, and to make 
When they are tretted with the gufts of heaven ; 
may as well do any iliing mott hard, 


As feel to roften that (tlian which what's harder 
liis Jevvilh heart. 

R'etaliaiion. 

Duke. How (Ivalt ihou iiope formcrcy,rcnd‘ring 
none } 

Shyl. What judgment fliall I dread, doing no 
wrong 7 

You have among you many a purchas’d flavc. 
Which, like vour alk'!, mul your dogs, and mules, 
You Life in abjett and in flavilh parts, 

Bccaufe you kiUght them : fli.ill May to you, 
l.et tlv in be free, marry tlitm to your heirs; 
Why Iwjcat they under burdens > let their beds 
Be made as foft as yours, and let their palates 
Be feafon’d with fuch viands ? you will anfvver, 
The ilaves are yours. So do J anlvvcr you : 

The j^oinui of Hell;, whith 1 deinand of him, 

Is deuilv boLigJu, is mine, and J will have it : 

If you deny me, lie uj>on your law • 

There is no force in the deciees of Venice : 

I ftand for judgment : anfuer; llmll 1 have it’ 
Jevj's ‘wolfjh Spirit, an Argument for Tranj- 
7nigraiion, 

Gni. Oh, he thou il.iinti'd, inexorable dog! 
And for thy life, let jufiico be accus’d. 

Thou alinoil niuk'tt me waver in niy fiiith, 

To hold opinion with Pyrlugoras, 

That fouls of viniiiuls infule iheinl’elvc? 
iiiio the trunks of men ; thy currilli fpirit 
Govern’d a wol f, who, hang dforijunian ll.iughtcr, 
ICvcn from tl'.e gallcAvs did liis fell foul lleet. 
And, vvhilft thou lay ’ft in thy iinhallovv'd dam, 
Jiifu.sM itfelf in thee; f(.r tliy delires 
Arc w’(’llilh, hloo.ly, iturv’d, and ravenous. 

Shjt. 'I’lll thou canll rail the feal from off my 
bond, 

Thou bur oii’enJ’li tliy bines to fpeak fo loud : 
Rcp.iir thy w'ir, good yt \nli, or it will fall 

'I'o curejv-fs rum. 1 fr.nui here for law. 

Meirj. 

The cjualiry of mcic y is not ttrain’d ; 
it dropped), as the gentle rain from heaven 
Upon the place beneath. Jt is twite blefted ; 

Jt bleffeth him that gives, and him that takes. 
'Tis niightiett in the inighvictt ; it beecmesi 
'I he tluonetl monarch liLtrer than Ids crown : 

His feeptre lliews the foicc of temji'jral povvV, 
The aitiilnnc to awe and majefty, 

When in doth lit the (head and fear of kings ; 
But mercy is a!a>ve tlic feeptred fway. 

It is enihi'oncd in tlie lieans of kings ; 

It is an arrnhure to God hlnilelf ; 

And e.irlhly jinw-'r doth then IhtAv likeft Ooel’si, 
VV'’hcn mercy fcafon'* juttice. T 'here fere, Jew, 
Though juttict be thv jdca, conlidci this— - 
Thar, in the courfe of juftice, none* of us 
Should fee falvation : w'c do pray tt/r mercy ; 
And that fame prayer doth teach i;,> all to render 
The deedi of nicrey. 

Jfi/lice mufl he impartial. 

1 befecch you, 

Wreft on^c the laws to your auchoritv ; 

To do a great right, do a little wrong ; 

And cuib fliis cruel dfvil of hk'wili. 
c 3 
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Per. It mu ft nor be ; there is no pow’r iifVcnicc 
Can alter a decree cftabliftied : 

*Twill be recorded for a precedent ; 

And many an error, by the fame ex.imple, 

Will ruih into the ftate : it cannot be. 

Cbeerjyi Kt/ignation^ nMitb friendly Tendernefs. 

Ant. [ am arm’d and well prepar’d 

G»ve me your hand, BalTaiiio; you well ! 
Grieve not that J am fallen to th’i lor you ; 

For herein fortune (hews herfelf mo.< kind 
Than is her cuftom.— It is ftill licr ule, 

To let the wietchcd in.i.. outluc his wcahh. 

To view with hollow eye, and wrinkled brpw, 
An age of povcr»'y j from v\ hich ling'rlng penance 
Of I'uch mifery do. h fhe cur Jiic ofl”. 

Commend me to sour horoiiriiMc wife : 

Tell her the proct f. of y’lin' oniii’s end ; 

Ssy, how 1 lov'd you, fpeak me fiir m death; 
An.d, when the tale is told, bid her be judge, 
Whctlier B. ifiiiio had not once .i lo\c. 

Ftpeiu not \oij that )ou lhall lofj voqr friend, 
And he repeni;* not ihdt he pa\> yf»ui dcljt. 

Amt>le Payment. \ 

He is well paid, tna*' is well latisficd. j 

Defcriptioit of a Moon -light Nighty <withfne Mufc, 
Lor. The moon iiiines briglit : in luch a night 
^ as thi 

When the iVeet witnl <lid gcnrly klfs the trees, 
And they did make no noife , in fuch a ivght, 
Xtuilus, metlunks, mounted thclhojans wall, 
And hgli’d hi^ fot'l toward the Grecian tints, 
Whicre CrcHid lav tliat iiiglu. 

yrf. In fnch a ni:;hr, 

Pid Tliiflie iVirlully o’ertrip the dc»v ; 

And law the lion’s ihadovv ere hunl'elf. 

And tan dirmay’d away. 

Lcr. In i'uch a nigln, 

Stood Dido with a \vjll(»\v in lier hand 
Upon the wild-fca hanks. niiJ wait liei Io>. c 
To come again in Carthage. 

Jef. In I'oth a niydu, 

TMedca gnil’.ir’d the enchanted herbs, 

That did reiicw old -^Elbn. 

Lor. In fuch a night, 

Did Jelliea fteal from the v.-calchy Jew ; 

And with an unthrift love did run from \’^enicc, 
As tar as Belmont. 

Jtf. And in i'uch a night, 

Did )Oung t.oren7,o fwear, he lov’d her well ; 
St-ealing her foul with many vouj, of faith. 

And ne'er a true one. 

Lor. And in fuch a night, 

Dtu pretty Jclfica, like a little ftirew, 

Slander her love, and he forgave it hpr. 

How fwcet the moon -light fleeps upon this bank ! 
llere will wc lit, and let the founds of mufic 
Creep in our ears ; fofr ftilliiefs and the niglit 
Become the touches of fwcer harmony. 

Sit, JcHka ; look, how the floor of heaven 
D thick inlaid with patincs of blight gold ; 

npt t^c fm^lleft orb, which thou bchold’ft. 


But in his motion like an angel iings, w. 

Still quiring to the young-tyed cherubins : 

Such htirmony is in in»mortal fouls ; • 

But, whilft this muddy vcftvire of decay 
Doth grohly clofe it in, wc cannot hear it.— • ' 

C’orni, ho, and Wdkc Uiana with a hymn; 

W’ith fweitcft toLicht-s pn-rce )Our miftrefs’ cari 
And draw her home w ith mufic,, , 

Jef. I am never men y when Tfetar fwcet mufic# 
Lor. The rcafon is, your fpirlts arc attentive : 

For do but note a wild and w'aiuon licrd, 

Or race of youtlifnl and unhaiidlcd colts, 

Fere dug mad bounds, bellowingand neighingloud, ' ‘ 
Which is the hot condition of their blood ; 

If they perchance but hear a trumpet found, 

Or any air of mufic touch t! cir cars, 

You lhall perceive tlicm m.ike a mutual ftaiicl, 
Their Ihvage eyes turn’d to i modeft ga/.c, 

Hv tile IweetpowVof mufic. Therefore, lIk poet 
Did feign that Orpheus drew tices, llouts, and 
hoods ; 

Since nought fo ftockilli, hard, and full of r.ige, 
But mufic for the time doth change ^ is nature. 
The man t'-at hath not mufic in lumfelf, 

Nor is nf)r mov'd with enne-n d of fvvett Ibunds, 

Is fit for treai' iif, ftraragems, and fp<,ils; 
j !*e motions of his fpinr arc dull as night, 

AiiJ his alfedtions dark as liiebus : 

Let no fuch man he trufted, 

.4 good Deed 'ompared to a Candle^ and the T.jfeSli 
oj limCy Circumfiancey &c. 

For. Ilowfarthai little candU’throws hisbcartis,! 
So llnnc'? a good deed in a naughty world. 

Ner. V\’lien the m(>on llione, wt did not fee the 
c.uidit . 

For. So d'>th the greater glory dim the kfs : 

A fiibftitute Ihines brightly as a kiny, 

Until a king b.e hy ; and then Ins ftate 
Kinpties itfeif, dolii an inland brook 
lilt" the main waters. Mufic > hark ’ 

I Ner. \t IS y(ur mufir. madam, of the houfe, * 
Par. Notliip^ g'^od, J fee, wiiiumt relpedf ; 
IM' rhiiil.s it foluids much fweetcr than bv day. 
Ner, Silence beftows that vutuc on ir, madam. 
Per. The cmw does fing as IV. cctly the lark 
When neither is attended; and, I think, 

'rile nightingale, if flic fliouid fing hy dav, 

When ev’ry gooib is cackling, would be thought 
No better a niiilician tha^ the wren. 

ITow mrny things by fcafon fcaftin’d arc 
To tlitir right praife, and true porfefction ’ 

Peace, lip;j I the moon fleeps with Lndymion, 

And would nor be awak’d ? 

Muon-light Night. . . 

This jdghr, mcrliink a, i^-liu '’'iTie day-light fiek| 
It looks a little paler; ’tis 9 day, 

Such as the day is when the fun is hid. 

Profrjfions needlefsj n.r:bere Intentions axe’Jncere, 
Sir, you are very welcoirfc'to our hourc-: 

It miift appear in other ways than words, 
rhcreforcT fcant thi| breathing courtefy. • 

^ ’ £lemt 





DRAMATIC. 


^ ^kgan/t CmplimenU 
Fair ladies, you drop manna in the way 
Of ftarv^id people. 


§ 7. MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 

SNAKbPliAKj;. 

Vefeription of Spendthrifts, nuho feek to better 
their Fortunes by rich lVi*ves» 

H e doth objeft, I am too great of birrli ; 

•And that, my Hate being gall’d with my cx- 
f feek to heal it only by his wealth : [pence, 

Belides thefe, other bars he lavs before me — 

My riots paft, my wild focieties ; 

And tells me, 'tis a thinsj impoHiblc 
I ihould love thee, but as a property. 

Vah-able Woman kved for her oiun Sake. 

— ■Wooing thee, I found thee of more value 
Than (lamps in gold, or (urns in fcaled bags j 
And ’tis the very riches of thyfeif 
Tiiat no\v 1 aim at. 

Fairies, their Rewards and Funijbments. 
Cricket, t(j Windfor's cliimncvs Ih'iit thou leap ! 
Where fires thou tmd’ll unrak’d, and hearths 
unlVvcpt, 

There pincli the maids as blue as bilberry: 

Our radiant queen hates fluts and (luttciy. 
Where'-^ Pt de - Go \ ou, and where you find a maid 
Th )t, ere Ihe iKep, hath thrice her prayers laid, 
Kaife up the organs of her faiitaly, 

Sleep Ihe as found as carclcfs infancy ; 

But rhofe, as deep, and tliink not on their fins, 
Pinch them, arms, legs, back, Ihouldcis, lides, 
and duns. 


§ 8. A MIDSUMMER NlGHT’s DREAM. 

SHAKS1'£AKI:. 
l^ediovfnefs of Expectation, 
rhef T TOW How 

^ Tins old moon wanes ’ (he lingers rny 
Like to a ftep-dame, or a dowager, [delircs, 
Eong withering out a youngfP’*ui’s revenue. 

^he Witchcrafl of n><ve. 

My gracious dukg, 

This hath bewitch’d the bolbni of my child ; 

— Thou, thou, Lyliindcr, thou haft given her 
rhimes. 

And interchang’d love-tokens with my child : 
Thou haft by moon-light at her window fung, 
With feignipg»\'oice, verfes of feigning love ; 
And ftol’ii the imprcirion of her hintafy 
With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, conct its, 
K nacks, trifles, nolegays, Iwcetmeals ; laieflengers 
k Of ftrong prevailment in unharden'd youth : 

haft thou filch'd my daughter’s heart; 
Turh’d her olicitreitrc, which is due to me. 

To ftuhborn harlhn^fs. 

J Father^ s Authority, 

To.you y^x father fliould be as a god ; 

One t[j:ft compos’d your beauties ; yea, and one 
whom you are out as a form in wax 
By him imprinted, and within his pow’r 
^ l^avc the figure, of ^jsfigurc it. 


Nun. 

Thef. Therefore, fair Hevmia, queftion your 
defires, 

Know of your youth, examine well your blocnl. 
Whether, if you yield not to your father’s choice. 
You can endure the livery of a nun ; 

I'or aye to be in ihady eloiftcr mew'd, 

To live a baircMi filter all your life. 

Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitkC moon. 
Thriev blcfTed they, that mailer lb their blood. 
To undergo lurh maiden pilgrimage' 

But earthiier happy is tlie u^ic diftill’d. 

Than that w hich, wirlieiing on the virgin thorn, 
Grows, lives, and dies, in iingle blefledners. 

^ Herjn. So will I grow, (biivg, fodie, my lord, 
Kre I will yield my virgin-pat^’iit up 
Unto his lordlhip, to whole unwilK'd yoke 
My foul confents not to give fyvciui^nty. 

True Lo^ve ever crrjld, 

Lyf. Ah me • for airrht that ever I coyld read, 
CouJd c\cr hear by tj)e or liiftory, 

The courlc of true Im c never did run finooth : 
But cither it was diftlrent m hlofxl ; 

Or file milgr.ifted in refptcl of years ; 

Or tile it Hood upon the choice of friends , 

Or, if there were a lympaihy in choice, 

War, death, or ficknefs, ditf lay fiege to it; 
Making it momentary as a found, 

Swift as a lhadow, flioit as any dream ; 

Brief as the lightning in the colly’d night, 

That, in a fpleen, unfolds both heaven "and earth, 
And, ere a mai' hath pow’i to fay— Bcliold ! 

'I’Jie jaws of darknefi d<j devour it up : 

So quick liright things come to confulion, 
lierm. Then let us icach our trial p itieiice, 
Btcaufe it is a tullomai y crofs ; 

As due to love, as thoughts, and dreams, and fighs, 
W'ifhes, and tears, jioor fancy’s follovvera. 
AJfgnation. 

J fwcar to thee, by Cupid’s ftrongeft bov/ ; 

By his bed arrow with tlie gtilden head ; 

By the fimplicity of Venus’ doves ; 

By that which knitreth fouls, and proli)ers loves ; 
And by that fire which burn’ d the Cariha;»c queen. 
When the fall’e Trojan under fail wa» ietn ; 

By all the \ows that ever men have broke. 

In number more than ever women fjioke ; 

In tiiat fame pl.icc thou haft appoinsed me, 
To-morrow truly will I meet with thee. 

Modeft and generous Eu^ogium of a Rival, 
HeL Call you my fair> That fair again un fay ; 
Demetriui loves you, fair; O happy fair! 

Your eyes are lode-liars, and your tongue’s fwcei 
More tunable tlian lark to flwphcrd's car, [air 
When whjiat is green, when hawthorn buds ap- 
pear. 

Sicknefs is catching : Oh, were favour fo ! 

Your words I’d catch, fair Hcrmia, ere I go j 
My ear ihould catch your voice, my eye jrourcyc, 
My tongue Ihould catch your tongue’s fweet 
melody. 

Were the world mine, Demetrius being bared. 
The’ reft I’Ll give tp b? to you twnflawd. 

c 4 • Q tcachi 
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0 tciich me how yew look ; and with w^at art 
You fway the motion of Demetrius’ heart. 

Moon. 

When Phoebe doth behold 
Her river vifage in the watry ^lals, 

Decking with liquid pearl tlie bladcd grafs. 

Lo^ve 

Thing*; bafe and vile, holding no quantity, 
Love can tianfpolc to form and dignity. 

Love looks not witluhe oves, but with the mind ; 
iVnd therefore is wing’d Cupid painted blind ; 
jMor hath l.ove’s mind of any 'judgment taftc : 
Wings, and no eyes, figure unheedy hallc : 

And therefore is Love laid to be a child, 

Becatife in choice he is fo oft beguil’d ; 

As waggilh boys in gimc* thcmfelves forfwcar. 

So the boy Lo\e is perjur’d cverv where. 

Co'Tvf ips and Fairy Employment. 

The con flips t.‘]l her pt nf;> ers be j 
In their f,o]d coat: ipo:'. you I'ec j 
Thofe be rubles, fury favnuis; 

In thofe freckles live t-cir favours : 

] muft go feck feme dew-drops here, 

And hang a ptail in ev’ry cowflip's car. 

Fuck, or Rolin Good-felh<iv. 

I am that merry v'-and’rer of ihc night. 

1 jeft to Olieron, an<l make him iinije, 

W'hen I a fat and b; an-ftd horfe beguile, 
Tseigliing in ]ii;enels of a filly foal : 

And fometimch lurk 1 in a goifip’s bowl, 

In very likenel's of a roafied crab j 

And, when Ihe drinks, againft her lips T bob, 
And on h^r wither’d dewlap pour the ale. 

^'he wifeft aunt, telling the faddefi rale, 
Sometime for three-fbot ftool miftaketh me j 
Then flip I from her bum, down topples ihe. 
And Tailor cries, and falls into a cough; 

And then the whole quire hold their hips, and Ioffe; 
And waxen in their mirth, and nceze, and fwcar 
A merrier hour was never waited tliere. 

Fairy JealottJy, and the EfeFls of it. 
Thcfe arc the fnigeries of jealoufy : 

And never, fince the middle fu miner’s fpring, 
Met we on hill, in d.ile, foreft, or mead, 

Bv paved fountain, or by rufliy brook, 

Or on the beached margent of the fea, 

To dance our ringlets tc) the whiftling wind, 
put with thy brawls thou liaft diflurb’d our fport. 
Therefore the v\inds, piping to us in vain, 

As in revenge, have fuck’d up from the fta 
Contagious fogs; which falling in the lane}, 
JIaic ev’ry pelting river made fo proud, 

That they have overborne their continents : 

The ox has therefore ftrctch’d his yoke in vain, 
'fhe ploughman loft his fwcat; and the green corn 
Hath rotttd, ere its youth attain’d a beard : 

The fold Hands empty in the drowned field. 
And crows arc fatted with the murrain flock ; 
The nine-men’s morris is fill’d up with mud. 
And the quaint mazes in the wanton green, 

I'or Jack of tread, are undiftingui/habic. 

The human mortals want their wii^tcr here ; 
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No night is now with hj 
Therefore the moon, the gJn'crnefs of 
Pale in her anger, walbes all the air. 

That rheumatic difeafes do abound : ' 

And, thorough this difiemperature, wc fco 
The feafons alter : hoary-headed frofts ^ 

Fall in the frefh Jap of the crimfon rofc ; 

And, on old Hyems* chin, and icy crown. 

An od’pous chaplet of fweet fummer-buds 
Is, as in mock’ry, fet ; the fpring, the lumme^i 
The childing autumn, angry winter, change 
Their wonted liveries, and the ’mazed world 
By their increafe now knows not which is which^ 

Low in Idlenefs. 

Thou remember'ft 
Since once I fat upon a promontory, 

And heard a mermaid, on a dolphin’s back. 
Uttering fuch dulcet and liarmoiuous breath. 
That the rude lea |^cw civil at her fong; 

And certain ftars fhot madly from their fphcrcc. 
To hear the fta-mnid’s niufic. 

That veiy time I faw (but thou could ’ft not), 
Flying between the cold mcon and the earth,' 
Cupid all arm’d : a certain aim he t^k 
a fair vcftal, throned by the weft ; 

And loos’d Lis lovt-lhaft frnartly from his bow. 
As it fho’dd picTce a hun'bed tho.u’ind 'nearts. ' 
But I mi<;ht lee young Cv,>id’s i'.ci y lhait 
QuenrLt in the chafte bcan.s of the wat’iy moon ; 
And the imperial vor’icf^ pnffed on,’ 

In maiden mediratiou, fane >* free. 

Yet mark’d I where ih. bolt of Cupid fell : 

It fell upon a little weftern ibuv’r, " 

Before , m i I k - wh i te ; now f lu r j du v i f h 1 ove ’s wound j 
A»id maidens call it, “ Low. in idlcncL.” 

Virtuous Love's Fi'oteFlion and Reliance. 
Your virtue is my piivilcge for that. 

It is not night, when I do fee your f r. e, 
Therefore I think I am not in tl.e niifht : 

Nor doth this wood lack worlds of conipi’ '•y ; 
For \ou, in my rcfj»crt, aic all the wi^rid : 

Tlien how caiw:,^'e faid, T am alone. 

When all the Jp'orld is here to look on me ? 

, A Fairy Bank, 

T know a bank, ^vhe^e the wild thyme blows^j 
Where ox-lips and the nodding viojer grows; ’ 
Quite over-canopicH with luleious woodbine, 
Wiih I'wLct mufk-rofis, and with eglantine: 
There fieeps Titania, Ibifetime of the night, 
Lull’d in thcfe flow'rs witli dances and delight- 

Fairy Eourtefes. 

Be kin^ and courteous to this gentleman ; 

Hop in his walks, and gambol in his eyes ; 

Feed him with apticots and dcwbcpcii^r--'*^*- ^ 
With purple grapes, green and ii^ul.bcrrics : 
The honey -bags fteal from^the humble-bees, ' • 
And tor night-tapers crop their waxen thighs^ 
And light them at the fiery glow-worm’s cves, 
To have my love to bed, and to arife ; • ' 

And pluck the wings from <i)^ntcd butterflies-. 
To fan the moou-bearns from his fleeping eyes : 
Nod to him, elves, and do him courtefies. 
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^ Motion, 

I gif, r^o ; look, Ifew I go i 
Swifter than arrow from the Tartar’s bow'. 

Senfe of Hearing quickened by Lofs of Sight. 
Dark night, that from the eye hisfundlion takes, 
The car more quick of apprchenfion makes } 
Wherein it doth impair the feeing fenfe, 

" t pays the hearing double rccom'pcnfc. 

Female Friendjbip. 

Is all the council that we two have fliar’d* 

The fitters’ vows, t]iic hours that we have fpent, 
When we have chid the hafty-footed time 
Por parting us : Oh ! is all now forgot ? 

All fchool-daysfricndftiip, cliildhood innocence^ 
Wc, Hermit, like two artificial gods. 

Have with our ncclds created both one flowV, 
Botn on one fampler, fitting on one enfluon; 

Both warbling ot one long, both in one key } 

As if our hand., our ttdwS', voices and minds, 

.Hid been iriCorr-oratc. bo we gicw together, 
Hdic to a dfAibie cherry, feeming parted; 

But yet a uni^n in i)artitlon, 

T wo lovely berries moulded on one ftem : 

So with two fetmiiig bodies, but one heart; I 
Two of the firtt, like coats in henldry, 

Due but to one, and crowned witli < nc creft. 

And wdll yo»i rei.i our ancient I ac alunder. 

To join with mtn iii icoiniug yojr poor fricad ? 
It is not fiieiidly, ’cis not niaidci.iy : 

Our fex, as well as I, may chicle you for it; 
Though 1 alMne do feel the injury. 

Lover s Hate the great ef Harm. 

What can you do me' greater harm than hate ' 

Fmalf Timidity^ 

I pray you,, tliough yon mock me, gentlemen, 
JLct her not liurt me : 1 was never curtt; 

1 have no gift at all in flireivilhncfs ; 

J am a Tight maid for my cowardice. 

Day -Break. 

Night’s fwife dr:'gon.s cut the ^nds full faft. 
And yonder Ihincs Aurora’s h#*fcgcr; 

At whofc approach, gliofts, wariwiing here and 
Troop home to church -yards. , [ilmrc, 


Embracing. 

So doth the woodbine the fwcer honcy-fucklc 
Gently critwift — ^the female ivy fo 
tnrings the barky lingers of the elm. 


Dew if^F lowers. 

That fame dew, whhh fometime on the buds 
Was wont to fwell, like round and orient pearls, 
jtood now within the pretty flo\v'rct*G eyes. 

Like tears that did their own difgiacc bewail- 

Hunting and Hounds. 

7’hef. We wdllJlNwciuecn, up to the niountain’s 
And maik the mufic^l confufion ' [top, 
Of hounds and echo* in conjuts£lion. 

Hip. I was with Hercules and Cadmus once, 
When.In*a \\^d of Crete they bay’d the bear 
W^rh Bounds of Spafta : never did I hear 
Such gallant chiding ; for, befides the groves, 
T{ie £ics, the fountains, ev’ry region near 


Seem’d ^1 one mutual cry^ : T never heard 
So mufical a difeord, Ibch fwcet thunder. 

^bef My hounds arc bred out of the Sparta* 
kind, 

So flew d, fo fanded ; and their heads arc hung 
With ears that fwcep luvay the morning dew 
Crook-kneed, and dcw-lap’d,likeThcfl&iiaii bulls; 
Slow in purfuir^bui match’d in mouth like bells, 
Kacii under e:»ch. A ciy more tunable 
Was iijver holla’d to, nor cheer'd with honu 

Fairy Motion. 

Then, my queen, in filoncc fad 
Trip wc after the night’s fliadc : 

We the globe can compai's <’oon 
Swifter than the wnnd'ring moon. 

Confufed Remembrance. 

Thefe things feemfmaii and imdittinguiihahle^ 
Like far olf mouiu.iins turned into clouds. 

The Power of Imtighiation, 

The lunatic, the lover, and the poet, 

Arc of unaginatioii all compart : 

One fees more devil.s than \afl hell can hold; 
That is the madman. Tin* lover, all as frantic. 
Sees Helen's beamy in a brow of Kgvpr. 

'I'hc pout’s eye, in a line phiTn7y rolling, 

Doth glance fn>in he.r en to earth, fiom earth to 
And, as iiijag'intion bodies forth [hcaveu; 
'riic forms of thirg:> unknown, the poet’s pen 
Turns them to lln.pes, and gives to airy nothing 
A local habitation and a name. 

Simplenefs and modtjl Duty always acceptable^ 
FbiloJI, No. rny noble lord, 

It is not for you : J have hcaul it over, 

I And it IS iKiihing, nothing in the world; 

I Unlcfs )cu can liiul fpoir m ihcir intents, 

Exrremi ly ftrvtclfd, and tonn’d with cruel pain. 
To do you fervicc, 

^hef. 1 will hear that play : 

For ne\tr any thing can be amifs, 

When fimplcncfs ami duly tendir it. 

Hip. 1 1(A e not to Ici. w rdcliedncl’i* o'fircharg’d. 
And duty in lus fervicc periflimg. 

The/. VV'hy, gentle Iweet, you fliall fee no fuch 
tiling. 

Our fporr fliall be, to take what they ir.iftakc: 
And what poor d.uty cannot do, 

Noble n fjx’Q takes it in miglit, not nirrlr, 

Wlicrc 1 have come, great clerks hate jiurpofci 
To greet me with premeditated welcomes; 
Where I have feen them lliiver and look pale, 
Make periods in the midft of fcnLcnces,. 

Throttle their prartis’d accents in their fears, 
And, in conclufion, dumbly have broke off, 

Not paying me a welcome. Truft me, fwcet, 

Out of' this, filcnce, yet, I pick’d a welcome : 

And in the modefty of fearful duty 
r read as much, as from the rattling tongue 
Of fancy and audacious doqucncc. 

Love, therefore, and tongue-tied fimplicity, 

In Icaft, fpcak moft, to my capacity. 

ao:k. 

Tlw Iron tongue of midnight huh lohl twelve. 

Hight. 
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ICow the hungry lion ronrs. 

And the wolf behowls the moon ; 
Wliilft the heavy ploughman iiiorct», 

All with weary talk fote-done. 

Now tlic wafted brands do glow, 

Whilft the Icritch-owl, fcritching loud, 
Puts the wretch, that lies in woe, 

In remembrance of a Ihroud. 

Notv it is the time of night, 

That the graves, ail gaping wide, 
Evciy one lets forth iiis I’piight, 

111 tile church- way path'^ to glide : 

And we Fairies, that do run. 

By the triple Hecat’s team. 

From the prefence of the fun, 

Following darknefs like a dream. 

Now are frolic ; not a moufe 
Shall difturb this hallow’d houfe : 
f am lent with broom, before, 

fweep the dull behiiul the door. 


B 


§ 9. MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 

Sp. AKSTEARL. 
Peace hijpires Lo*ve. 

UT now Tam return'd, and that war thoughts 
Have left their places vacant, in their room'* 
Come thronging foft and delicate deluts, 

All prompting me how fair young Hero is. 

Friendjbip in Love. 

Friendfliiji is conftant in ill! other things, 

Save in the office and affairs of lov e ; 

Therefore, all hearts in loveufc tlicir own tongues } 
l.et every eye ncgotiiitc for itfclf, 

And trull no agent ; for beauty is a witch, 
Againll wliole diainis faith niclteth into blood. 
Merit ahvays modeft. 

Tt is the witnefs Hill of excelhncy. 

To put a ftrange face on his own ptrfeftion, 

A Song. 

Sigh no more, ladies, figh no more, 

\Ien were dtcciveis ever; 

One foot in lea, and one on fhorc, 

To one thing conftant never : 

Then figli not fo, 

Ihit let ilicni go, 

And be yon blitli and bonny ; 

Converting all your founds of woe 
Into, Hey nonny, nonny. 

favourites compared to Honey -fuchles^ ^c. 

- ■ — Bid her ftcai into tlic pleached hower. 
Where honey-fuck les, rij'en’d by the fun, 

Forbid the fun to enter ; like favourites. 

Made proud by princes, that advance their pride 
Againft that power that bred it. 

Sebenti to captivate Beatrice. 

Let it be thy part 

To praife him more than ever man did merit: 
My 'talk to thee mull be, bow Benedick 
Is lick in love with Beatrice : Of this matter 
Is little Cupid’s crafty arrow made. 

That only wounds by hearfay. 


The pleafant’ft anghng is to fee the ftlh 
Cut with her golden oars the filvcr (Ircam, 

And greedily dev our the treacherous bait : 

So angle we for Beatrice. • 

A fcornful and faiirical Beau^ 

Nature ni ver fram’d a woman’s heart 
Of pioudcr fluff than that of Beatrice. 

DiftLin and fcorn ridfc fparkliiig in her eyes, 
Milprifing what they logk on ; and her Avit 
Values itfclf /b highly, tint ta her 
All matter t Ife feems weak ; Ihe cannot love. 

Nor take no lhape, nor projeft of atFcclion, 

Slic is fo fcir-cndL.ti'Ld. 

I never ytt faw man, 

How wifl?, how noble, young, how rarely featur’d. 
But Ihe would fpell him backward : if fair fac’d. 
She'd fwcar the gentleman Ihnnld be her litter; 
If black, why, nature, drawing of an anrick, 
Made a foul blot; if tall, a lance ill-licadcd ; 

If low, an agate very vilely cut ; 

Jf fpeaking, why, a vane blowm with all winds; 
Jf lilent, why, a block, moved with none. 

So turns Ihe ev’ry man the wrong fule out ; 

And nev’tT gives to truth and virtue, that 
Which limpiencfs and inerit purchaitili. 

Slandering the a Way to deftroy AffeSlions 

No; ra'.hcr 1 will go to Benedick, 

And counfcl him to fu:ht againft his palhon : 
And, truly. I’ll dev ill* fome honelt Handers, 

I'o flain my coulin with ; one doth not kmftv, 
How much an ill word may empoifon liking, 

Beatrice's Recantation. 

What fire is in mine ears ? Can this be true ^ 

St.u d I coiulcmn’d for pride and Icorn lb much? 
Contempt, farewel \ and maiden pride, adieu ! 

No gloiv lives beliind the back of I’uch. 

And, Benedick, love on, 1 will reipjite thee. 
Faming mv wild heart to thy loving hand : ^ 
If thou doll my kindnefs lhall incite tlieq 
To bind mves up in a holy band : 

For others lay, thou doll deferve ; and I 
Believe it better than rej)ortingly. 

Dijpmulatkn. 

O, wbat aurhoiiiy and Ihew of truth 
Can cunning fin cover itfclf withal ! 

Cfwe-'. not that blood, ;^s modefl evidence, 

To witnefs fim]ilc virtue : Woijd you not fwcar. 
All you that fee her, that flic were a ntjiid, 

By tlicic exterior lliews ? But flic is none ; 

She knows the heat of a luxurious bed : 

Her blufli is guiltincfs, not modefly. 

Female Seeming. — w*^ 

I never tempted her witlTword too large : 

But, as a brother to a fiftcr, Ihcw’d 
Balhful fincerity, and comely love. 

Her. And Icein’d I cv'er otherwilc tq you * 
Clau. Outon thy feemina; ' I will vvrifcjjgainft it< 
You feem to me as Dian m her orh ; •• 

As chaftc as is the bud ere it be blown ; 

But yoy arc more intemperate in vour bio 
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Than yciilisV or rflfc.V^i^pcr’d animals 
That rage in favage fcnliiality. 

Jn Ui)ured Lover's Abjuration of Love. 

O Hero ! what a hero hadft thou been, 

If half thy outward graces liad been plac'd 
About the thoughts and counfcis of tliy heart * 

But fare thee well, moft foul, moft fair • farcwcl, 
(^iPhou pure inipicty, and impious purity ! 

For thee I’ll lock up all the gate, of love, 

And on my eyc-lids lhall co;i,'ecliire hang, 

To turn all beauty into thoughts of Iiarin, 

And never lhall it more be gracious. 

A Father lanunting bh Duu^htei's Infamy. 

Do not live, Heioj do not ope thine eves : 

For, did I think thou wouidft not quickly die, 
Thought 1 thy fpirits were llrongcr than thy 
iliamcs, 

ATyfcLf would, on the rearward of reproaches, 
Stilkc at tliy life. — GrieN’d f, 1 had but one ? 
Chid I for that at frugal nature's fr..ine ' 

C), one too much by thee ' why had 1 <.ne ? 

W^hy ever w^l't thou juvely in my eyes ? 

Wli / had 1 not, with chdritable liand, 
n\)ok up a beggar’s iflvic at mv gates ? 

Wlp) rmcarctl thus, and mir'd with infamy, 

1 iniglu have faid, “ No part gf it is minej 
'Hiis iKame denies itfelf from unknown loins.” 
iiwx mine, and mine 1 lov’d, iind mine 1 prais'd, 

* And mine that J was proud on ; mine fo mucit, 
That I myfelf was to wiylelf not mine, 

Valuing of her; why, fhc O (lie is fallen 

Into'^i pit of ink » that the wide fca 

Hath drops too few to waih her clean again j 
And fait too little, which may I'eafon give 
To her foul tainted llelh ! 

Innoiince dfiowred bv Count enanre. 

r have mark’d 

A rhoufand hlufliing appanrions 
To dart into her face ; a rlioufand innocent fliamcs, 
K»ln angel whiteneTs, bear away tlujj^ blufties ; | 

And in her eye there hath app#^^ d a lire, i 

To burn the errors that thefe prinAs hold 
Againtt her maiden truth. Call me a ftwl ; 

Trull ratt my reading, nor my obfervations, 
Whifh experimental leal doth warrant 
The tenour of ray book ; truft not my age. 

My reverence, calling, nor divinity, 

If this fweer lady lie not guilrlels here 
U nder Ibmc bitii^g crroi? 

Rt folitiicn. 

I know not ; if they I'pcak bur truth of her, 
Thefe hands (Itall tear her : if they wrong her 
honour, 

The proudeft of them fhall well licar of it. 

Time hath not yet To dried this blood of mine, 
Nor age fo cat up m^mvention. 

Nor fqitune made fuch havoc of my means. 

Nor mv.bad life reft me fo much of friends. 

But they lhalPfind, awak’d in fuch a kind, 

• ftrength of liml?, and policy of mind, 
Ability in means, and choice of friends, 

"J't) i|uii me of them tlwoughljr. 
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Dejfre of loved OhJeSis kei^hened h their 

• Lofs. 

This, well carried, Ihyll on lier behalf 
Change flander to remorfe ; that is feme good : 
But not for that dream X on this ft range otiurl'c, 
But on this ti avail look for greater luirh. 

She dying, as it muft be fo maim, lin’d. 

Upon the inftant that flic was accus'd, 

Shall be lamented, pity’d, and excus’d, 

Of ev’rv hearer : For it fo falls out, 

I’hat what we have, we pri/e not to the worth 
While we enjoy it ; but licing lack’d and 
Why, then we rack the value; then we find 
The virtue that poirtlhon would not Ihcw us 
Whiles irw'as ouis. So will it fare with Claudio; 
When he ihall hear ihe died upon his words, 

The idea of her life lhall fweetly creep 
Into his ftudy of imagination ; 

And ev'ry lovely organ of her life 
Shall come apparel’d in more precious habit. 
More moving, delicate, and full of life, 

Into the eye and profpeft of liis iinil, 

Thau when Ihe liv'd indeed. 'I'hcn fliall he mourn 
(If ever love had intcrell: in his liver), 

And wifti he h.ul not fo accufed her; 

No, thougli he thought his accufatmn true* 

Let this be fo, and doubt not but fucrefs 
Will falhion the cvnit in better lhape 
Than 1 can Jay it down in likelihood. 

Hut if all aim but this be Icvcll'd falfe, 

The fuppofition of ilic lady’s death 
Will quencli the wonder of her infamy ; 

And, if it fort not well, you may conceal her 
(As beft befits her wounded reputation) 

In fome rcclufivc and religious life, 

Out of ail eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries. 
Lton. Btiiig that 

I flow in grief, the I'mallcft twine may load inu. 
Cfiinifl oj m IVrrght m Mifoy. 

I pray thee, ccafe ihy counhl, 

Which falls into my ears as profitlcfs 
I As water in a fievc; give not me counfol ; 

Nor let no comforter delight mine ear. 

Hut fuch a one whofe wrongs do fuit with mme. 
Bring me a father that fo lov’d his child, 

Whofe joy of lier is overwht lin’d like itiiiv, 
And bid him Ipcak of paiiencc; 

Meafuie his love the length and breadth of mine, 
And let it anfvvcr ev’ry ftrain for ftrain ; 

As thus for thus, and fuch a grief for fuch, 

In ev’ry lineament, branch, fl.apc, and form ; 

If fuch a one will fmilc and flrokc Iiis b^iard ; 

III Ibrrow wag ; cry, hem, wlien he fliould groan ; 
Parch, gi ief vv itli proverbs ; make misfortune drunk 
With candlc-wafters ; bring him yet to me, 

And I of him will gather patience. 

But there is no fucli man : for, brother, men 
Can counfel, and give comfort to that grief 
Which they themfelves not feel ; but, taftiiig if. 
Their counfel turns to pallion, which before 
Would give prcceptial medicine to rage, 

Fetter ftrong madnefs in a filkcn thread, 

Charm ach with air, and agony with words. 

No, no ; ’tis all men’s offtec to fpeak patience 
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To thofc that wring under the Joad cufeTorrow ; 
But no man’s virtue, nor fufficiency, 

To be lb moral when he lhall endure 
The like himfclf : therefore give me no counfel : 
•My griefs cry louder tJian advertirement. 

Therein do men fiom children nothing 
differ. 

Leo. I pray thee, peace ; I wil 1 be flefh and blood; 
Por there was never yet pulofopher, 

•That could endure the ujoih^ach patiently ; 
jiowever they have writ the If j Ic of Gods, 

And made a jhlii at change and f'utterancc. 

An a^ed Falbt^rs Re/rnlrnt Mii o f Scandal. 
Tulh, tudi, ni.m, licvcr deer and jell at n;e : 

I fpeak not like a doiaid, nor a fc</lj 

As, under piivikgo of .ge, to brag 

What 1 have done being young, or vv hat would do. 

Were I not old. Know, Claudio, to thy head, 

Tliou haft fo wp ‘I'g’d my innocenr child, and me, 

That I am forc'd to iav my leVrencc by; 

And, with grev linirs, L-nd hruile of many days, 

To c. alleni^e tiiee to tii'il of a man. 

} lay t.iou iiiift belied mine innocent child; 

Thy llander hath gone through and tlirough her 
And flic lies buried with her anepitors : [lieart, 

0 ! in a tomb where never I'c.iudal llept. 

Save this of hers, fiam'd by thy villainy. 

Taliidg Braggarts. 1 

C!a. Away, 1 will not Inve i,o do with yoi;. 
Leo. Canft thou fo daft'e me ? Tneu hait kill’d 
ray child ; 

If thou kill'rt me, boy, thou flialt kill a m^i. 

Ant He lhall kill two of us, and men indeed : 
But that's uo matter; let him kill one litft;— - 
Win me, and wear me, — hit him anfwcr me: 
Come, follow me, boy : come, Sir boy, come, fol- 
low^ me ; 

Sir hoy, I’ll whip you from your foyning fence ; 
l^av, as I am a gentleman, 1 will. 

Lto. Brother f niece; 

Ant. Content yourfcif. God knows, I lovM my 
And flie is dead; llaiider’d to death by villains; 
That dare as well anfwcr a man, indeed. 

As r dare take ii I’erpent by the tongue : 

Boys, apes, braggarts, Jacks, rnilk-lbps f — 

Leo. Jirothcr Anthony. [them, yea, 

Aiit. Held you content; what, man • 1 know 
And what they weigh, even to the utmoft Icruplc : 
Scambhng, out-facing, fafliion-mongriiigboys, 
That lie, and cog, and flout, deprave and Hander, 
Go anrickly, and Ihcw outward hidcoufnefs, 

And fpeak oft' half a doicn dang’rous w'oids. 
How thty might hurt iheir enemies, if they duift; 
And this is all. 

Ab Valour in a bad Caufe. 

Ill a fdlle quarrel there’s no true valour. 
Villain to be noted. 

Which is the villain ? let me fee his eyes; 
That when I note another man like him, 

1 may avoid him. 

Dirge on Hero's Death Iv Slander, 

Done to death by fland'itius tongues 
Was the Hero that here lies : 

Death, in guerdon of her wrongs, 

Gives her fame whieh uev^r dies ! 


So the life that . 

Lives in death with glorious fame ! 

Day-break. • 

The wolves have prey’d ; and, look, the gentle 
day, 

Before the wheels of Phoebus round about 
Dapples the drowfy call with fpots of grey. 

Time of Slander a temporary Death. 

Siie died, my lord, but whiles her Slander liv’d. 

§ 10. THE TAMING OF THE SHREW. 

Shaksplare. 

Hounds, 

hounds fliall make the welkin anfwcr 
them, 

And fetch flirill echoes from the hollow earth. 
Painting. 

Duft thou love pidlurcs ? we will fetch tlicc 
Adonis, painted by a running brook ; [ftraight 
And Citherca all in fedges hid ; 

Which feem to move, and ivaiiiun with her breath, 
Even as the waving fedge s play with wind. 

Mirth and Merriment,, its Advantage, 
Seeing too much I'adncfs heth congeal’d your 
blood, 

And melancholy is the nurfe of phrenzy, 
Tl’vrcfore, they thought it good ^ou hear a play, 
And frame your mind to miuh and merriment, * 
Which bars a tlioufand harms, and lengthens life, 

! The Ufes of Travel and Study. 

Lur. Tranio, fincc— for the great defiruT had 
T <j lee fair Padua, nurli ry of arts— 

I am arriv’d from fruitful Lombardy^ 

The pleafant garden of great Italy ; 

And, by my father’s love and leave, am arm’d 
With his good uill, and thy good company, 

My trufty I'ervaiit, well approv’d in all; 

Here let us breathe, and happily inftirucc 
A conrfe of learning and ingenious ftudics. 

Pifa, reno\viilil^)r grave citizens, 

Gave me m)^^'ing, and my father firfl, 

A mei chant of great trafhek thro’ the world, 
Vinccniio,«come of the Bcntivolii. 

Vincentio’s Ton, brought up in Florence, 

It fliall bec«)me, to fer\e all hopes jeoncciv’d. 

To deck, his fortune with his virtuous deeds 
And thcrcfoiu, Tranio, for the time 1 ftudy^ 
Virtue, and that part odphilofophy 
Will i apply, that treats of hayipincfs 
By virtue ’Ipecially to be achiev’d. 

Tell me thy mind ; for I have Pi fa left, 

And am to Padua come i as he that leaves 
A lhallow plaih, to plunge him in the deep. 

And with faiiety fecks to quench his third. ’ 

Tea. Mi ptr donate, gentle* mafter mine, 

I am in all aflefled as yowerdf j 

Glad that you thus continue your rcfolvc. 

To fuck the fweets of Cvkttt philofophy. 

Only, good maftcr, while ^wc do admire.’ 

This virtue, and this moral Wifciplinc, • 
Let’s be no ftoicks, nor no docks, 1 pray; 

Or fo devote to ArilVitlc’s checks, 

As Ovid be an outcaft quite abjur’d ; 
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Talk with 9 cquamtay:e that you have, 

And pra£tile rhetoric ifP/our common talk; 

Mufic and poefy ufe to quicken you ; 

The mathcnwtics, and the mctaphyfics. 

Fall to them as you find your llomach Icrves you: 
No 'profit grows where is ro pleasure ta’cii;— 

In brief, Sir, ftudy what yen moft affeft. 

Lov/’ (U fij} S[jb/. 

I pray, Sir, tell me, — ib it poffible, 

That love ihould of a iVivldcM rake fuch hold > 

Luc, Oh, Tranio, till I found it to be true, 

I never thou^dit it polhble, or likely; 

But fee ! while idly I ftood looking on; 

1 found the clTeft of love in idlenels: 

And no^v in plain nefb do confefs to thee,— 

That ait to me as fccrct and as dear 
As Anna to the queen of Carthage was — , 
Tranio, I bum, J pine, I pcnlh, Tranio, 

If I achieve not this voung nioddt girl : 

Counfel me, Tranio, for I know thou canftj 
Aihft me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt. 

Trtj. Mafter, it is no time to chide you now ; j 
Afi'e6lion is not rated from the heart ; 

If love have toucli’d you, nought remains but fo, 
Regime te captum quam queas rntnimo. 

‘Travd. 

Such wind as fcatters young men thro’ the 
world, 

To feek their fortunes farther than at home, 
Where fmall experience grows. 

Woman i To77^ue, 

• Think you, a little din can daunt niy cars ? 
Have l^hoc in my time heard lions roar ? 

Have I not heard the fca, puff’d up with winds. 
Rage like an angry boar, chafed with fwcat ? 
Have 1 not heard great ordnance in the field? 
And heaven’s artilleiy thunder in the {kies ? 
Have 1 not in a pitched battle heard [clang ? 
Loud ’l.irums, neighing ftceds, and trumpets 
And do you tell me of a woman’s tongue ? 

■frliat gives not half I’o great a blow t^thc ciu’, 
As will a ch'jfnur in a hirmei 's fiA ? 

Extremes cure env h ol'ra'. 

Where two raging fire: meet togethey, 

They do confunie the thing that feeds their fury: 
Though little lire grows gr.,at with little wind, 
If^ct extreme guffs will blow out fire and all. 

• Bcauiv, 

Say that flic frown; T’il Ay ffic looks as clear 
A* morning rofes iiAvly waih’d with dew. 

Mujic, 

PrepoftcrOus afs ! that never read fo far, 

^ To know' the caiifc why mufic was ordaui’d 1 
■ Was it not,, to refrcfli tlic mind of nun. 

After his Itudics, or his ulual patn } 

Then give me leave to read philofophy, 

And, while I panic, Ib^lfc in your haimony. 

Wife martied to all her Hujband's Fortunes. 

To me mSiCried, n(jc unto my clothes : 
Gouhtl repair what flic VTll wear in me, 

As lean change thefc poor accoutrements, 

- .^Twere wcU for Kate, and beysr for myfclL 
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Defeription of a mad Wedding. 

^ When the prieft 

Should afleif Catharine Ihould be his wife; [loud. 
Ay, by gogs-wooiis,” quoth he, and Iworc fo 
Thar, all .unaz’cl, the prieft let fall the book : ' 
And, as he hoop'd again to take it up, 

Tlfio mad -brain’d budegrooin took liim fuch a 
^'Liff, [prieft ; 

That down LI! prieft and book, and book and 
“ Now lake them up, " quoth lu, “ if any lift.’* 
Tuvi. Whzit laid the wench when he role up 
again ^ [Itamp’d and Iworc^ 

Crem. 7 tonbled and fliook ; for why, hir 
As if the vjrar meant t.- toze'i him. 

But after rnriuy ceremonies done, 

He uills for wine : 

“ A health,” quoth he; as if he had been aboard^ 
Carouling to his mates iiftcr a florm : 

(^'iff’d oil* the multjflol, .ind tl.'^ew the fops 
All in the Icxton’s face; h::\:ng no other reafoii, 
But tlut his beard grew rhin and hungerly, 

And feem’d to alk his imps as he was drinking. 
This done, he took the btide about the neck, 

And kils’d her lips witli fuch aclzunoroiis fmack, 
'Fhat, at the partmp, all tltc church did echo. 
Pitnnbw's Iriul of his Wi fe in the Artide oj Drefs., 
ilab. Here is the cap your worlhip did belpeak.. 
Pet, Why, this was motilded on a porringer ^ 

A velvet difli ; — lie, fie ' ’tis low'd anil lUthy : 
Why, ’tis a cockle, or a walnut-fliell, 

A knack, a toy, a rriek, a baby's cap; 

Aw'ay with it ; come, let me have a Litrger. 

Cath. I’ll have no bigger; this doth fit the 
time, 

And getwlewomcn wear fuch caps as tbxfc. 

Pet. When you are gentle,, y^u lhall have one 
And not till then. [too* 

ITor. That will not be in Iraftc. [fpeak;, 

Qab. Why, Sir, I truft, J may have leave to. 
And fpeak I will ; I am r.o child, no babe : 

'V our betters have endur’d me lay my mind; 
And; if you cannot, bjft you flop your cars. 

Aly tongue w'ill tell the anger of my heart;. 

Or till jny iicait, concealing it, will break: 

And rather than it flial), 1 will be free, 

Even to the uttcrmoli, as I pleafe, in words. 

Pet. Why, thou fay ‘ft true; it L a paltry cap, 
A cuftard cofTin, a bauble, a filkcn pyc : 

1 love thee well, in that thou hk’ll it not. 

Cath. Love me, or love me i/jt, 1 like the cap; 
And It I will have, or I will have none, [fec’t. 

Pet. Thy gow n ' why, ay, come, tjylor, let us. 
0, mercy, God ' what malking huff is here? 
What’s this? a fleeve? ’tis like a dcmi-cannon : 
What' up and down, carv’d like .Jii apple-tart > 
Here’s fnip, and nip, and cur, and ilifli, and iUflij^ 
Like to a cenler in a barber’s fliop : 

Why, what, o’ devil's name, taylor, call’d thou 
this.- [gown, 

Hot\ I i’te, flic’s like to have neither cap nor 
You bid me make it orderly and vveJI, 
According to the falhion, and the lime. 

Pet. Many, and did; bur, if you be remem- 
f did not bid you mar it to the time. [ber’d. 
Go hw me over cverv kennel licuie, . 

For 
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For yon (hnll bop without my cuflom, Sir: 

I’ll none of iti hence, make your beft^f it. 

(u4/h, 1 never Ijw a better falhion’d gown. 
More qinint, more plcafing, nor ithmc com- 
mendable : 

Ticlike, you mean to make a puppet of me. 

7br Mind a!ont; ^jAlvuhtr, 

Pet. Well, come, my Katt ; we will unto 
your father’s, 

Even in thefe Iioncft mean habiliments; 

Our purfes fliall he proud, our garments poor: 
For ’tis the mind that makes tlie body rich; 

And as the fun breaks through the darkeft clouds, 
So honour pccreth in the me.ineft habit. 

What, is the jay more precious than the lark, 
Becaule his feathers arc more beautiful ^ 

Or is the adder better than the eel, 

Bccaufe his [Minted fKin contents the eve ^ 

O, no, good Rate ; neither air thou tlie worfi;, 

For this poor furmtuie and mean airay. 

yi’ lo vely iro?!7a7i. 

Fair, lovely miudcn, young and affifnie, j 

TMorc clear of hue, and far more beautiful i 

Than precious fanlonyx, or {)ur[*lo rocks 
Of amethills, or gliftering hyavinth: 

— Sweet Catherine, tliis loV'-ly woman — 

Catb. Fair, love ly lady, briglu and cryllallinc, 
Beauteous and lately as the cye-train’d bird; 

As glorious as the morning wafli'd with dew, 
Within whole eyes flic takes her dawning beams, 
And golden fummer lleeps upon thy cheeks ; 
Wrap up thy radiations in Ibme cloud, 

Left that thy beauty make this ftately town 
Unhabitable as the burning '/one, 

With fweet reflections of tliy lovely face. 

Huppim fs atiaincfl* 

Happily I have arriv’d at laft 
Unto the wiflied haven of my blifs. 

Others meafared hv ourfelves. 

He that is giddy thinks the world turns round. 
Greyhound. 

O Sir, Lucentio flipp’d me for Ids greyhound, 
Wdiich runs himfeli, and catches for his niafter. 
Wife's Suhmiflinn. 

Marry, peace it bodes, and love, and quiet life. 
An awful rule, and right fupremacy; 

And, to be Ihort, what not, that’s fwcet and 
happy ? 

7 be' Wife* s Drttv to her Hujbmd. 

Fie ! tie I unknit that threat’ning, unkind 
brow ; 

And dart not fcornful glances from thofe eyes. 
To wound thy loid, thy king, thy governor : 

It blots thy beauty, as fiofts bite the meads ; 
Confounds thy fame , as whirlw inds lhakc fair buds; 
And in no fcnfc is meet, or amiable. 

A woman mov'd, is like a fountain troubled, 
Muddy, ill-feeming, thick, bereft of beauty; 

And while it is fo, hone fo dry or thirfty 
W'lll deign to tip, or touch one drop of it. 

Thy hulband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper,’ 
Thy head, ihy fovercign ; ouc that cares for thcc, 
And for thy maintenance commits his body 


To painful labour bot^ bvjea aiadjand;^ 

To watch tlie niglit in WffRs, the day in cold. 
While thou heft warm at home, fecurc and fate; 
And craves no other tribute at tby hands, 

But love, fair Kxiks, and true obedience; — • 

Too little payment lor fo great a debt. 

Such duty as the fuhjett owes a prince, 

Even liich, a w'oman oweth to her Iiufhand: 

And when 11 ;l s frow.ird, pcevilh, fuiltii, 

And nor obedient to his honeft will, 

What is (he but a fnu\ contending rebel. 

And gracclcfs traitor to her loving lord ? 

1 am .dhani d, tiiat women are fo timplc 
To ofttTw ar, where they lliould kneel for peace; 
Or I'cek for rule, fupremacy, and fway, 

W’hen Tlu.y are bound to ferve, love, and obey. 
Why ate «)ur bodies foft, and weak, and fmo»>ih. 
Unapt ro i »il and trouble in the world, 

But dint u'lf fofi conditions, and our hearts, 

Shii ild Well agree witii our external parts > 
Come, come, you fnAvaid and unable w^orms ! 

My miml hatli been :is big as one ot yours, 
jMy Ite.ot as great; mv reafon, liajtly, more, 

To bmdy wnvd for w*'rd, .nul frown for frowm : 
Hut nou', J ftv our Li-ices arc but ftiaw’s; 

C^ur ftrnvgtb as weak, our weak nels j)afl compare; 
That teeming to he moil, wducli we indeed leafl 
aiw*. 

riifii v.ili vour flomaehs, for it is no boot; 

/Vnd place \oiir hands beneuh yair hulhand's 
In tokc*'i of wbirh ilurv , if he plcafc, [foot; 
My li*nd IS ready — may ir do linn cafe ! 


§ II. THE TEMPEST. Shaksteare. 


Mi'/unctfi nnd P}oJ/>ero. 

Mii.f^ I have fufl’erM [vcflci. 

With thofe that I frivv fulFer’ A brave 
Who had no doubt foinc noble creature in her, 
Dallf d all to pieces. O tlie cry did knock 
Againft my very heart' Poor fouls! they peri fti’d. 
Had 1 been aiiy goil of power, 1 would ' 

Have funk tab Ira witlim tlie earth, or e’er 
It Ihuuld ill# good ill ip fo have fwallow’d, and 
The freighting tbuU within her. 

Pi of. \Vi[ )e thou thine eves, have comfort. 

The direful fpedlacle of tl.c wreck, w'hicli touch'd 
The very virtue of compaflion in thee, 

I have w ith fuch provilion in mine aft 
So fafely order’d, that there is no tbul— 

No not lb much perdit^in as an hair, 

Betid to any creature in the vcflel 

Which thou hcard’ft cry, which thou faw’ft finfc. 

Caliban s Curfes, 

As wicked dew, as e’er my mother brufli’d 
With raven’s feather from unwholfome fen. 

Drop on you both ! Ibutli-wcft blow on ye, 

And blitter you all o’er ! 


I muft cat my dinner. 

This illaiid’s mine, by Sycorax my mbtW, 
Which ihou tak’ft from life,* When thou ca;^eft ' 
firft, ^ [wouldft give me 

Thou ftroakd’ft me, and mad’ft much of me 

Water 
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•Water vvich berries in’t, au.l teach me how 
To name the and how the Icfs, 

That burn by day and iiijrht : and then I lov’d 
And llicw’d.rhcc all the quHruiei. o’ ih' ille, Lthec, 
The ficlh I'pvmgs, brine pits, barren place and 
' feitile; 

Ciir<s'd be I, that I did fo! all the charms 
Of Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, light on you ! 
SKc) 5 1 am all the iubjedts that you have, [me 
Which fiift was mine own king: and here you dy 
In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from me 
The left (if the illand. 

CiAliha}{s Extdtatioyi after Prof/>e)o telh hhn be 
faf^ht to ^violate the Iheom' 0 / h/s ChiUL 
Oh, ho, ho, ho ’—’would it had been clone, 
Thou didft prevent me; f irad peopled die 
This iflt with Calibans. 

P)o{\ Ahliorred ftave ’ 

\Vhich any jitint of goednef* will not take, 
lacing capable of all ill ' J piticil thee, [hour 
Tofils pains 10 make thee Ipeak, taught thee each 
One thing or other: when thou didl'i nor, f.ivagc, 
Know diine own meaning, but wouldll gabble 
like 

A thing ninft hnirifti, 1 endow'd thy purpofts 
With words that madctl.ein known: but tivy vile 
race, [ gOud-.it.ru re 

Though thou didft learn, had that in t which 
Could not abide to be with ; thcicfore waft tiiou 
Jklirvedlv conlin'd into this lock, 

lipdll dcl'erv'd iiKu'e than a piifon, [< n > 
('•//. Von taught me langii.tgcj and my pioiit 
Is, 1 kv.ow howto curie, the red plague rid }c>u, 
I'or Ic'llujing me your language 1 

M///.7 . 

W'luicfliouldihismulitbc? i’lhcairorthccarth' 
It founds no more: and fure, it v\:ii:s upoii 
Some Cjod of the illand, Sitioig on a bank, 
■W'cepii'.g again the king my Lt’«' I's wicck, 

Tliis muiic crept by me upon the w'.Uorsj 
Ali.iV'ing both iheir furv and iny pallioii 
Wiifi its fwcet air. 

Aiftfs So*!ii» * 

Full fathom ftic thy fath.er lies;* 

Of his bones .ire coiul made; 

TJiofc arc pearls tli.at were his eyes; 

Kotlung of him that doth fade, 

But doth luffer a Ica-change, 

Into fomething rich ancl ftrangc. 
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell: 

Hark, now T hear ilnau, ding-dong, bell, 
Amiabk Himphuly\f M'nanda on fojl Fh w of 
Perdina/uL 

Prof, This gallant, w'hich thou feeft, 

Was in \hc wreck; and, but he’s fomething 
ftain’d [call him 

With grief, that’s beauty’s canker, thou might’ll 

A goodly pcrlbii. 

Pfir. i might call 

A thing divine; for tiothing natural 
I ever i'aw.fo noble 

Per. RJoft fure, the goddefs 
tji^'hoin tliefti airs attend 1 


M:r. 'Fhcrc’s nothing ill can dwell in uich a 
If the ill fptrit liavc fo lair a houlc, [temple ; 
Good things will drive to dwell with ’t. 

A s Spctt h. 

My fpiiitfi, as in a dream, are ail bound up. 
My father's lofs, the weakiicfs which 1 feel. 

The wreck of all my fi iends, or this man’s threats. 
To whom 1 am lubdu’d, are but light to me. 
Might I but thro* my prifon once ^ day 
Behold this maid : all coi ners elfc o* the earth 
l.et L/iberty make uie of; fpnee enough 
Have I in fuch a prifon. 

P.eji^/hdion and Crntitjuk, 

Bcfcecli you, feir, be merry : you have caufc 
(So have we all) of joy ; for our cfcape 
Is much beyond our lofs ; our hint of woe 
Is common ; tvery day feme laiJor's wife, 

The mafter of fomc merchant, and the merchant. 
Have juft tmr theme of woe : but for tlic miracle, 

I mean our prefervaiion, few in millions 

Can Ipeak like us : tiicii wdfely, good Sir, w'cigh 
Our foriovv with our comfort. 

Dcjd'ipt.o?! of P( t dirnmC y fivimniin" ajhon^ 

1 fnw him beat the furpes under him, 

Aiul ride upon their bavks; he trod tJie water, 
Whole enmity he Hung atide, and incailed 
The fiirgc moft hvoln ilut met him; lii.s bold 
he.tcl 

’Prove the contentious wave, he kept, and oar’d 
liimfclf with his g' » d arms in lufty ftiokcs 
T-> r!\e IhoK , that (.• cr Jiis wave-worn bafts bow’d, 
Hooping to lellcVc him i 1 not doubt, 

I I j came alive to land. 

7 fio fi wiV' R 'proof emhnadvrrird upon. 

The truth yon fpeak doth lack fomc gemlcntft', 
An*l time to (peak it in : you rub the fore, 

When you Ihould find the plaillcr. 

6 '. tlnr on Viup'um Pornis of Gfevcrnmrnf. 

T' the commonwealth I w'ould by contiaric^ 
F/Xecute all things: for no kind of tratfick 
Would I admit; no name of magiilratc ; 

Litters fhould nor be known; riches, po\ertv. 
And life (jf fervice, none; con^ra6ts, iucctflion. 
Bourn, bound i>f land, tilth, \iiicyard, none ; 

N«» ule of metril, corn, or wine, or oil; 

No oc’up'ifton; ail men idle, all ; 

And women too, but innocent, and pure : 

N.) fovereignty : 

All things 111 common nature lliould produce 
Vl'ithout fwcat or endeavour: treafon, felony. 
Sword, pike, knife, gun, or need of any engine. 
Would 1 not have; bur nature fliould bring fbrti? 
Of its own kind, all foizon, all abundance; 

To feed mv innocent people, 
f \vould tviih fiicii pcifeilion govern, Sir, ^ 
To e^cel the golden age. 

Sktp. 

Do not omit the heavy olfer of it r 
It fcldotn viftrs Ibrrow ; wlien it doth, 

It is a comforter. 

A fine Apofioptjiu 

They fell together all, as by confent; 

They dropp’d, sis bya thundcr-firokc. What m ighti 

Wordtv 
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Worthy Scbaftian?— O, wliat might’ — ^np more:— 
And yet, methink$, 1 fee it in thy face, [and 
What thou ihouldft be: th'occafiou fpeaks thcej 
My ftrong imagination fees a crown 
Dropping upon thy head. 

Caliban's Curjes, 

Alt the infc 6 tioiis that the fun fucks up 
trom bogs, fchs, flats, on Profper fall, and make 
By inch-meal a difeafe ! His fpii its hear me, [him 
And yet 1 needs muft curie. But they’ll not pinch. 
Fright me with^irchin-llicws, pitch me i’ the mire, 
Kor lead me, like a firebrand, in the dark 
Out of my way, unlcfs he bid than ; but 
For every trifle are they let upon rnc ; 

Sometimes, like apes, tiiat moe and chatter at me, 
And after bite mcj then like hedge-hogs, which 
Lie tumbling in my bare-foot way, and mount 
Their pricks at my foot-fall ! fometime am I 
All wound with acldcis, who with cloven tongues 
Do hifs me into madntfs Lo • now ' lo ! 
Here comes a Ipirit of his; and to torment me. 
For bringing wood in flowly : I’ll fall flat; 
Perchance, -he will not mind me. 

Caliban's Promifes. 

I’ll flicw thee the beft fprings ; I’ll pluck thee 
berries ; 

I’ll fifli for thee, and get thee wood enough. 

A plague upon the tyrant that I ferve * 
ril bear him no more flicks, but follow thee. 

Thou wondrous man. 

I pr’yrhec, let me bring thec where crabs grow j 
And I with my long nails will dig thee pig-nuts; 
Shew thee a jay’s nefl, and inftrudf thte how 
To fnarc the nimble marmozet ; I’ll bring thec 
To cluft’ring filberds, and fometimes Pll get thec 
Young fca-iiick from the rock. 

and nnbiajfrd AjfcSiion. — Ft vdinandt bcar^ 
ing a Log'. 

There be feme fports arc painful ; but their 
labour 

Delight in them fets off: fomc kinds of bafenefs 
Are nobly undergone ; and raoft poor matters 
Point to lich ends. This my mean talk would be 
As heavy to me, as ’ti.^ odious ; but 
The miftrefs which 1 ferve, quickens what’s dead, 
And makes my labours plcafurcs : O, the is 
Ten times more gentle th.in her f.uher’s crabbed; 
And he’s compos’d of harlhnels. I mufl remove 
Some rhoufands of thei'e logs, and pile cm up, 
Upon a fore injim£lion. My fvveet milircfs 
Weeps when fhc fees me work; and la>s, fuch 
Had ne’er like executor. 1 forget : [bafenefs 

But thefe fweet tlioughts do even refrcih my la- 
Moft bufy-lefff, wlicn 1 do it. • [hours, 

Admir'd Miranda ! 

Indeed, the top of admiration ; worth 
What’s dcarefl to the world ! Full many a lady 
I have eyed with beft regard ; and many a time 
The harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 
Brought my too diligent tar : for fevcral virtues 
Have I lik’d fevcral women ; never any 
/With lb full foul, but fomc defeft in her 
Did quari'cl with the nobleft grace llic ow’d, 
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And put it to the foir:*\bu t O you. 

So pcrfe£i, and fo peerlclS, are created 
Of every creature’s befl. 

Mirandas offering to oiny the Logs* for btm is 
pcctdiarly elt gant. 

If you 11 fit down, 

I’ll bear your logs the while: pray give nlc that ; 
I'll caiTy it to the pile. 

And afteriutards, how innocent i 
—I am a fool^ 

To weep at what I am glad of, 

I am your wife, if you will marry me ; 

If nor, I *11 die your maid ; to be your fellow 
You may deny me ; but I’ll be your fervant, 
Whether you will or no. 

Punijhmcnt of Crimes delay ed^ not forgotten. 

For which foul deed 

The powers, delaying not forgetting, have 
Incens’d thefeas and fhores, yea, all the creature^ 
Againft your peace. 

Guilty Co?rfdencf. 

O, it is monftrous ! monftrous !-— 
Methought, the billows fpokc, and told me of it ; 
The winds did fing it to me ; and the thunder, 
That detp and dreadful organ-pipe, pronounc’d 
The name of Profpero ; it did bafs my trefpafs. 
Gon. All three of them arc defperate; their 
great guilt. 

Like poilbn given to work a great time after, 
Now 'gins to bite the fpiiits. 

Profpero* s Boafl of Miranda. 

O Ferdinand, 

Do not fmile at me that 1 boaft her oflf ; ^ 

For thou lhalt find Ihc will outftrip all priifc. 
And make it halt behind her. 

Continence before Marriage, 

Prof. If thou doft break her virgin-knot, before 
All fandlimonious ceremonies may 
With full and holy rirc be ininiftcr’d, 

No fwcet afperfion fliall the heavens let fall 
To make this contradl grow; but barren hate, 
Sour-eyed dil^lain, and difeord, fliall beflrew 
The union of vour bed w'ith weeds fo loatlilv. 
That you (hall hate it both ; therefore, take liecd. 
As Hymen's lamps fliall light you. 

A Lo'ucrs PiotefitUion, 

Ferd. As 1 hope 

For quiet days, fair ilTuc, and long life. 

With fuch love as 'tis now ; the murkiell den. 
The mod opportune place, the ftrong’ll fuggeftion 
Our worfer genius can,*!hall ii^ver melt 
Mine honour into Inft ; to take away 
The edge of that day’s celebration, 

When 1 fliall think," or Piia'bua’ deeds are foun- 
Or night kept chain’d below. [dcr'd, 

PaJJion too Jiiong jor Faivs. 

Prof. Look thou be true ; do not give dalliance 
Too much the rein ; the ftrongeft oaths are draw 
To the fire i' the blood : ’‘■c abdeiiiious. 

Or elfc, good night your vo\y ! 

Ferdhand's Anfwer^ * * , 

I warrant you. Sir ; 4 

The white, cold, virgin-fnow* uppn my heart 
Abates the ardor of ^y liver. 

^ Vmitff 
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, Fanity rf Human Nature. 

Prof. Our revel* now are ended : thefe oura£tors, 
As I fofetoUl you, were all fpirits, and 
Are melted into air, into thin air : 

' And, like the bafelefs fabric of this vifion, 

'I]hc cloud-capt towers, the gorgeous palacesi 
The folonrvn temples, the great globe itlelf, 

JVea all which it inherit, Ihall dilFolve } 

‘And, like tl|^s inrubllantial pageant faded, 

Leave not a rack behind ! We are (uch ftuiF 
As dreams arc made on ; and our little lift 
Is rounded with a Hcep. 

Drunkards irithanUd by A)r\el. 

Ariel. I told you, Sir, they were red-hot with 
drinking ; 

So full of valour, that they fmote the air 
For breathing itl their faces j beat the ground 
For kiffing of their feetj yet always bending 
Towards tlieir projcdl. Then J beat my tabor; 
Atwhichi like unback’d colts, they prick *d their 
cars, 

Advanc'd their eye-lids, lifted up their nofes, 

As they fmelt mufic : fo I charm’d their cars. 
That, calf-like, they my lowing follow’d, through 
Tooth’d briars, lharp furzes, pricking gols, and 
thorns, 

Which enter’d their frail Ikins : at laft I left ’em 
I’tlie filthy mantled pool beyond your cell. 
There dancing up to the chins. 

Caliban. 

. Vrf\f. A devil, a born devil, on whofe nature 
Nurture can nev>T fiitk ; on whom my pains, 
Huil^anely taken, all, all loft, ijuitc loft ; 

AjuI as with age his body uglier grows, 
his ihind cankers'. 

Light of Foot. 

Pray you, tread fottly , that the blind mole may not 
Eear a foot fall. 

Fine Senfiment. cf Humanity on Repentance. 
✓iV/V/.— The icing, 

His brother, and yours, abide all three diftra£lcdj 
And the remainder mourning over them, 
Krim-full of (brrbw and difniay, but chiefly him 
'Fhat you term’d Sir, the good old lord, Gonzaio; 
His tears run down his heard, like winter’s drops 
hrom eaves of reeds: your charm lb ftrongiy 
works ’em, 

Tlii^t if you now behold them, your aflc^lions 
Would become tender. 

Prof. Doft thou think fo, fpirit ? 

Artel. Mine would, Sir, were 1 huitian. 

Prof. And mine ihal^. 

•Haft thou, which arc but air, a touch, a feeling 
Of their aftlidlions, and Ihall not mylelf, 

One of their kind, that rclidi all as lliarply, 
Paliion as they, be kindlier mov'd than thou art? 
Tho' with tlicir higk wrdngs I am itrufde to th’ 

zet with my nobler reafbn, ’gainft my fury 
Do I tak<^ part : t$c rarer a£lion is 
In virtue tli^n in vengeance : they being penitent, 
The foie drift of oiy purp^ft doth extend 
iHet a fifowA farther. 
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Fairies and Magic. 

Ye elves of hills, brooks. Handing lakeS, and 
groves ; 

And fc, that on the fands with printlefs foot 
Do chafe the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him, 
WHicn he comes back; yoii demi -puppets, that 
By moon-lliine do the green four ringlets make. 
Whereof the ewe not bites 3 and you, whofd 
paftime 

Is to make midnight mu (brooms ; that rejoice 
To hear the folcinn curfew ; by whofe aid 
(Weak maftf^s tho’ ye be) I have bedimm’d 
The noon-tide Jun> call'd forth the mutinoul 
winds, 

Arid ’twixt the green fca and the azur’d vault 
Set roaring war: to the dread rattling thunder 
Have J giv’ii fire, and rifred Jove’s ftout oak 
With his own bolt: the ftrong-bas’d promontor/ 

I Have 1 made ftiake ; and by the fp'.v# pluck’d up 
The pine and cedar: graves, at inv command, 
Have wak'd thcirllecpers ; oped and let them tortjk 
By my fo potent art. 

Senfes returnii^g. 

The charm diftolvcs apace) 

And as the morning fteals upon the niglit; 

Melting the darknefs, fo their rifing fenfes 
Begin to chafe the ign'rrnt fumes, that mantU 
Their clearer rcaibn*-^ 

Their undcrftandiag 

Begins to fwcll; and the approaching tide 
Will (borcly fill the rcafonable (horcs, 

That now lie foul and muddy. 

Ariel's Song. 

Where the bee fucks, there fuck Ij 
In a cowflip’s bell I lie : 

There 1 couch when owls do cry. 

On the bat’s back I do fly 
After fummer, merrily: 

Merrily, merrily, fliall I live now, 

Under the bloftbm that hangs on the bought 

Patience. 

Alon. lrit:parnblc is the lofs } and patience 
Says, it is paft her cure. 

Prof. 1 rather think, 

You h.ivc not fought her help ; of whofe foft grace^ 
For tlic like lol>.,"l have her fovcrcigii aid, 

And reft mylelf content. 

§ II. TWELFTH NIGHT, or WHAT* 
YOU WILL. StiAKsrBARe^ 

Mufic and Leve. 

tF mufic be the food of Tbve, play on, 

Give me excefs of it; tha^ lurfeiting; 

The appetite may fickcn; and fo die. 

That ilraiii again it had a dying fall : 

O, it came o’er my car^ like the fweet ftuthy 
That breathes upon a bank of violets, 

Stealing, and giving odour.— Enough j fitf 
more;— * 

’Tis not ib fweet noxilr, is k“ befofiff 
0 fpirit of love, how quick an^j^eib aA thou I 
That, nbiwithftanding thy cnpacitf;. > ' 
d . • ReaeitHb 
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Rercivctli as the fca, ndUirht entert. there, 

Of \\b.it vaihiity and pitch foever, 

Jiut fails into jibateniLiit and low price, 

Even in a minute ' So full of llupes. fancy, 
'I’hat it alone is hitdi fantaitical. 

Lo-^'e, in rtjr ence to Hunting, 

O, wht n my eyes uid fee Olivia iirif, j 

Mcthou"ht llie purg’d the air <if pelnlencc ; | 

That inftant was I lurr.M into a hart: | 

And my dcTirt-s, like fell and cruel hounds. 

E’er lince purlue ine. 

Natural Affe^kn akin to U-vs. 

• O, ihc, that hath a heart of th.-t line Tiamc, 

To pay this debt of Io\c but to a brother, 

Ilow will Ihe love, wiien the neb. Golden lhaft 
Hath kill'd the iiock of all '.itlc^-ion'j ellb 
That live in lier; wIku li\e», b'ain, and heart, 
Thcfc fovercign thionCb, are all I’upplied, and 
hi I’d. 

(Her fweet perfediorss) with one felf-king ’ 
Defeription of S ' bajiian's Efcape, 

■— J I'aw )o\ir brother, 

ATofl- provident in pual, bind himfilf [tier) 
(Courage and hope both tcachiii'; bim the [»rac- 
To a ftrong mart, tliat liv’d upon the fca; 

Wheie, like Arion on the dolphin’s ixick, 

1 faw him hold acquaintance w'uh the wa\cs, 

So long as I could fee. 

A£lms of the Great always talked of 
You know 

What great ones do, the kfb will pr.^ttlo of. 
Outward Appearance a foken of inward 

UynL 

There is fair bchavious' in thec, captain ; 

And, though tliac rature witli a Inauteoub wall 
Hotii oft clofe in pollution, yet of ihce 
1 wjll believe, il.ou hah a mind tlut lults 
With this iliy fair and outw'ard character. 

A beautiful Boy, 

Dear iad, believe it; 

E«)r they lhall yet belie thy happy years. 

That fay, thou art a man ; Diana’s lip 

'.is nor more fmooth and rubious; rhy fmall pipe 

ifs as the maiden’s organ, ilirill and found. 

And all is femblative a woman’s part. 

Beauty, 

’Tis beautv truly blent, whofe red and white 
l^aturc’s own fwc-et and cunning hand laid on : 
.Lady, you arc the cruclTt flie alive, 

■ff you will lead thclc graces to the grave. 

And leave the world no copy. 

Extreme Love, 

My lord and inafter loves you : O, fuch love 
Could be but recompens’d, though you were 
I' lie nonp/arcil of beauty. [crown’d 

Chara&er of a noble Gentleman, 

Yet I fuppofe him virtuous, know him noble, 
Of great eftate; of frefli and ftainlcfs youth; 

In voices w'ell divulg’d, free, learn ’d, and valiant, 
And, in dimenfKm, and the lhape of nature, 

A gracious perfon : hut yet J cannot love him ; 
JHc iijiglu have took his anfwer long ago. 


EXTRACTS, 

Refolved Love, 

Oliv, — VV'hy, what w'ould you ? 

Vio. Make me a ''.ilbnv cabin at your, gate, 

And c.dl upon 'my ibul w-irhin tlic lioufc; . 

Wiiu^ loyal eaiuos td’ contemned love, 

And hiig them loud c^cn in the dead of night; 
iloila \()iir name to the reverberate hills, 

And make the babbling goihp of the air 
Cry oui, Olivia ' O, you Ihould notyreft 
BeuVLin tb.e elements of air and earth, * 

But y('U Ihould pity me. 

Difguife, 

Difimiie, I fee, thou art a wickednefs, 

Wild Lin ihc pregnant enemy does much. 

Ilow cafy IS ir, for the proper fa He 
In women’s waxen I'.eaits to fee their forms ! 

Alas ’ our fruihy is the caufe, not we ; 

Bor, lach as we are made of, fuch wc be. 

Serious Mnfic mojl agreeable to Lovers, 

“Nou, good Ccfaiio, but that piece of hmg, 

Tliat old and antique fong wc heard laft night: 
Methonght It did relieve my paiiion much ; 

More than liglit air.s and rvColLi^ted terms 
Of thefc moll hnfK. and giddy-paced times. 

7 rue Love, 

Duke. Come hithLr,bo\ j ’f v\ cr ihou fluilt love, 
In the fw'cet pangs of it rcMncmlur nc ; 
h’or fucli as J am, nil tnu lo\ers are ; 

Cnllr.id and Ikiitifh in nil motions elfe, 

Save in tltc conll.ict imtu/c ot the crtntuic 
That is helov'd. — How dolt tliou hke this tunc? 

Fk, It gives a very echo to the feat 
Where love is thron'd. * 

In Lzve, the IVomanfhoW d he youngefi . 

Too old, by heaven ; kt Itill the woman tcjkc 
An elder than hcrl'elf; fo wears Ihe to him, 

So fways Ihe level in lici hnlliand’b heart. 

For, hoy, however we do putife ourfelvci. 

Our fancies are more gicUlv and unlirm, 

More longing, w-awriisg, looiier loll and w'orn. 
Than women’s arc. 

Vk. I think it wa ll, my lord. 

Duke, Then let thy love he younger than 
Or thy afFcftion cannot hold the bent: [thyfelf. 
For women are as roles; whofe f.iir flower, 

Being once difplay’d, doth fall that very hour. 

CkaraShr of an old Song, 

Mark it, Celiirio, it is old and plain; 

The fpinfters and the knitters in the fun, 

And the free maids that weave their thread v\'ith 
bones, 

Do ufc to chant it ; it is Yilly footh, 

And dallies with the iniiopence of love* 

Like the old age. 

Songs 

Come away, come away, <lcath, 

And in fad cyprefs let rn.vkg laid : 

Fly away, fly away, breath; " 

I am llain by a fair cruel maid. 

My fliroud of white lluck ail with yew, , 

O, prepare it ; 

My part of death no gne fo true 
Did ihai'c it, 

Nk 
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Cook Iir. 

>4)t a llowi'r, not a flower fwi tt, 

On mv bIcKkeoflni li;t tlicrc be ftrown; 

Not a friend, nor a friend greet 

My poor corplc, where my bones lli.ill be thrown* 
A thoufancl, tlioufand fighs to fa\e, 

Lay me, O, where 

Sad true lover ne'er find my grave, * 

0 To weep there* 

Concealed Love, 

Duhe, There is no woman’s fides, 

Can bide the be.iring of fo Itrong a paflion, 

As love doth give luy heait : no wonran’s heart 
So big, to hold f\) much; they lack uTe.uion. 
Alas, their l(Ae may be call'd appetile — 

No motion of the Ii\er, but th.e palate, — 

Tliat futicis furfeit, cloyment, and levolt; 

JfUt mine is all as hungry a-» the fea, 

And can digiH as much : nt.ike no compare 
between that lo\e a woman can Li.ar me. 

And that I o\. c Olivia. 
no. Ay, bijt 1 know— 

Duke. Wli.it dolt thou know ? 
no. Too well what io\c women to men may 
In faith, they are ns tine (d* liCtiir as wc. fowc; 
Aly father li ul a daiighrcr lov’d a in.kii. 

As It might be, perhaps, were 1 a woin.iu, 

] fliould your lordlhip. 

]>uke. And what's her hiftory ^ [love, 

yto. A blank, my lord ; She never told her 
Ihir let conce.ilinent, like a worm i’ llT bud, | 
J’eed on her dainalk cheek: llic pin’d in thought; 

with A green and yellow melancholy, 
hhc.l.it, like patience on a monument, 

Smiling at giitf. 

AJefler. 

This fellow is wife enough to pl:-iy tlic fool ; 
And to do that well, craves a kind of wit : 
lie nuirt obfcTve iluir mood on whom he jefts, 
Tlie quality of pcifons, and the time; 

And, like ilie ha^gaid, ciscck at every haihcr 
Tliat comes hefoie his e\c. This is a practice, 
As full of labour as a wife man's art: 

For folly, that lie wifLly thews, is tit ; 

But wile men's folly fall'n, quite taints their wit. 
Fiattiry, its ill Effects. 

IVTy fci'\anr, Sir! T'was never merry world, 
Since lowly-feigning w'as called complimciir, 
Vujhught Love. 

Cefario, by the rofes of the I'pring, 

By maidhood, honour, truth, and every thing, 

1 love thcc fo, that, maugre all thy pride, 

Nor wit, nor reafon, can iny paliion hide. 

Do not extort thy rcafons from tkiv claufe, 

For hat I woo, thou '.therefore huif no caufc : 

But rather realon thus with reafon fetter : 

Love fought is good, ibut giv’n unlbught is better. 

Ingratitude, 

Ant, Is 't pof^ir*# that my deferts to you 
Can lack p^rio^on? Do not tempt my inilery, 
Left tha^ it ma{^c me To unfuund a man, 

As to. upbraid you with thofc kindiielies 
That 1 have donfi tor you. 

Vio. I know of none ; 

NV know 1 you by voica, or any feature ; 


I hare ingratitude more in a man, 

riian lying, v.,in.itfs, babbling dnmktniicft* 

Or any taint ot vice, whole ilrong corruption 
Inliabits uui frail blood. 

Deformity in the Mind. 

Ant. But, O, how vile an idol proves this 
god 

Thou haft, Sebaftian, done good feature llj.ime. 
In naniic there \s no blemilh, bin du- miiul; 

None can be call'd ueform’d, but the unkind; 
X'iituc is beaut V ; but the Ix.iutuav. cv il 
Ale enijsry trunks, o’eiftourilh’d by the devil. 
Ignorance of curf lves: — One Drunkard's Ki* 
fietlion on another. 

Then !u:’s a logue, a ul a palfy-mcafurcs pavin s 
1 liate a (!iunU«n logue. 

§ li. Tl I L i'Wo GENTLEMEN OF 
L kO N A. S'n’h K s i* e a r E . 

I'l l' Advantages of bravely l^c, 
/W.Ob’.ASK lo piriu.ule, my loving Ihorhcus; 

Home-keeping voutb have ever homely 
Wer r not aft'ed ion c bains tbv tender d.iys * 

'1\> til,. fwiTt glances of thy honour'd love, 

1 rather vvoulil intreat iliv coivpany, 

To fte the wonders of the woild abroad, 

'Flian, liMiig dully (luggirdi/'d at home, 

I Wear out tliy >ourh with iliapelefs idknefs. 

But, fincctbou lov'll, lov ell ill, and thrive ilierein; 
Even as 1 would, when L to love bigni. 

Vro, Wilt thou be gone ^ Sweet V^ileiuinc, 
adieu ! 

Think on rhy Protheus, when thou Injilv fecit 
Some rare aiot^.-vvorihy obji.^l in thy travel: 

Wilh me partaker in rhy happinel's, 

When thou doft meet good-lijp; and, in thy 
J f ever danger do environ il.Li', [ d.inger, 

Commend thy grievance to m v holy prayers, 

For I will be iliv bead’s-mr'..!. \ nlent '.ic. 

I'ke Evils of being in Love. 

To be in love, where k..rri is bought W'iili 
groans, [moment’s mirth. 

Coy looks, with heart- fore fighs; one fading 
With twenty watchfui, weary, tedivius nights : 

If haply woii, perhaps, a haplcU gain : 

If loft, why tlien a grievous lab(*ur won j 
However, but a folly bought with wit, 

Or eife a wit by folly vanquilhed. 

Love commended and difprai fed. 

Pro, Yet writeis lay, as in the fweeteft bud 
The caring canker dwells, fe cat.nj love 
[iihabits in the Inicft w'its of all. 

Val. And writeis fay, as tlieinoft forwaid bud 
Is eaten by the canker, ere it blow. 

Even fo by love tlic young and tender wit 
Is turn'd to folly ; blafting in the bud, 

I.ofing his verdure even in the prime, 

And all the fair eiFe6ts of future hopes. 

Pro, He after honour hunts, I after love: 

He leaves his friends, to dignify them more ; 

I leave mylelf, my friends, and all for love. 
Thou, Julia, thou haft metamorphos'd me ; 

Made me ncglcd my ftudies, Iglc my time, 
d 2 War 
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Wrf with gocid couhfcl, fct the world at nought ; 
Made wit with muling weak, heart* fick with 
thought. 

Lo^vefro^vjarJ rni dijfmbling, , 

Maids, in modcfty, Ciy No, to that f Ay. 

Which ihcv would have the protFrer conftruc, 
Fic, fic • how wayward is this t’oolilh love, 

That, like a telly babe, <vill Icratch the nurfc, 
And preftnrly, all hunjblcd, kil's the rod ! 

ne Advantages of Travel, 

Pant, lie wonder’d, that your lordfhip 
Would fuffer him to fpciiJ his youth at home; 
While Wthcr men, of flender reputation, 

Put forth tficir ions to Icck preferment out : 

Soitlc, to the wars, to try their fortune there; 
Some, to difeover iflands far away ; 

Some, to the iUidioiis univerlities. 

For .my, or for all thcle exerciles, 

Ife fnid, that*rrotheus, \our fon, was meet : 

And did requtft m:;, to importiliTe you. 

To let him i'pend his time no more at home, 
AVhich \^ould be great impeathment to his age, 

In having known no Iravcl in his youth. 

Ant, Nnr need’ll thuii much importune me 
to that 

Wheicon this month I have been hammering. 

I have confidcr’d well liis lofs ol time; 

And how he cannot be a perfect man, 

T^'ot being tried, and tutor’d in the ^^OIId : 
Kxpeiicncc is by induftry achiev’d, 

And |Jerft6ted by the I'wift coiirlc of time. 

Love compared io an April Day, 

O, ho\V fhis fpTing of love rtl'embkrh 
Th’ uncertain glory of an April day; 

W'hich now llicws all tin: beauty of tlie fun, 
And by and by a cloud takes all uwuy ! 

An ac comp fified young Gsnileman, 

His years h\it young, but his experience old; 
lli.s head unmcllow’d, but his judgment tipc; 
And, in a word (for far behind his worth 
Come ail the praifes that 1 now bellow), 

He is complete in feature, and in mind, 

With all good grace to grace a gentleman. 

Contempt of Love tumferd. 

T have done penance for contemning love ; 
Whofc high imperious thoughts havcpuoilh’d me 
With bitter falls, with penitential groans, 

With nightly tears, and daily heart- fore fighs ; 
For, in revenge of my contempt of love, 

J Avc hath chacM deep from my enthralled ejes, 
And madfe them watchers or my own heart’s 
forrow. 

O, gentle Proiheus, love’s a mighty lord ; 

And hath fo humbled me, as, 1 confcls, 

There is nor woe to his correftion, 

Nor, to his fcrvlce, no fuch joy on canh ! 

Now no difeourfe, except it be of Jove ; 

Novv can 1 break my fad, dine, fun, and flcep, 
Vpoh the very naked name of love. 

Love fed by Praijh 
i— 'Call her di\ ine. 

Pro* I will not Ratter her* 

PaL O Ratter me; for love delights in praifcs. 


X T R A C T S, 

Lover* s Wealths 
Not for the world : why, man, Ihc is mine owft? 
And I as rich in having fuch a jewel, , 

As twenty leas, if all their limd were pearl, 

The water iicd’iar, and the rocks pure gold. 

True Love jealous. 

For love, thou know’d, is full of jealouly. 

Love compared to a voaxen Image, ^ 
Now inv love is thaw’d, 

Which, like a waxen image ’gainft a fire,* 

Bears no imprclfion of the thing it was. 

Unbeedful Povus to he broken. 
Unheedful vows may heedful ly be broken ; 
And he wants wit that Wants iclolved will 
To learn his wit to exchange the bad for better; 
Oppofition to Love incrcafes it. 

Jul, A true devoted pilgrim is not weary 
To meafurc kingdoms witli his feeble fteps ; 
Miich lefs lhall Ihc that hath love’s wings to fly; 
And wlien the lliglu is made to one fo dear. 

Of fuch divine perfection, as Sir Protheus. 

Luc, Better fv)rbear, till Protheus make rc^ 
turn. [foul's food ^ 

ful. Oh, know ’ll rhoLi net, Ids looks arc 
Pity the dearth that I have pined in, 

By longing for that food lb long a time. 

Didll thou but know the inly touch of lovc^ 
Thou uouldd as foon go kindle fire with l'no\v\ 
As fcck to quciich the lire of love with words. 

Luc. I donut leek to qucncliyour love’s hot fire ; 
But qualify tl»c fire’s extreme rage, 
l.vll it lliould burn above the bounds of roafim 
ful. The more thou daiuin’ll it up, the iwbrc 
it burns : 

The current, that with gentle murmur glides, 
'rhou know ’ll, being hopp’d, ini patiently dothragC' 
Rut when lu^ fair tonrle is not hindered. 

Ho makes futet niulk with the eiiamel'd Clonca 
CJiving a gentle kifs to every ledge 
He overtaketh in his pilgrimage ; 

And lb by many winding nooks he ftrays, 

With willing fport, to the wild ocean. 

Then let me go, and hinder not my courfc : 
ril he as patient as a gentle ftream. 

And make a p’aflime of caclt weary ftep, 

Till tkc lall Itcp have brought me to my love’j 
And there I’ll reft, as, after much turmoil, 

A blclTcd foul doth in Elyfium. 

A ftiitbful and confiant LoVer, 

His words arc bonds, his oaths are oracles ; 

His love finccre, his thoughts immaculate; 

His tears, pure trieffengers fent from his heart ; 
His heart as far from frauii, as heaven from earth.. 
Gifts prevalent Vsitb IPbman. 

Win her with gifts, if Ihc refpc6l not words; 
Dumb jc^vels, often, in their filcnt kind, 

More than quick words, do move a woman’s 
mind. 

Flattery pfevdlint nvitb W\sman. '' 
Flatter and praife, commend, extol thei# 
graces ; «,! . - r 

Tho’ nc’ci* (b black, fay they ahgels’ faces- 
That man that bath a tongue, I fafi is no man. 

If with hii tongue he i'utnot tirin « 
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^ A Lever's Bamjbment, 

And why not death, i athcr than Jiving torment } 
To die, is to be banilh'd from mylclf; 

And Sifvia is myfclf. Banifti'd hoin lipr, 

• Is ieif from fclf; a deadly banilhment \ 

What light is light, if Silvia be not Ltn } 

What joy is joy, if Silvia be not by ? 

JUnlcfs it be to think ttiat (lie is by, 

•And feed upon the (hadow of perfection. 

Except •! be by Silvia in the night, 

There; is no mufic in the nightingale j 
Unlcfs 1 look on Silvia in the day, 

There is no day for me to look upon. 

She is jny cllcncc ; and 1 leave to he, 

If 1 be not by her fair influence 
Fofter'd, illumin’d, chcrilh'd, kept alive. 

A beautiful Perfon petitioninjf {in yain). 

Ay, ay ; and (he hr;th olfurM to the doom 
(Which unrcvm’d, (lands in efle^tual force) * 
A fea of melting pearl, w hich foine call rears : 
Thole at iter fatlser’s chiirlilh feet Ihe tender’d ; 
With them, upon Jicr knees, her humble Iclf ; 

• Wr inging her hands, whole whltencls fo became 
As if but now they waxed pale for woe : [them, 
But neither bended knees, pure hands held up, 
Sadfighs, deep groans, norfiKcr-lhedd’ng tears, 
^ould penetrate her uncoinpaliiongtc fire. 

Hope, 

Hope is a lover's flafl'; walk henpe with that j 
And manage it againii defpairing thougtits. 

Love compared to a Figure on lee. 

^is» weak iiuprefs of love is as a figuic 
Trenched in jee; which with an hour’s heat 
Diffolvcs to water, and doth htfe his form. 

Three things hated by Women, 

Pro, The beft way is, to (lander Valentine 
With falfehood, cowardice, and poor <lclctni; 
Three "lungs that women highly h^'M in hare. 
Duke. Ay, hut (lie’ll think, tiiat it u Ijjokc in 
Pro. Ay, if his enemy delivei it : [liate. 

Therefore it muft, with circumftancc, be fpoken 
By one, whom flip efleemeth as his friend. 

The Povoer of Poetry fiviib Women. 

Say, that upon the altar of her beauty 
You Ikcri lice your tears, your liglis, your heart ; 
Write, till your ink be dry ; and with your tears 
Moift it again ; and frame I'ome feeling line, 
That may difeoyer iuch integrity : — 

For Orpheus’ lute was fining with poet’s fincw's; 
Whole golden touch could fofren ficci and Hones, 
Make tigers tame, and huge leviathans 
l^rlake unfounded deeps to dance on fands. 

Song. 

Who is Silvia ? what is (he, 

Thj^t all our fwaihs commend her ? 

Holy, fair, and wife is (he; 

'^he heaven^^dh grace did lend hco 
That (he iftigCt admired be. 

Is fhc Kind as IKc is fair > 

F6r beauty lii^^with kindnefs : 

Love doth to her eves repair, 

To help I'in' Ws blindn^fs ; 

.A^d| ^ing help'd, inhaftits there. 


Then to Silvia- let us fing, 

That Silvia is excelling ; 

Slic excels c.ich mortal thing 
Upon the dull earth dwelling; 

To her let us gai lands bring. 

A lover s RejL 

fill. And fo, good refi. 

Pro. As wretches hate o’er night, 

Tb;tt wait for execution in the morn. 

True Love^ 

^ Thyfelf haft lov’d ; and J have heard thee fav^ 
No grief did ever come fo near thy heart, 

As when Uw lady and thy true love died, 

* Upon whole grate thou vow’dll pure chaftity. 

Bcautv neghHcd and lof. 

But fince flie Jid uegleCr iicr looking-gkifi. 
And threw her fun-expelling inalk au.iy, 

The air hath llai*v'd the rofes in li'*r cheeks. 
And pinch'd the lily-tindurc of hcr*1fiiec. 

7be Po^ver qf Aftion. 

And, at that time I made her weep a-good. 
For I did play a lamentable part : 

Madam, ’twa-i Ariadne, paiiiuning 
For Thefeus* perjury, and unjuft flight \ 

Which I fo litely aded with my teais, 

'^J'hat my poor miflrefs, moved thcicwithal. 

Wept bitterly; and, would 1 might be dead, 

If I in thought feh not hci very furraw ! 

Women facred^ even to Banditti. 

Fear not ; he bears an honourable mind, 

And will not ufe a woman lawkfsly. 

A Lover in Solitude, 

How' ufe doth breed a lialiit in a man } 

This fliadowy defert, unfrecjuentcd wo»ids, 

1 better biuok than flutpifliing |)eoplcJ towns ^ 
Here can I fu alone, unfecn of any, 

And to the rtiglitingalc's complaining notes 
Tune my dilln ll’cs, and record my woes, 

O, thou that doft inhabit in my breaft. 

Leave not the manfton fo long tenantleisj 
l.ofi, growing ruinous, the building fall, 

And leave no memory of what it was ! 

Repair me with tliy prefence, Sihia; 

Thou gentle nymph, cheriih thy forlprn fwArn. 

J(.ove unreturneJ. 

Wliat dang’rous aClion, ftood it next to death, 
W’ould 1 not undergo hir one calm hxik > 

O, ’cis the curie in love, and ftill approv’d, 
When women cannot love where they’re bclov’ik 

Infidelity in a Friend^ and Reconciliation on 
Repentance. 

Pal. Treacherous man ! 

Them haft beguil’d my hopes; nought but mine eye 
Could have perfuaded me : now 1 dare not fay, 

I have one friend alive; thou w'ouldft difprove me. 
Who (hould be rrufted, whcn 4 )nc's own right hand 
Is perjur'd to the bofom ? Prmheus, 

I am Ibrjy, 1 muft never truft thev more, 

But count the world a firanger for thy fake. 

The private wound is deepefi. 

Pro. My (hamc, and ^ilt. confounds me/-* 
Forgive me, Valentine ; i hearty (brrow 

d 3 Be 
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Be a fufficlciit ranfom for oifcnce, 

1 tejulcr it here ; 1 do as truly futfer, 

As e’er J did commit. 

VaL Tlicn I am paid ; 

And oiicc I do receive tlicc honed.— 

Who iiy repeniancc is not Idtislkd, 

Is nor of heaven, nur c ;irch. 

Incovjiiuicy in Man. 

O lica\en I weie mjm 

But confn.if-. lie were pcifeff : that one error 
Fills him with fnilts. 

A vjortby Gentleman. 

Now', by the ]u p/ lii- <1’ my anceftry, 

] d ) ai;plaud t'i.y V?1 ntinc, 

An’ t.ii'ds thie of an tHiprcfs' love. 

Km ;i.wn, 1 here ' d’ former griefs, 
(-.im/ 'I griidgi , i^pc^i tliL'. home again, 

Tdt Kl . v’w Ih te ir th Linilval’d inerir, 

7"o whith s liibh:.: a- — ^-ir Valentine, 
art yi • ’email, and wlU dLri\’d ; 

7\i!:c tiiou ih\ Siivi for riion haft deferv’d her. 
P‘ for rficti Exiles. 

T'.e w ba ilhc<i men 
Arc men cnd-ijd wift wcitlvy i.pialitics ; 

T»\fs 'ir<- -.U me^b Civil, full good. 

And lit foi cit emplovnicn!, tliy lord. 


§ 14. THE WINTER’S TALK. 

Shakspeaiie. 

Youthful FrientiJlAp and Innocence. 

'VfjF- V L\, f fir tpiei i), 

I'v o lad that thought there v/as no more be - 
Bu’. Ihti. . d.ii) lo-’uorrow as to-day, [hind, 
And to boy eternal. 

We welt as Lw inii'd lambs, that did frifk i’ th’liin, 
And ide .t the one at th’ otlier : w hat w^c chang’d, 
W .15 ir.hoccnce for innocence; we knew not 
The d 'C\rim of ill-doing ; ij«;r di tam'd, 

That any (^id ; had we jnnrued that life, 

A.nd our v'^ak ipirir-; nu’tr been higher icar’d, 
With R/onger bhxjd, w'e lliould ha\e anfwer’d 
lle.ivcii 

Boldly, “ Not guilty the iinpofition clear’d, 
Hereditary ours. 

Prai/Cf its Irjlr.ence on ll^omen. 
f Vam us V. nli prad'e, and make us 
As fvit as tM ’.e things : (..ic good deed, dying 
longuelefs, 

Slaughters a thoafand, waiting upon that, 

Our prail'es are our wages : you may ride us 
V. nil one foft biL a thoufand fui longs, ere 
With fpur \vc htai an acre. 

Nature. 

• How fometimes nature will betray its folly. 

Its tciKlornefs ; and make itl'elf a paftime 
To harder bofoms ' 

A Father's Fondnefs for bis Child, 

Leon. Are you lb fond of your young prince, 
Do Iccm to be of ours ^ [as we 

Pol. If at home, Si », 

Hc*s all my' cxcrcifc, my mirth, my matter : 
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Now my Iwoni friend, and then mine enemy ^ 

My parafite, my Ibldier, (latifman, all : 

He makes a July’s day lliort as December ; 

And, with his varying childncfs, cures in me 
Thoughts that Ihouhr thick my blood. 

Faithful Service. 

Cam. In vonr affairs, mv lord, 

If L\er 1 w'ere w'il fui -negligent, 

It w.n, my folly ; if indullrioiilly 
1 pLiy'd^lie fo\d, it wa.'> my negligence, * . 

Ne t weighing well ihe end : if ever feaiful 
'I'n di) a tiling, where 1 rlu. ifl’uc doubted, 
Whcicof the excciitifin did ciy out 
Again ft the non -performance, ’rw as a fear 
VV'hich oft infeiMs the wireft : tliefe, my lord, 

Are filth .dlcw’d inhrmitics, tliat lionefty 
Js never free rtf. 

JealouJy. 

Is whifpering nothing ? 

Is leaning cheek to clictk ’ is meeting nofes » 
Killing \% ith infide lip ? ftoppiiig the career 
Of laughter with a figh > (a note infallible 
Of breaking lumcfty :) horftng foot on foot ^ 
Skulking in corners ' wdlhing clocks more fw'ift * 
Hours, minutes ^ noon, midnight ? and all eves 
Blind witli the pin and web, bii^ theirs, theirs only, 
That w'ould, unfecn. be wicked ' Is this nothing ? 
Why, then the world, and all that ’s in ’t, is uo- 
thing ; 

The covering Iky is nothing ; Bohemia nothing; 
My wife is nothing; nor lu^thing have theft' no- 
If this Uc nothing. [thk.j^s, 

King-killing detefiable. 

T o do this deed 

Promotion follows : If 1 could find example 
Of thoufands that had ftruck anointed kings. 

And ilourifh’d after, I’d not do’t • but ftnee 
Nor brafs, nor ftone, nor j):irchmcnt, bears not one. 
Let villainy itfclf foifweai it. 

Ybe Fffi'Fls of JealouJy. 

This jealo if\ 

Is for a precious civ.uurc : as Ihc’s rare, 

Mull it be gre-at ; and, a' his prrfcn’s mightv, 
Muft it be violent : and as he docs ccnu'civc 
He is difhonour'd ‘c- a man, liich c\cr 
Profeired to biin, wl v, hi.> leiciigcs muft 
In that be made mu!e bitter. 

Knovi'UJge fometimes hurtful, 

Theie mav be in tlie cup 
A fpider fteep'd, and one ina^ drink ; depart, 
And yet partake venom ; foi his knowledge 
Is not infctlcd : bi t il one prefent 
Til’ abhorr’cl ingredient to his eye, make know n 
How he hath di unk, he cracks his gorge, his fidcs, 
With violent hefts. 

Ca 'umny^ 

Praife her bin for tins her wTiotfUt-dooi* form 
(Which, on my faith, deleives high fppech), and 
ftiaigbt 

The flirug, the hum, or ha ; *thefc petty brands, 

I Tliat Crtlumny doth ufc : — O ' I am out, 

That mercy docs ; fog calumny will fear 

Virtue 
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Virtue itfelf — thcfe (hrugs, thcfe hums, and ha’s, 
When you have faid, flic’s goodly, come between, 
Ere you can lay flic’s honeft. 

* h'fjvlhuJt! and biuorcnct', 

• Hrr. Do not weep, good fools ; 

There is no caufe : when you ihall know your 
miflrefs 

Has deferv’d prilbn, then abound in tears, 

As 1 come out : tliis a6fion, 1 now go on, 

1< for nay better grace. 

Honeflv a)hl Honour^ . 

Here's a do. 

To lock up honclly and honour from 
Tlic acccls of gentle vilitors. 

*Tht' HUenre of fKnotrnrr rloqfifnt. 

The filence often of pure iniiocencc 
Pcrfuadcs, when fpeakiug fails. 

Affi'fr. 'mail' Cbdd, 

To iLe his nobh nefs • 

Comeiving the dilhonoiir of liis inotlier. 

He ftraight declin'd, droop’d, took it dceplv; 
■Faften’d and fix'd the fliainc on’t in himlell'; 
Threvv olf his Ipirit, his appetite, his fleej^ 

And downright languifli’d. 

Child irft?nbli}Kr f/s Dulv), 

Jieiioltl, my lords, 

Alth(^’ the print be little, the whoK* nuitcr 
And copy of the father, eye, nol'e, lip, 
Thetrickdfhisfrowiijhi!. fon liead; na) tlie valley, 
'.rile pretty dimples of his chin, and chech; Ins 
liniles ; 

TTTt'ei y mould and fi«nmc of hand, nail, finger: — 1 
And rlion, good godde Is nature, w liich hail made it 
So like to him that got it, if ilioii half 
'I'he ordering of the miiul too, ’inongftall colours 
No yellow in’t j left Ihe lulpcft, as he does, 

Her children iu<t her hufliaiul's » 

/hi In fant to hr exfntfd. 

Come on, poor b.ibe : 

Some pow’i ful Ipirit inlli u^il the kites and ravens 
To he tliy nurlcs > Wolvi s and b( Jis, they ihy, 

C ifting their favagenefs alkie, have done 
Hike offices of pity. 

Hr,mio}ie fncacling her hutocuice. 

If pow’rs divine 

Behold our human aftions (as they do), | 

I doubt not then, but innocence flull make ; 
Fallc acculatiun blulh, and tyranny’ 

Tremble at patience. You, niy lord, beft know, 
(Who liafl will Icem to do lb) my pall life 
IJritli been as continent^ as chafle, as ti*ue. 

As r am now unhappy ; which is more 
Than liiflor}' can pattern, though devis’d, 

And play’d, to take fpeftators : for beliold me, — 
J\ fellow of the rdyaf bed, which owe 
A moiety of the throne, a great king’s daughter, 
, Tlic mothetu^ hopeful prince,— here Handing, 
T o jtratc and^ik for life, and honour, 'fore 
Who plvife to&me and hear. For life, T prize it 
As I weigh grief, wiiich I would fpare ; forliouour, 
*Tis a dcriyativc*from me to mine, 

^ And only that I Hand for. I appeal 
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To your own confciencc, Sir, before PolKcnes 
Came to your court, how I was in your grace, 
How meiitcd to he lb'; fincc he camd, 

With what encounter lb uncut nmt I 

Have flrain'd, m appear ibus : if out jot bryoiuf 

The 'ooiind of lioiiour; or, in acl, or will, 

That way mchiiingj harden'd he the hearts 
Of all that lioar me, and my near’ft of kin 
Cry, lie, uiMm my gra\e ! 

A iCifr's Lnf of all drar^ and ComrniM 

of DnnK 

ho. Look for no Icfs tliaii death. 

)h}\ Sir, fpare your tliie.it'- ; 

I'he hug, wlneh you would ft li.ht me w ith, I feck. 
To me can life he no commotliiv : 

I'he crown and conifortt f mv life,voiii favour, 

I do give loll ; for 1 do feel li gone, 

Bur know not lv)w it went, bjy ucond joy. 

And firll-tniiis of mv bod\, f. om hi?' pu’fence 
1 am h irr'tl, Iikv. one i.d'e'Mous : mvTflnilcomtoir, 
Starv'd inoft nnluckdy, is from mv hreall, 

The innocent milk in its moll innocc*nr inoirli, 
ll.did out to nnnthei. IS/lyfilf on ee’tv p»ill 
Pnitlaiin'd a liiumpet; with iminodell Inned, 

'Phe child-bLd priMltge deni.’t!, witieh longs 
I'o women ol all hdli.-'n; lafilv, Imni.d 
Here m this place, I'the o’l-en air, liei’ore 
I have got llrength ofiiirat. Now, mv liege, 
Ttll me what hleHiiigs I hii\». lierealne, 

'That t Ibould f:.ir to die ' therefore, poKeid. 

Jkit yet hear this; millake’ me not; — no' life, 

1 prize* it not a draw ; but for mine li'inoin, 
(Winch I would frv-e) if I 'hall ])e tonilennied 
Upon lln mills; all pioof ikephig I’lft, 

But wliat }ot.r jealoLuies cws.ikv. ; i lell you, 

Tis ligtuir, and not l.;w. 

f\vdjn. 

B''t, () thou i\ r-int ’ 

Do not repent thcfe things ; for iliey arc heavier 
'Phan all thy woes c m (rir : ihc'erorc, betake tUcf 
'Po nothing hut del]Miy. A ilunil'and knetj, 

: 'Pen tlioul'aiul years u>gethei, naked, falling, 

Upon a banen mountain, and fiill winur, 

111 Itorin pcrpetinl, eould imr move the Gods 
Po look that way thou weit. 

An Auounl of a (i-'ijl'y «/»/'. //r/wij- m a Viram, 

I ha\e heard (hut not believ'd), the fpiiits of 
the dead 

May w'alk again : if fueh thing be, thy ninrlier 
Ajjpear'd tcj me lafl night *, Ihr ne’er \vms dream 
ho like a waking. 'Po me comes a crt.nua*, 

Sonv. times her bead ou one 'Idc, lome another; 

1 ncvci law a veffel of like fnrrow , 

ho iiil d, and fo iiecoming; in pure white robes, 

J.ike veiy fanttiiy, Ibe did approach 

.My c i’nin where I lay • thiice bow'd before roc, 

An<l, u.dping to begin loiTie fpccch, her eyes 

Bit. me two fpout* : the fury fpent, anon 

Did tlii'- brcal; from her: “ Good Anl'.gonus, 

Since fate, againft thy better difpofition, 

Hath made thy peifon for the thrower-out 
Of my poor babe, according to thine oath,— 
Places remote enough arc in Bohemia^- 

d 4 There- 
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There weep, and leave it crying : and, for the babe 
Is counted loft for ever, Perdita, 

I pr’yihee, call it : for this ungentle bufincfs, 

Put on thee by my lord, thou ne’er (halt fee 
Thy wife Paulina more.” — And fo, with Ihrieks, I 
She molted into air. AfFriglued much, | 

I did in time colleft myfelf, and thought * 

This was fo, and uo flumber. Dreams arc toys : 
Yet, for thib once, yea, fupcrftitioully, 
f will be f 4 uar’d by this. 

expofed* 

. — Poor wretch, 

That, for thy mother's fault, art thus expos’d 
To lofs, and what may follow !— Weep J cannot, 
But my heart bleeds : and moft accudt am I, 

To be by oath enjoin’d to this. — Farcwel ’ | 

The day frowns more and more; thou art like to 
A lullaoy too rough : I never faw [have 

Tlie heaver^?^ fo dim by day. 

Deities transformed for Lnvc, 

The Gods thcmfclves, 
Humbling their deities to love, have taken 
T|ic fhapes of beafts upon them. Jupiter 
Became a bull, and bellow’d j the green Neptune 
A ram, and bleated ; and the fire- rob’d God, 
Golden Apollo, a poor humble fwain, 

Aa 1 feem now ; their transformations 
Weic never for a piece of beauty rarer i I 

JMor in a w:ur fo cUafte : fincc my dcfircs 
Run not before mine hemour j nor my lufts ] 
Burn liotter than my faith. I 

M'jlrcJs of the ^hrrp^Jljcarin^, 1 

^hep* Fie, daughter ! when my old wife liv’d, 
upon I 

This day, flic was both pantlcr, butler, cook ; | 

Both d une, and fervant; welcom’d all ; ferv’d all ; I 
Would fmg her fong, and dance her turn : nowhere, j 
At upper end o' the table, now, i' the middle; I 
On liib fliouldcr, and his: her face o' fire 
With labour; and the thing, ihc took toriuenoli it, 
She would to each one fjp : you arc retir'd, 

As if you were ar'fcaftc'd one, and not 
The hoftefb of the mei ti)ig. Pray you, bid 
Thefe unknown friendb to us wcfcqine; for it is 
A way to make us bcitc- friciulb, more knoyn. 
Come, quench your blufhe^^ ; and prefent yourfelf 
That which you are, millrLls o’ the fcsift . come on, 
And bid us welcome to your fhecp-llKaring, 

As your good flock fiiall pfofptT- 

A Garland for old Mi n. 

Per, Reverend Sirs, 

For you thcrc’i roferoarv, and rue ; thefe keep 
Seeming, and favour, all the winter long: 

Grace, and remembrance, be unto you both, 

And welcome to our (hearing ! 

PoL Shepherdefs, 

(A fair one are you) well you fit our ages 
With flowers of winter. 

Nature and Art, 

Per, Sir, the year growing ancient-^ 

Not yet on fummer’s <lerith. nor on the birth 
Of trembling winter— r^i.e fiiirtft flow'rs o’ th’fcafon 


Arc our carnations, and ftreak’d gilly-flow’ri, 
Which feme call nature’s baftards : of that km^ 
Our ruftic garden's bairen; and 1 care not 
To get flips of them. ‘ 

PoL Wnereforc, gentle maiden, 

Do you ncgleif them ? 

Per, For 1 have heard it faid, 

Thcic is an art, which, in their piednefs, fharc) 
With great creating nature. *1 

Pol, Say, there be; 

Yet nature is qiade better by no mean, 

But nature makes that mean : fo, o’er that art. 
Which, you fay, adds to nature, is an art 
That natures rnakes. You fee, fwcet maid, wo 
marry 

A gentle cyon to the wildeft flock ; 

And make conceive a bark of bafer kind 
By bud of nobler race : Tliis is an art 
Which docs mend nature — change it rather: but 
The ait itfclf is nature. 

Per, So it is. 

Pol, Then make your gmlen rich in gilly-» 
And do not call them baftards. [flowci^ 

A Garland for middle-aged Men, 

Per, — ■ I’ll not put 
The dibble in earth, to fet one flip of them ; 

No more than, wcic 1 painted, 1 would wifli 
This youth (houhl fay, 'twere well; and only 
Defirc to breed by me.— [therefore 

Here’s floNvers for you ; 

Hot lavender, mints, fivory, m.irjomm ; 

I'hc mart gold, that goes to bed with th’furj^^.. 
And V ith him lifes, weepi-.g ; thefe are flowers 
Of middle fummer, and, I think, they arc given 
To men of middle ago. 

A Garland for young Men* 

Cam, I (houldlcavcgrazingjwerclofyourflock. 
And only live by gazing. 

Per. Out, alas ! 

You’d be fo lean, that bhfts of January 
Would blow' you through and througn- Now, 
my fan eft friend, 

I would I had fomc flowers o’ the fpring, that might 
Become your time l>f day ; andyouis, and yours; 
That w'car upon your virgin-branches yet 
Your maiden -heads growiniij:— O, Proferpina, 
For tlu; How’rs now, that, friglutd, thou let ’ft fall 
From Dis’s waggon < dalfodils 
That come befoie the fwallow dares, and take 
The \vinds of March with beauty; violets, dim, 
But fweeter than the lids of Juno’s eyes. 

Or Cytherea’s breath ; pale primrofes, 

Thar die unmaTned, ere they can behold 
Bright Pha*bus in his ftrengrh, a malady 
Molt incident to maids ; bold oxlips, and 
The crown imperial ; lilies of all kinds, 

The flower-de-lis being one ! O, thefe 1 lack, 

'J o make you garlands of; aiidiCi^^fw^ctf^ipBd, 
To ftrow him o'er and o’er. 

Flo, What like a corfc ? 

Per, No, like a bank, for Iom: to lie aipd play on; 
Not like a corfc ; or if— net to dc buried. 

But ipiick, ^d in mine arms^ 

^ A Lover^s 
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A Lover^i Comntfmkition. 

What you do, 

Still betters what is done . When you fpcaV , fwcet, 
I’d have ydu do it ever : when you liu^, 

I’d have you buy and I'cll fo j ib give aims; 

Pray fo; and, for the ord’rifig your affairs, 

To fing them too. When you do dance, 1 \vi(b you 
A wave o’ the fca, that you might ever do 
Notiling but that; move ilill, iliil ib, 

And own no other function : each your doing, 

So fingtilar in each particular, 

Crowns what you’re doing in the prefent deeds, 
That all your a£ts are c|ucci\s. 

Jhneft IVoyingf 

Pfr, O Doriclcs, 

Your praifes arc tc»o large: but that your youth, 
And the true blood which peeps fo fairly through it, 
Do pliiinly give you out an unftain’d Ihephcvd; 
With wMldoni 1 might fear, my Doriclcs, 

You woo’d me the falfc way. 

Flo, I tliink, 3 'ou have 
As little (kill to fear, as 1 have piirpofc 

put you lo’t. But, come ; our dance, 1 pray r — 
Your ha.id, my Perdita : lb turtles pair, 

Th,it never mean to part. 

^ Trii/! Love, 

They call him Doricles j and he Iwafts himfelf 
To have a worthy feeding: but I have it 
Upon his own renort, and [ believe it; 

He lo<jkb like Iborn ; He fays, he loves my daughter; 

1 tr!t..>fo too; for hover gar/d the moon 
Upon the water, as he’ll (land, and read, 

As ’twerc, iny daughter’s eyes and, to be plain, 

1 tliink, there is not half a k Li's to chufe. 

Who love« another bcH. 

Preftnis Hi tie reganled by real Lovers, 

Pol, How now, fair flieplierd ? 

Your heart is full of Ibmcthing iliat does take 
Your mind from feafting. booth, when 1 was 
young, " I 

And handed love as you do, I was wont I 

To load my (he with knacks : 1 would have 1 
ranfack’d 

The pedlar’s filkcn treafury, and have pour'd it 
To her acceptance ; you have let him go, 

And nothing maited with him. If your lafs 
Interpretation Ihould abule ; and call this. 

Your Jack of love, or bounty ; you were Itraitcd 
For a reply, at lean, if you make care 
Of happy holding her. 

Flo, Old Sir, 1 knmv, 

She pri7cs not fuch trifles as thefe arc : 

The gifts, (he looks from me, arc pack'd and 
lock’d 

Up in my heart ; which I have given already. 
But not*f^eJl^cr^.if O, hear me breathe my love 
Before this aincitnt Sir, who, it Ihould feem, 
Hathfoinetiinc l§V'’d: J take thy hand; this hand, 
As loft as do\c's-do^Vi9, and as white as it. 

Or Ethiopian’s tooth, or the fann'd fnow, 

That'> bolted by the northern biait twice o'er. 
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^Tender Affe^irm, 

Were I crown'd the moll im|)criid monarcli. 
Thereof moll worthy ; were 1 tiie faircll youth 
That ever made eye fwcivc ; liad force, and 
knowledge 

More than w as ever man's — 1 wtni Id not prize them 
VV''ithout her love : for her, eiiudoy tlicm all; 
Commend them, and condemn them, to her fervicc;^ 
Or to their own perdition. 

A Fatlcr the befi Guejl at bis ^oris }l:*ptiaUm 
Methinks, a father 
Is, at the nuptials of his fon, a gueft, 

[ Tliat bell becomes the table. Pray you, once more ; 
Is not vour father grown incapable 
Of rcalonable afliiiis > Ji> he not itupid [hear? 
With age, and altering rheums? Can he fptak? 
Know man fn m in:m ? difpute his own eltatc ? 
Lies lu* not bed- rid ' and again does nothing, 
But what he did being chikiilh f 

bio. No, good Sir ! ‘ 

He has his health, and ampler llre.ngtb, indeed, 

I h in moll liave of his age. 

Ptti, By iny white beard, 

You otfci him, if this be fo, a wrong 
Something uniilial : realim, my Ton, 

Sliould choofc himfelf a wife ; but as gv»d Tc«ifon, 
The father (all whole joy is nothing clfe 
But fair pofte.ity) Ihould liold Ionic counfel 
In fuch a bufinefs. 

K m al Shjjplit ify, 

1 was not much afeard : for once, of twice# 

I Avas about to fpeak ; and tell him plainly. 

The felf-lamc fun, that /bines upon his court. 
Hides not his vifage fiom our cottage, but 

Looks on alike, 

Selfjb old bfLm, 

O, Sir, 

You have unclune a man of fourfcorc three. 

That thought to Itll his grave in quiet; yea. 

To die upon tlie bed my father died. 

To lie dole by his honeft bones: but now 
Some hangman muft put on my lliiowd, and lay me 
W'here no pricll Ihovch in dull. 

Prqfpciity tbe Bond, Affli^ion the Lorfir, of Love, 
Profperiry’s the \ery bond of Ioac, 

Whole fifcih complexion and whole heart together 
Afllid'tion alters. 

Self-Conreit, 

Ant, How blelTed arc we, that arc not fimplr 
men ! 

Yet nature might have made me as thefe arc; 
Therefore 1 will not difdain. 

S( If^reproacb, and too fevere Reproof, 

Cle, At the lall, 

Do, as the Heavens have done; forget your evils ; 
With them, forgive yourfdf. 

Leg, Whilft f remember 
Her and her virtues, [ cannot forget 
My blcmiflics in them ; and fo Hill think of 
The wrong 1 did myfelf : which was fo much. 
That hcirlcls it hath made my kingdom ; and 
Deilioy'd the fweet’ll companion, iliat e’er mail 
Bred his hopes out of. 

P*4.V. 
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Pau. True, too true, my lord : 

If, one by one, you wedded all the worltl, 

Or, from the all that arc, took fomcthinj^i; jijood, 
To make a perfect woman 3 llie, you kill'd, 
Would be unparallclM. 

Leo. I think fo. Kill’d ! 

She I kill’d • I did fo : but thou ftrik'ft me 
Sorely, to fay I did ; it is as bitter 
Upon thy tongue, as in my thought: now, good 
Say fo but feldom. Luow, 

Cle. Not at all, good lady : 

You might have fpoke a tlioufand things, that 
would 

Have done the time n)orc benefit, and grac’d j 
Your kindnefs better. 

Love moie iirh for vjhai it gives. 

Leo. 1 might have look’d upon my queen’s full 
eyes f 

Have takyi treafurc from her lips— 

Pfut. Jtiid left them 
More rich, for what they yielded. 

A ial>tiV'imig IVomatt. 

—This is a creature, 

Would ihe begin a fett, might c|ucnch the zeal 
Of all profefTors clle j make profelytes 
Of who Ihc but bid follow. 

Avgitijh of Ret nllt it ifm for n hjl F>iemL 
Pr’ythce, no more ; ccafe ; thou know’ll, 

He dies to me again, when talk’d of; fure, 
When I lliall fee this gentleman, thy fpecches 
Whll bring me to confider that, whidi may 
Unfurnilli me of rcaiijii. 

F.ffe^s of Reaufy. 

The hlelfed gods 

Purge all infefliou from our air, whiUl you 
Do ciiruatc here ! 

A ShltUC, 

\\''hjr was he, that did make it ? ?ec, my Ir.rd, 
Would you nut deem itbieath'd ? and tliat thofc 
veins 

Did verily hear blood ? 

Mafterlv done : 

The \cry life fi t ms warm upon her lip. 

The fixture oflur eye lias mCition in’t. 

As we were mock’ii with art. 

—Still, melhinks, 

There is an nircennes fumi her; What fine cliifi .1 
Could ever vet eui ’oreatli — Let nu man mock me, 
For I v\ill kils her. 

jl£':^!ion to a (‘ttiiU iii Mi.-iu. il 'ifiug, 

Pau. I am fofi v, Sir, I have tliu^ lai Itii i 'd you ; 
But I could aJllird you furtlier. 

Leo. Do, Paulina; 

For this affliiSlion has a taftc as fwcec 
As any cordial comfert. 

IFiJoiv compared to a Funic. 

1, an old turtle, 

Will wing me to fome w ithei’d bough; and there 
My mate, thrtt’s never to he found again, 

Lament till I am lofl. 


Book IIT, 

§ 15. ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 

SHAKSriARH. . 

Antony 5* Soft nefs, 
riTS captain's hcait, 

* ^ Which in the feulflcs of great figltts hath butft 
TIv: buckles in his bread, reneges all temper; 
And is txrcorne the bellows, and the fan, 

To cool a gipfy’s luft. t 

Love, the Noldtjirfs of Life., 

Let Rome in Tyl)er melt ' and the wide arch 
Of the ranged empire fall ! here is my fpace ; 
Kingdoms are clay ; our dungy earth alike 
Feeds bead as man : the noblenefs of life 
Is, to do thus ; when fuch a mutual pair, 

And fuch a twain can do’t; in which, I bind 
On pain of punifhrnent, the world to weet, 

VV'’e ftand up peerlefs. 

Lover's Prafe. 

Fie, wrangling queen ' 

Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh. 
To w'cep; whofe every pafnon fully drives 
To make itftlf, in thee, fair and admir’d ! 

Great Minds rcjpcld T? iiih, 

M(f. The nature of bad new, infe^Ks the teller. 
ylrj. When it concerns the dud, or cqward.— 
On : 

Things, that arc pad, arc clone, with me — ’tis thus,: 
WIio tells me true, though in his talc lie death, 

I hear him vis he llatrer'd. 

Speak to me home, mince not the gencral^^;pje; 
Naine Cleopatra as (he’s call’d in Rome : 

Rail iluni in Fulvia's plirafe; and taunt my diulrs 
With fueh full licence, as both rtnth and mahe;: 
Have pow ’r to utter. 0,tben we bring forth w eeds. 
W he Hour ninck wiiuU lie dill ; vind our ills told us. 
Is as our earing, 

Things h.fl Vidued. 

Forbear me. — 

There’s a great fpirit gone ! 'Thus did I defire it; 
W’har l ur contempts do ef'en hurl fiom u;*, 

We w iih it ours again ; the prefect plcafurc. 

By ri.\c)lu:inn lowering, docs bc*co’ne 
rite oppolin- oF irftlr : Ihc's rood, ’m ing gone ; 
Tlic hand fiuiil uluek 'ierback,thdtfhov’d heron, 

j 'ib( ilstv of ire Pi oph. 

I Our ilippjM V people 

j (Whofe love is never link’d to the deferver, 

I Til! Ids deferrs are pad) begin to throw 
Pompey the Great, and all his dignities, 

; Up -n his fim ; who, high in name and pow’r, 
(ligh-M than both in blood and life, ftajids up 
; I'or the main foldier. 

• 

Cleopatra's i ontemptuous Raillery. 

Nay, pray you, ftek no colo^r^foryont going,* 

I But bid farewcl, and go: when y’ou fucnilaving. 
Then was the time for words : no g< 5 ing tlien;— 
Krernity was in our lips, wi^l eyes ; • 

Blifs in our brows’ bent ; none our parts fo poor,*^ 
But was a race of heaven ; they arc fo ilillj 


Or 
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Or thoy, the grcatcft foldlcr of the world, 

’Art turn’d the grcaifft liar. 

' Cleopatra s anxious T’enderntfs^ 

Ant, ril leave yt^u, lady. ' 

Cleo, Courteous lord, one word, 
feir, you and J nnrlt part — but tliat’s not it: 

Sir, you and J have lov'd — ^but tlierc’s not it^ 
Tlia^you know well : Ibiiierhirig it is I would — I 
' O, fny oblivion is a very Antony, 

And I am ^11 -forgotten. 

Cleopatra s IViJbrs for Antony on parting. 
Your honour calls you hence* j 
Therefore be deaf to my unpity \i follv, 

And all the gods go with ytai ' Upon your fword 
Sit laurel’d viclory ! and fmexith tuceel's 
Be ftrew*d before your feet ! 

. Antony s Pices and Virtues, 

Lrp, T mull not think 

There are evils enough to darken all his goodnefs : 
His faults, in him, letm as the fpots of heaven, 
More fiery by niglit’s blacknefs ; hereditary, 
Rather than purchas’d ; what he cannot thange, 
'J'han what he ehoolls. 

C.ff. You are too indulgent. Let us grant, it 
is not 

Aniifs to tuiiihle on the bed of Ptolemy ; 

1\) give*:! kingdom for a mirth; to fit 
And keep the luiii of tipling with a flave ; 

To reel the ftreets at noon, and Hand the liuftet 
With knaves that fmcll of fwcat : fay, this be- 
comes him, 

( A^*is*compofure mud be rare indeed, 

Whom thelc things cannot blcmilJi) yet muft 
Antony 

No way excule his foils, when we do bear 
So great weight in his lightnefs. If he fill'd 
HJ^ vacancy with his v.duptuoufncis. 

Full forfeits, and the dryiiefs of his hones, 
on him ror’t : but to confound fuch time, 
Tlijt drums him from his fport, and Ipcaksasloud 
As his own date, and ours — 'tis to be chid 
As we rate boys; who, being mature in knowledge. 
Pawn their experience to their prefeuit pleafurc. 
And fo rebel to judgment. 


Antony, 

Leave thy lafcivious waffels. \Vl\cn thou once 
Wert beaten from Mutina, where thou flew’ft 
Hirrius and Pnnfa, confuls, at thy heel 
Did famine follow; whom thou fought’ft againft, 
Though daintily brought up, with patience more 
Than favages could futfer: Thou didft drink 
The dale of horfes, and the gilded puddle 
Which beads would cough at. Thy palate then 
did deign 

The roughed &:rry oirthe ruded hedge ; 

Yea, like the dag, when fnow the padurc Iheets, 
M'hc btrks thou browfedd j on the Alps, 

It is reported^hou didd eat drange ficdi, 

Which foi& dm die to look on : and all this 
(It wobnds thine Ijollour that I fpeak it now) 
Was borne fo like a foldicr, tliac thy cheek 
So much as lank’d not. 


M A T L C. 

Cicopatra on the Ahjince of Aniony, 

O Charmian, 

W'here iliink'd tlioubeisiio>\ ? Ibmdshe ? orfitshe? 
Or does he walk > or is he on his horfe ? 

0 happy borfe, to bear the w'cight of Antony ! 

* Do bravely, horfe ! for wot’d thou, whom thou 

mov’d > 

The dtiiii xAiias of ihis earth, the arm 
And buigonet of man. He's i’pe, iking now, 

Or murmuring, “ where’s my fei pent ot old Nile?** 
For fo he calls me; now 1 feed myfclf 
With mod delicious poifon : think on me 
That am with PluLbiis’ amorous pinches black, 
And wrinkled deep in time ' Broad -fronted Ca:far, 
When thou wad here a’uovc tlie ground, I was 
A inorfel for a monarch ;«and great Pompey 
Would daiul, and make his eyes gi ow in my brow; 
There would he anchor his afpe^t, and die 
W'ith looking on Ills life. 

*"» 

Mtlpngers from T^jcrs, gratefuL 
How muth unlike err rhou Mark Antony’ 
Yet, coming from him, that great medicine hath 
With his tintt gilded thee. 

Antony's hrue and Difl option. 

Ale, GochI friend, quoih he. 

Say, “ the firm Roman to great Egvpt fends 
This treafii'’e of an oyfter; ai whofe foot, 

To mend the petty prelcnt, I will piece 
Her opulent throne with kingdoms : all the cad, 
Say thou, liiall call her midrels.” So he nodded, 
And fubcriy did mount an aim-g.uinr deed, 

Who neigh’d fo high, that what J would haic 
Was beadly dumb’d by him. [f;>okc 

Clt\ W^bat, w^as he fad, or merry ^ 

Ale, Like to the lime o’ ih’year, beiw'ecn the 
extremes 

Of hot and cold ; he w^as nor fad nor merry. 

Cle. O w’cll-divided difpdfiiKm ! — Note him. 
Note him, good Charmian, ’lis the man ; but note 
him, 

He was not fad ; for he v/mild Ibine on thofe 
That make their looks by his : he w'as not merry ; 
Wliich feem’d to tell tiicin, hi.s remeiiihraiice lay 
In Egypt 'vith his joy : but between both: 

O heavenly mingle Bc’d thou fad or merry. 
The violence of citlicr thee becomes ; 

So does it no man elfc. 

Ihe Vanity of hunum Wijles. 

Pom. If the great gods be iidL they diall allift 
The deeds of juded men. 

Men. Know , w^orrhy Pompey, 

That what they do delay, they nor deny. 

Pom, W^liilcs we are i’uin.i's to their throne, 
The thing w'c fue for. (decays 

Men. We, ignorant of oiirftlvcs, 

Beg often our own harms, which ihe wifepow’rs 
Deny us for our good ; fo find we profit, 

By lofing of our prayers. 

Pompy s IViJb for Antony's Capti*vifv in Pleafure, 
I. Pom. 1 know, they are in Rome together, 

1 Looking for Antony but all the charms of 
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Salt Cleopatra, fofttn thy ^*an lip f 

Let witchcraft join with beauty, lull with both ! 

Tie -up the libertine in a held of fealls, 

Keeph is brain fuming; Epicurean cooks 
Sharpen with cloylcfs lauce his appetite ; 

That (Iccp ami feeding may prorogue hi3 honour, 
Even till a LetheM dulncfs. 

Antony* s Soidirrjbrf, 

'pomp. —Menas, I did not think, 

This amorous furfcitcr would have don'd his helm, 
For fucli a petty war : his loldicrlliip 
Is twice the other twain : but let us rear 
The higher our opinion, that our llirring 
Can from the lap of Egypt’s widow pluck 
•The ne'er lull-wearied i\ntony. 

Antony's ingenious AcknQVJlrdgment, 

Ant. The article of my oath — 

Caf. To lend me arms and aid, when I re- 
qttired them} 

The which yon both denied. 

Ant, Ncg[e6led, rather ; 

And then, when poilbn’d hours had bound me up 
From mine own knowledge. As nearly as I may, 
i’ll play the penitent to you : but mine lionclly 
Shall not make poor niy greatnels, nor my pow'V 
Work without it. Truth is, that Fiihi.-i," 

To have me out of Egypt, made wars here ; 

For which myfclf, the ignorant motive, do 
So far alk pardon, as befits mine honpur 
To ftoop in fuch a cafe. 

Lep, 'Tis nobly fpoken. 

Defeription of Clropatrds failing d/wn the Cydnus, 

The barge Ihc fat in, like a burnilh’d throne, 
Burn'd on the water ; the poop was beaten gold; 
Purple the fails, and fo perfumed, that 
The winds were love-fick wjth them: th’oais 
were filvtT ; 

Which to iho tune of flutes kepi (Irokc, and made 
The water whicli tiicv Ik'cU, to follow faftcr, 

As amorous of their Ivrokes. For hei own perfon, 
it beggar'd all defeription : Ihc did lie 
Jn htr pavilion (cloth of gold, of liffuc), 
0*cr-pi£luring that Venus, where we lee 
The fancy out -work narine. On ench fide her 
Stood pretty dimpled boys, like finiling Cupids, 
With divcrs-colour'd fa^s,\^hofl■ uind did ftein 
To glow the delicate cheeks whicii they dul ct.ol, 
And what they undid, did. 

A^r, O rare for Antony ! 

Uno. Her geiitlewomcn, like the Nereids, 

So many mermaids, tended her i’ th’eycs. 

And made their bends adornings. At the helm, 
A feeming mermaid llccrs; the filken tackle 
Swell with the touches of thofe flow ’r- loft liands, 
That yarcly frame the office. From the barge 
A 11 range invifible perfume hits the fenfe 
Of the adjacent wharfs. The city call 
Her people our upon her ; and Antony, 

Enthron'd i’ ih’ market-place, did fit alone, 
Whillling to th’ air ; which, but fjr vacancy, 
Had gone to gate on Cleopatra too, 

And made a gap in nature. 


Qeopaifds infinite Power in pleajing. 

Age cannot wither her, nor cullom I'talc 
Her infinity variety : other women cloy 
The appetites they feed; but Ihe makes hungry^ 
Where moft Ihe latisfics. For vilcH things * 
Become thcmfclves in her, that the lioly priefla 
Blefs her when flic is riggilh. 

Tbe loifcttled Humow of Lovers, 

Enter Cleopatra^ Charntian^ Iras, and Alexas, 
Cleo. Give me fomc mufic; mufic, moody food 
Of us that trade in love. 

Omnes. The mu lie, ho ! 

Enter Mardinn the Eimuth, 

Cleo, Let it alone : let's to billiards : come. 
Charm ian. 

Chm\ My arm is fore, bell |)lay with Mardian. 
Cleo, As well a woman with an eunuch play’d. 
As with a woman ; come — you'll play with me, fir > 
Mtir, As well as I can, madam, 
j Cleo, And when good will is Ihcw’d, tho’ it 
come too fliort, 

The a6lor may plead pardon. I'll none now:—* 
Give me mine angle — wt’Il to the river : there. 
My mufic playing far oflf, I will betray 
Tnwny-finn’d fifties; my bended hook lhall pierce 
Their ftimy jaws ; and, as I draw them up, 

I’ll think them every one an Antony, # 

And fiiy, All ha ! you’re caught. 

Char, 'Twas merry, wlicn 
You wager’d on your angling; when your dher 
Did hang a falt-hlh on his hook, which he 
With fervency drew up. ^ 

Cko, That time !— O times ! 

I laught him out of patience ; and that night 
I laught him intvi patience : and next morn, 

Ere the nintli hour, 1 drunk him to his bed; 
Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilft 
I wurc his fword Pbilippan. 

AmOithm, jealms of n too fucciff id Friend, 

O Silius, Silius ! 

I have clone enough ; a lower place, note well, 
May make too great an a6l : for learn this, Sihu:*; 
Better to leave Undone, than by our deed 
Acquire toohigh afamc,\vhcn him weferve’saway. 
Ollavia's Fntranee, what ii Jboidd hove htiv. 
Why have you llol’n upon us tlius ? You come 
Like Cdcfar’s filler : the wife of Antony [no; 
Sliould have an army for an nlher, and 
The neighs of horfe to tell of her approach, 
r.ong ere Ihc did appear : the trees by th’ way 
Should liave borne men; and expe^atiun fainted^ 
Longing for what it haxi not ; nay, the dull 
Should liave afeended to the root of heaven, 
Rais’d by your populous troops. But you are come 
A market-maid m Kom«> ; and have prevented 
Theoftentation of our love, wlvcli, left unft*cwn, 

Is often left unlov’d : we ftiould have met you 
By fca, and land ; fupplying tv’cjj^llagc 
WiiJi an augmented greeting. ’* 

Wfjfnen, 

Women art 

In their heft fortunes ftrong ; but want will perjure 
Tlie nc'er-touch’d ve^al. 


Foritew 
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• Fortune forms our Judgment. 

^ ' I fee, men's judgments arc 

A parcel of i;}ieir fortunes; and things outward 
Do draw the inward quality after thcm> 
ToYuifcr all alike. 

Loyalty. 

Mine honefty and 1 begin to fquare. 

' The Ifivalty, well held to fools, docs make 
•Our Taiih mere folly : yet, he, that can endure 
To follow with allegiance a fall’n lord, 

Does conquer him that did his madcr conquer, 
And earns a pUee i’ the ftory, 

IVifdnm fupertor to Fortioiei 
Wifdom and fortune, combating togeihcri 
IF chat the former dare but what it can; 

No chance may fliake it. 

Fidous Perfons infatuated by Ileavert. 

When \^c in our vi( ioulnefs grow hard, 

(O milcry on't the wile gods feel our eyes 
In our own filth, drop our clear judginents, make 
Adoieour eirors; laugh at us, while weftrut £us 
To our confufion. 

Fury expfls Fear. 

Now he’ll outdare the lightning. To be furious 
I<, to be frighted out of fear: and, in that mood, 
'I'he dove^will peek the ertridge; and 1 lee ttiil 
A diminution in our captain’s brain 
R»;llorcs his heart : when valour preys on rcafoii, 
* -It cats the fword it fights with. 

A MajKr taking have of his Si wants. 

^ 1 eiid iht (o-night; 

May he, it is the peiioil of your duty.* 

ILiply, you lhall not fee me more; 

A mangled lhadow. Perchance to-morrow 
You’ll leTVc another niaflei. 1 look on you, 

As one that takes his leave. Mine honcfi friends, 

1 turn )on not away ; but, like a mailer, 
jMarrietl to your good fep/ict, Hay till death: 
Tenil me tc.-ni^ht two hours, I alk no more. 

And the gods yield you for ’t. 

Fciily riji/ig the IFay tp F.ntinenec. 

This morning, like the fpirit of a youth 
'I'hat means to be of note, begins betimes. 

, Anu^ny to Cleopatra, at b1s Return with FlBory. 

'' O, thou day o’ th* world. 

Chain mine arm’d neck ; leap thou, attire and all, 
ii^liro’ proof of harnefs to my heart, and there 
Kidc on the pants triumphing. 

Loathed Lije. 

O fovercign mill refs of true melancholy, 

The poifonous dahip of night difpungc upon me; 
That life, a very rebel to my will, 

May hang no longer on me. 

Antony s Despondency. 

Oh fuit; tlly iiphfc lhall I fee no more: 

Fortune aid here 

f o we lhakc hapas^Allcomc to this.?— Thcheafts 
hat fpariicrl rhe at heels, to whom I gave 
Tlteir fifties, do difcfnSy, melt their lwcct« 

On hiolToitiing Cxfat \ and this pint is ksrk’d, 

That over*topp'd thi» att. ^ 


Departing Greatnefs. 

The foul and body rive not more in parting, 
Than greatnefs going off. 

Antony on bis faded Glory. 

Ant. Sometime, we fee a cloud that’s diagoniflii 
A vapour, foinctime, like a bear, or lion, 

A tower'd citadel, a pendant rock, 

A forked mountain, or blue promontory; 

With trees Upon ’t, that nod unto the world. 
And mock our eyes with air:— Thou haft fcch 
ihcfc lignb ; 

They are black vcfpcr’s pageants. 

Eios. Ay, my lord. 

Ant. That, which ib now a horfc, even with a 
thought 

The rack dlllifnns, and makes it indillinfl. 

As water is in water. 

Eros. It dots, my lord. 

Ant. My good knave, Eros, now thy capuiii if 
Even luch a body : here I am Antony, 

Yet cannot hold this vifiblc lliapc, my knave. 

I made thefe wars for Egypt; and the Queen, 
W'hofe heart thought i bad, for Ihc had mine; 
Which, whilft it was mine, had annex’d unto’t 
A million more, now loft ; (he, Eros, has 
Pack’d cards with Caefir, and falfe play’d my glory 
Unto an cncmy*s triumph. 

Nay, weep not, gentle Eros ; there is left us 
Ourfelvcs to end ourielves. 

Defniption of Ckopatras (fuppoftd) Death. 
Death of one perfon can be paid hut once ; 

And that flic has difeharg’d. What thou wouldft 
Is done unto thy hand ; the Ji.ft Ihc fpakc [do^ 
Was Antony ’ moll nchlc Antony f 
Then in the midft a tearing gn.an did break 
The name of Antony ; it was divided 
between her heart and lips : flic render’d life. 

Thy name I’o buiicd in lier. 

CliOpiitrA on the Death of Antony. 

It were for me 

To throw my feeptre at th’ injurious gods : 

To tell them, that this world did equal theirs, 
Till they^ had ftol’n our jewel. All's but naught; 
Patience is fottilh ; and impatience docs ** 
Become a dog that’s mad : then is it fin, 

To rulh into the fecret houfe of death, 

Ere death dare come to us ? How do you, w'omcn?’ 
Wliar, what ? good cheer ! Why, how now, 
Charmian } 

My noble girls !— Ah women, women ! Look, 
Our lamp is fpent, it’s out Good firs, take 
^ heart : [noble, 

We’ll bury him : and then, what’s brave, what’s 
Let’s do it after the high Roman fafliion, 

And make death proud to take us. Come away : 
This cafe of that huge fpirit now is cold. 

Death. 

My dcfolation do^s be^ to make 
A better life : *iis paltry to be Caefar ; 

Not bci^ fortune, he’s but fortune’s knave, 

A miniftcr of her will; and it is great 
To do that thing that ends aU other deeds.; 

‘ Which 
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Which fl^3cklt.s accident';, and bolts up change ; 
Which iltfpi., and never palates more the dung. 
The beggar’s nurie, and Cajlar’s. 

CU'opaitai Dvttwiy ami DtiJlription of 
Clco. I dream’d, there was an emperor Antony; 
O, fuch another Hcup, that I might lee 
But fuch another man ' 

DoL If it might pleafe yon, — [in ftuck 

Cko. His face ^vab as the heavens ; and ihere- 
A fun, and moon; which kept their courle, and 
The little O, the earth. [lighted 

DoL Moft fovercig’! creature, — 

C.lt'0. II \b legs beftjid the ocean : his rear’d arm 
C relied tl\e world : his v<mcc was propertied 
As all the tuned fpheres, and that to Friends; 

But when he meant to quail and lliakc the orb. 
He was as rattling thunder. Bor his iMnmty, 
There was no w' inter in’t; an autumn 'twas 
That grew the more by reaping : his delights 
W^cre dolphin-like ; they llicw'M his back above 
The element they liv’d in ; in his livery 
Walk’d crowns and crowiicts; realms and irtands 
As plates dropt from h's pocket. [were 

Firm Refilutian. 

What poor an inlliument 
do a noble deed! he brings me liberty. 

My refolution’s plac’d, and 1 have nothing 
Of woman in me : now from head to foot 
1 am marble conftant: now the Iketing moon 
No planet is of mine. 

Cltvl^aira'i Spicth^ on applying the Alp, 
•——Give me my robe, put on iny crowm ; 
I have 

Immortal longings in me. Now no more 
The juice of .^Igypt’s gv.ipc lliall moill this Up; 
Tart, yare, good Iras ; quick — methinks, 1 iiear 
Antony call; 1 fee him roiife himfelf 
'!’o praife my noble aft : 1 hear him mock 
The luck of Ctfar, which the gods gi\e men 
T' cxculc their after wrath, Hulband, I come ; 
Now to that name, my courage, prove my title I 
1 am lire, and air ; my other elements 
J give to bafer life. So, — have you done > 

Come then, and take the lall warmth of inv lips: 
I’areucll, kind Charmiaii; Iras, long farcw'ell. 

iham, has falls ami dies. 

Have T the afpic in my lips? Doft fall ? 

If tlioLi and nature can fo gently part. 

The ftroke of death is as a lover’s pinch. 

Which hurts, and is dcfired. Doft thou lie ftill? 
If thus thou vanilheft, thou lell’ft the world 
If is not wonli leave-taking. 

Char, Dilfolve, thick cloud, and rain ; that I may 
The godi themfelves do weep. 

Cli 0 , This proves me ball* 

If ike lirft meet the curled Antony, 

He’ll make demand of her; and Ipend that kifs 
Which is my heaven to have. Come, thou mortal 
w rett h , \fio the Ajp^mohirbjbe applustobei breajh 
V/irh‘thy Iharp teeth, this knot intrinficatc 
Ot life at once untie : poor venomous fool, 

He angiy and difpatch. O, couldft thou fpeak^ 
'J'liatl might hear thee call great C*far als,' 

V» policy ’d ' 

Cha)\ O, caftern ftar ! 


Clio, Peace, peace! 

Doft thou net lie my baby at my breaft, 

That fucks the nuifc afleep ^ 

Char, O, break ’ O, break! * [gentle,— 
Clfo, As fweet as balm, ss fofc as air, as 
O Antony • Nay, I will take thee too: — 

[_ Apply 177^ another Afp, 
Wliat fliould I ftay— — fDus. 

Char, In this wide w^orld ? fo, fare thee Well. 
Now, Ixiaft thee, death ' in thy poft'eftioii lies 
A lafs uiiparallcrd. 


§ i6. CORIOLANCS. ShaKSPEARU* 

Moh, 

T^HAT would you liave, you curs, 

That like nor pwace, nor w'ar ? The one 
aftrights you, 

Theoihcr makes you proud. Hethat trufts to you, 
Where he llioultl Find you lions, finds you hares. 
Where Foxes, gc(fe: y(,u are no furcr, no. 

Than is the coal (jF fire upon the ice, 
f)r hail-FtoMf in the Fun. Your virtue is*, 

1 o make him worthy, w hofe oftcnce Fubdiies him. 
And cuiFc th it juftice did it. Who deFei\ts 
greatnt Fs, 

Defcr\cs your hate: and your affeftiiais are 
A lick man^ appetite, who delires inoff iliat 
Whichwvjuld incrLaft 1 is evil. He tfiar depends 
Upon your Fiviairs, tV.i.ns with fins of lead, 

And hews d )Vvri o,.k, with rulhes. Hang ye!— ' 
ttulT yt ^ 

With every imnure you do ciiangca mind • 

And call him m blc, tinu was now your lute, 

Him \ilc, th it was your g.i) 1 aid. 

Aufclius's /j (!'>}, 

—Not llc^p, nor Finc^uary, 

Being naked, fick ; nor Fane, noi capitol, 

The pruyeis of pnclls, nor times of laciiFwc, 
Embarquements all of fury, fnall lift up 
Their rotten privilege and cuftoin ’gainft 
My hate to Marcius. W'herc 1 find him, wxrcit 
At home, upon my brother’s guard, cv’n there, 
Againft the hofpitiible canon, would 1 
Walh my fierce Jund in hi> heart. 

An imaglnaiy Deji j/ptten of C'jviolantfs *iuarrin^, 
Methinks, I hear hither yourhull)and’s drurnj 
See him pluck AuFidius down by the hair; 

As children from a bear, the Voll'ci Ihunninp 
him ; ^ 

Methinks, I fee him damp thus, — and cal I thus,— 
Come on, ye cow'ards; ye w»cro got in fear, 
Though ye were born in Rome his bloody brow 
With his mail’d hand then w iping, forth he goes 
Like to a harvell man, tliat’s tallt’d to mow 
Or all, or lofc his hire. 

Flrg* His bloody brdwi Oh, Jupiter, no blood ! 
f^ol, Aw'ay, you fool ! it more becomes a man, 
Than gilt his trophy : The breads of peenbaj . 
When Ihc did iuckle Hedtor, lo?iJ*.;’d n®t lovelier- 
Than Heftor's forehead, when it fpit forth bloodP 
At Grecian fwords’ continuing. ^ ' 

Doing our buy merits not Praife. 

Pray, noy no more : my mother, 

Who lias a charter to extol her blood| 


Whea 
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W'^hwUlie docs pr:iifc me,' grieves me. f h.w l done, 
"As voii have d*ine; that’s what 1 can ; induced 
As you have been ; that’s for my country : 

>k* that has^iut cffc(^led his good will 
ilafh overia’tii mine i\t\. 

Pofmlarity, 

All tongues fpeak of him, and the bleared 
m fights 

» Are*fpc6tacled to fee him. Your prattling nurfe 
Into a rapture lets her baby cry, 

While Ihe chats him : tlic kitchen nialkin pins 
Her richeft lockram ’bout her rcechy neck, 
Clamb’ring the walls to eye him : ftalls, bulks, 
windows, 

Arc fmotlier’d up, leads fill’d, and ridges hors'd 
W’ith variable ctmiplexions'^, .ill agreeing 
In earncltnefs to fee him : feld-ihown flamens 
Do jircfs among the popular thnings, and puff 
To svin a vulgar iVaiion : our veil’d dames 
C( mmit the war of white and damafk, in 
T'hcir nicely-gawdeil cheeks, to th’ wanton fpoil 
Of Phoebus’ burning kiifes : fuch a pother, 

A'i if tl'.at whatfoever god, w lio Ic.uls him. 

Were filly crept into his human powers. 

And ga\e him graceful polture. 

('ov?/}iins' h /;/ ihe Stnate. 

1 fluiU^ick voice , the deeds of Coriolamis 
Should not he utter’d fcchly. It is held 
'[Ji.ir valour is the ihufell virtue, and 

dignifies the l iner: if it he, 

'Tiic ni.ui 1 fpeak of c.mnot in the world 
Li iiv.gly^Munteryuis’ik ‘ fix teen years, 

'Wlicii Tarnuin made a luiul for Rome, he fouglu 
Ik'voi'd the in:iik of ofheM’s ; out then didtatoi, 
Whom with all praife J I'oinr at, law liim light, 
“WMien witii his Aui.i/oijnn elf-u he drove 
^ he billHed lips befoie liim : he bellrid 
An o’er-p'reft Romai., and i’ the confuls view 
Slew three oppolers : 'I'anjuia’s felf he met, 

An<l itruck him on his knee : in tint day's feats, 
WlKii he might a^t tiic woman In the fccne, 

Jfe pro/d heft man i’ the fit Id, an<l kr his meed 
Vv^as brow -bound with the oak. }Iis pupil-age 
Ivlan-Liircr’d thus, he waxed like a fen 5 
And, in the brunt of feventeen battles lincc, 

Ut luichM all fw'ords o’ the gai Iriiid, For this laft, 
lijff>re, and in Corioli, let me fay, 

J cannot fpeak him home : he Hopp’d the flyers; 
^^nd, by his rare ej^amplc, made the coward 
'i'urn terror into fport : As weeds before 
A vefi'cl under fail, fo men obey’d, [ftamp) 
And fell below bis ftem : his fvvord (-death’s 
Where it did mark, it took; from face to foot 
fie was a thing of blood, whofc every motion 
Was tim’d with dying cries : alone he enter’d 
The mortal gate o’ the city, which he painted 
With fhunlefs deftiny ; aidlcfs came oft’, 

Agid with a fudden reinforcement ftruck 
Corioli, Rkc a^anct. Now all’s his : 

When by anl^y ti® din of war ’gan pierce 
I'lis re,;Jiy fenfe ^ then ftraight his doubled fpirlt 
feequteken’d what iif llefli was fatigate, 

And to the battle came he ; where he did 
Rqn reeking o’er the lives o^mcn, as if 
,’Twerc a perpetual fpoil ; and till we call'd 
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l>oih field and city ouri, he never ftood 
J'o eafe his brcall with punting. 

*Ibe Mijehef of Anarchym 
My foul aches. 

To know, when tw'o authorities are u j; 

Ntiiher I’upreme, how foon confulion 
May enter ’rwixt the gap of both, and rake 
The one by the other. 

Character of Coriohinus. 

His nature is too noble for thi^ w'orldr 
Hu w'ould not flatter Neptune for his trident. 

Or J ove for his power to thunder. His heart’s hia 
mouth : 

What his hrt.ill forges, that his tongue mull ventj 
And, being angry, docs foigcr that" ever 
He huaid the name of death. 

Ho/toiir tind Policy. 

I've heard you faw, 

Tloaonr and policy, like unfever’d friends, 
r the war do grow together: grant that, and 
tell me 

In peace, what each of them by th’ other lofe. 
That they combine not there ? 

Method lo f^ctin Popular favour^ 

Go to tlicm, with this bonnet in thy hand ; 

And thus far having ftrctch’d it, (here be with 
them) 

Thy knee butfing rlic ftoncs (for in fuch buriiicfi 
/'dlion is tlocpicnce, and the eyes of the ignorant 
More luaintd than the cari)» waving thy head. 
Which often, thus, corrcdling thy 11 out heart, 
Now iiumble, as the lipeft mulberry, 

Thatw'ill not hold the handling: or, faytoMirm, 
Thou art their foldicr, and, being bred in broils, 
Hail not the foft w^ay, which, thou doft cunfefs, 
W’trc fit for thee toufe, as they to claim, 

In alking their good loves; but thou wait frame 
'fhvlMf, forlbotli, hereafter theirs, fo far 
As thou haft pow er, and perfon. 

Coriolanus bis Abhorrent e of hiatiny. 

Well, I muft do ’t; 

AvVay, mv difpofition, and polfefs me 
, Some harlot’s fpiiir ' my throat of war be turn’d. 
Which quirud with my drum, into a pipe, 

Small as an eunuch, or the virgin voice 
That babies lulls aflcep ' the fmilcs of knaves 
Tent in my cheeks; and fchool-boys tears take up 
The glalfes of my fight > a beggar’s tongue 
Make motion thro’ my lips; and my arm’d knees. 
Who bow’d but in my ftirrup, bend like his 
That hath receiv’d an alms! — I will not do’t — 
Left I furceafe to honour iiiy own truth, 

And, by my body’s aftion, teach my mind 
A moft inITerent bafenefs. 

His Mother s Refolutmuon his fluhborn Pride, 

At thy choice thefi:' 

To beg of thee, it is niy more dilhoiiour 
Than thou of them. Come all to ruin ; let 
Thy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear 
Thy dang’rous ftoutiicfs ; for I mock at death 
With as big heart as thou. Do as tliou lift. 

Thy valiantnefs was mine, thou fuck’dft.it frommc; 
Rut owtf thy pride thyfelf, 

S Hit 
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ffii of the Fulmar ^ 

You coininon cry of curs! wholcbreaihl hate, 
As reck o* th’ rotten fens; whofe loves I prize. 
As the dead carcales of unburied men, 

That do coriupt my air : I banifli you ; 

And herfc remain with your uncertainty ? 

Let every feeble lumoiir (hake your hearts f 
Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes, 

Fan )on into del'pair ! have the pow'er ttill 
To banilh your defenders ; till at length 
Yolu ignorance (which finds nor, till it feels), 
Making not relcrvation of youriches 
< Still your ov/n foes), deliver you, as moft 
Abated captivcH, to I'omc nation 
That won you without blows ! 

Pft:apis liguiiiji IU-fhr!!r-e. 

— — 1 — You were iisM 
To fay, extremities were the triers <‘f Ipirirs ; 
I'har common chances comincm men could bear; 
That, when the Tea was calm, all Ik mis :iiikc 
tihew’d mnfterlhip in iloating. I'cntunc's blows, 
Wlien moH ftruck iionir, be.ng gentle wou ivied, 
crave 

A noble cunning. You were us’d to load lue 
With precepts, that would make ituincible 
The heait tliai conn’d them. 

thi common FriemlJbif'F, 

C), world, thy llippery turns’ friends now fall 
Iworn, 

Whofe doui)le bofoms fetm to wear one hcait, 
Whole hours, whole bed, whcUemcai, and oxeieiic 
Arc ftili together, who twin, as ’t\Vcre, in lovci 
Unleparablt, fiiall within tliis liour, 

On a dilVenfion of a doit, break out 
To hltterdt enmity. So, felled toes, 

\’v'‘hoie paliions and whole plots have broke tiicir 
llcep 

To take the one the other, by feme cliancc. 

Some trick, not worth an egg, lliall grow dear 
friends. 

And interjoiu their ilTues* 

Martial Fricndjtjip^ 

Let me twine 

Mine arms about that body, where againft 
My grained afii an hundred times hath broke. 
And Icarr'd the moon with fplinters ! Jierc I clip 
The anvil of my fword ; and do conteft 
As hotly and as nobly with thy love, 

As ever, in ambitious ftrength, I did 
Contend agaiiift thy valour. Know thou, fird, 

I lov’d the maid I married ; never man i 

a h’d truer breath ; but that T fee thee here, 
ou noble thing ! more dances my rapt heart, 
Thim when I firrt my wedded midrefs faw ! 
IJcftridemy threihold. Why,tbotiMars! ItcUthce, 
We. have a power on foot ; and 1 had purpofc 
Once more to he\v thy target from thy bfawri, 

Or lolc my arm for *t : thou hail beat me out 
Twelve fJvcral times, and 1 have nightly flnee 
Dreamt of encounters ’twixt thyfdlf and me ) 

We have been down together in my llcep, 
Urfbufkliflg helms, filling each other’s throat, 
Aad d hakf^dsad with nffthki|{f 
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Tfie Seafon of Solicitation, ^ 

He was not taken well ; he had not din'd : 

The veins unlili’d, our blood is cold, and then 
We pout upon the morning, arc unf.pt 
To give or to forgive ; but when we have lluffi 
Thefe pipes and thclc conveyances of blood, 

With t\ ine and feeding, we have fupplcr fouls 
Than in our prieft-like fads: therefore I’ll, watch 
Till he be dieted to my requed, [hhn 

Oljlinaie Rrfoluiion. * 

My wife comes foremod ; tlien the honour’d 
mould 

Wherein this trunk was fram'd, and in her hand 
The grand>chil(l to Iierhlood — Hut, out, alTcdlion 1 
All bond and privilege of nature, break I 
f.ct it be virtuous, to be obftinate.— - 
What L that fiut fie w'Orth’ or thofe dove's eyes; 
Wliich can make gods forf^v-orn ' J mc!f,andamnot 
Of drongcr earth than others;— my mother bows, 
‘Xs if Ol^nipuc* to a mole-kill fliould 
In fiipplicarion nod : and my young boy 
Hath an afptdl of intcrccllion, whirh 
fircat iiaiurc cues, Deny not. — Let the Voices 
Plough Rome, and harrow Italy; I’ll never 
Ke filch a gcdhiig io obey inllindt ; but (land, 

As if a man uea author of himl'clf. 

And knew no oihei kin. 

Kf/i nfin^i Tnrifmufs. 

■■"■■■■ - Inke a dull aflor now^ , 

f liave forgot my pajT, ami 1 am out, 

Kven to full dilgracc. Jiell of my flelh, 

Foigise my tyranny ; l>ut do not fay, ^ 

For that, forgive our Romans. — O, a kifs. 

Long di ihy exile, fweet as my revenge! 

Now, by the jcaioii.^ i[ueen of heaven, that klfat 
[ J carried from thee, dear; and my true lip 
Harli virginM it e'er fincc. — You gods ! I prate. 
And the moll noble mother of the world 
Leave umaluted : fuik, my knee, i' th’ earth j 
Of thy deep duty more imprclliun flicw 
Than iliat of common fons. 

Cbaflity. 

— The noble filler of Publicola, 

The moon of Rome; chaftc as the icicle, 

Thai's curdled by the froft from purcil fnow, 

And hangs on Dian’s temple. 

Coriolannii Prefer for bis Son, 

— - — The god of foldicrs, 

With the confent of the fupreme Jove, inforrii ^ 
Thy thoughts with noblenefs, that thou may ft ptovft 
To fhamc invulnerable, and ftick i* the wars 
Like a ^reat fca-mark, ftanding every flaw. 

And faring thofe that eye thee ! 

CoriolaKus's Mother's pathetic Speech ib him. 

Think with thyfclf, 

HoVv more* unfortunate than all living women 
Arewecome hither; fincethatthylight, which Ihould 
Make our eyes flow with joy, hearts d?pce witti 
comforts, ^ [forrow j 

Confli-ains them weep, and fhake 'Cirith fear ani" 
Making the mother, wifej apd child, lo^ 

The fon, tiic hdiband, and the fathef, tearing 

HU bow6^ Ml And to pM 
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Th'mc enmity's moft capital : thou barr’ll us 
OJFf^rayers to the gods, which is a comfort 
Tim all but wc enjoy. - - - 

- - -We mu ft find 

evident calamity, though we had 
Onr wifh which fide ihould win: for either thou 
Maft, as a foreign recreant, be led 
With manacles along our ftrects ; or clfc 
Triflinphantly tread on thy country's ruin; 

And bear the" palm, for having bravely Ihed 
Thy wife and childreirs* blood. For m}rclf, fon, 
I piirpofe not to wait on fortune, till 
Thefe wars determ ne : if I cannot jierfuade thee, 
Rather to fliew a noble grace to both parts, 

Than i’cek th.c end of one, thou lhalt np fooncr 
IVJareli to aflault thy country, than to tread 
( Fruft to’t, thou flialtnot) on thy mother’s womb, 
I'liat brought thee to this w'orld, • - 

Peace after a Siege. 

Ne'er through an arch fo hurried the hlo^vn tide, 
As the rccomforted tliro’ th’ gates. Why, hark 
) ou ; 

'I'lie trumpits, fackbuts, pfaltcrifs, and fifes, 
'^j'abors a id cymbals, and the Ihouting Romans, 
Make the fun dance. 



• Par ting Lovers. 

lio. 'X'lIOU ihouldft have made him 
I * As little as a crow, or Icfs, ere left 
'Ilf aftcr*-cyc liim. 

P/f. Madam, lb I did. 

bf!o. 1 w'ould have broken mine cyc-ftrings; 
crack’d ’em, but 

't o look upun him; till the diminutinji 
Of I'pace bed pointed him as lharp as my needle: 
N'lV, billow’d him, till he had melted from 
Till- fmallnefs of a gnat, to air ; and then [nio, 
3 Live turn’d mine eye and wept. But, good Pila- 
Wlien Ihall v\e hear from him ? 

P/f, Ue allur'd, madam, 

Wiiii his next vantage. 

I//. 0 . i did not take my leave of him, but had 
Moft pretty thiiv^s to fay : ere I could tell him. 
How 1 would think of him, at certain hours, 

S uch t houghts ,and fuch; or 1 could make him fwear, 
'riie Ibi-s of Italy ftiould nor 'uetiay 
JMVnenrrrereft, and his honour; or have charg’d 
him, 

At the fixth liour*of morn, at nwn, at midnight, 
'I'o encounter me with grifons, for then 
1 am in heaven for him ; or eip I could 
Give him mat paning kifs, which I had fet 
Jictwixt two charming vvoiaU, Cannes in my father. 
And, like the tyrannous breathing of the porch, 
Shakes >11 our buds from growing. 

* of Falfebood to a iVife. 

Since doObilng tl^ngs go ill, often hurts fnorc 
Than to,hc fare they dj; for certainties 
Either arc paft re-metMcs ; or. timely knowing, 
The rcmccjy tlicn born, difcovcr to me 
What both you fpur and ftop% 
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lacb. Had I this check 
To bathe my lips upon ; this hand, whofe touch, 
Whofc every touch would b^rce tiic feeler's foul 
To the oath of loyalty; this object, wliich 
[ Takes prilbner the wild motion of mine eye, 
Fixing It only here : fiiould I (ddimi'd then) 
Slaver with lips as common as the ftai*s 
That mount the capitol, join gripes with hands 
[ Made hard with houily falfehood (as 
With labour), then lie peeping in an eye, 

Bale and unliiftrous as the linoaky light 
That’s fed with (linking tallow : it were fit, 

That all the plagues of hell (hould at one time 
Kneounter fuch revolt. 

h/iogttxs BcdLba77ibcr \ /// one Part of it a large 

rnmk. 

hnogen is dif iruered Yelling, 

Jmo. - — -Mine eyes arc weak : 

Fold down the leaf where I have left : to bed : 
Take not away the taper, leave it burning ; 

And if thou c.mft awake by four o’ th* clock, 

1 pr’ythcc, call me. — Sleep, hath ('eiz'd me wholly. 

[AVivV Lady* 

To your protcflion I commend me, gods I 
From fairies, and the tempters of the night, 
Guard me bellcch ye • \ Sleep** 

[ lochin/o Hfes from the Trunk, 
lath. The crickets ftng, and man's o‘«r- 
labour’d fenfe 

R^'paiis itfclf by reft: our Tarqiiin thus 
Did Ibftly prefs the rufhes, ere he waken'd 
The chailiry he wounded.— Cythcrca, 

How bravely thou becom’ft thy bed ! frefh lily ' ’ 
And whiter than tlie Iheets ! That I might touch ! 
Bur kifi.; one kifs ' — Rubies unparagon’d, 

How dearly they do’t * — ’Tis her breathing that 
Perfumes the chamber thus : the llamc o’ the taper 
Bows toward her; and would uiidcr-pccp her lids, 
To fee th' inclofed lights, now canopied 
Under ihcfc windows: white and azure, lac’d; 
With bjueof heaven’s own tintt— but mydefign? 
To note the chamber: — I will write all down:— 
Such, and fuch, pidtuies; there the window: fuch 
Th’ adornment of her bed; — the arm, figures, 
Why, fuch, and fuch: — and the contents g’ th« 
rtory. 

Ah, but fomc natural notes j. bout her bqdy. 
Above tun tiioufand meaner movcablas 
Would teftify, t’cnrich mine inventory : 

O (leep, thou yj-'c of death, lie dull upon her ! 
And be her fcnic but as a monument, 

Thus in a chapel lying • Come off, come off; 

[ 7 aking^ojffher Bt aceleL 
As flippery, as the Gordian knot was hard 1 
’Tis mine; and this will witnefs outwardly, 

As llrongly as the conftience docs within, 

To the madding of her lord. On her left breaft 
A mole cinque-ipotted, like the crimfon drops 
1’ the bottoili of a cowllip : Here’s a voucher, 
Stronger than ever law could make : this feerct ^ 
Will force him think 1 have pick'd the lock and 
ta’en [end ? 

The treafuve of her honour. No more.— To what 
Why fliouW I write this down, that's ri vetted, 
Screw ’d to my memoi y ? She hath b^'cn reading 

a Tb» 
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The talc of Tcrcns; here the leaf's turn'd down, 
IVhtrc Philomel ^ave up; — 1 have enough : 

To the trunk again, and Ihut the Ipring of it. 
Swift, fwift, you dragons of the night ’ tliat daw n- 
Mav bare the raven's eye: L lodge in fear; [ing 
Tho’ this a heavenly angel, hell is here. 

illv j^ot's into ibt: 'Trunk j tfx iii\nc clofts, 

GoUi. 

*Tis gold 

Whichbnysadmittanccj oftitdoih; yea, and makes 
Diana’s rangers falfe themieivcs, and yield up 
Their deer to the ftand o’ the fie iler : and *tis gold 
\Vhich makes the true man kill'd, and faves the 
thief; 

Nay, fometime hangs both thief and true man: what 
Can it not do, and undo ? 

A Siitire on iron/ ft/, 

Js there no wav for men to bo, but w'omcn 
Mud be half- workers > W'c are all bafiaids; 
i^nd rliat mod venerable man, which I 
Did vail my father, was J know not where 
Wl'cn I was damp’d; ionic coiner with his ttiols 
lilade me a counterfeit: yet my mother I'etm’d 
The Dian o’ that rime : fo doth my wife 
The nonyvarc il of this. — O, vengeance, vengeance ! 
Me of my lawful plvalhrc Iht redrain'd, 
iVnd pray’d me, ofi, toibearanco; <lid it with 
A pudency fo roly, the tweer view on’t 
Might Well haw warm'd olu Saturn; — rliar I 
thought her 

As ch.iiie iis unfu'My’tl fnow. 

- - - - Could I find out 

The woiTuin’'^ pfirt yn nie ' — for theft 's no motion 

That tends to vice in intin, but I aSirm 

It is the woman's part; la it lyyng, tiote it. 

The woman's, flatrering, hers ; decci\in:;, hers; 
XfUd, and rank thoughts, iicrs, hers; revenger lier' , 
Anihitloiis, tings, cluimrc <»f prides, diiduin, 
Nice-hmgiiigs, dander*, niutabihtv ; 

All faults rhai iume,n:iv .that ht 1 1 kyiows,whv,herv, 
In p.irt, or all; but, lailitr, all: tor even to 
vikC 

They are not conihmt, hut are changing dill j 
One viee, hut cd a minute old, fm one 
Nor halt lb old ns tlhit. 1 II urue ag.und them. 
Deled iliem, curie ihein vei ’tis greater (kill 
In a tryie' hate, to pray rhtv h.\M then smII : 

The very deviU canncjt pLgut them better. 

A H^ft*s to fnnt her JLt/hanil, 

O, for u horl’c with wings • — llc-tr’li thou. 
Piranui ' 

Me is at Milford-ITaVLii : rtad, and k 11 me 
How fir 'ti.s thithci. If one of mean adairs 
May plod it in a week, why may not 1 
Glide thither in a daj » Then, tnic Pifanio, 

( W ho long* d , ! i k e in c ,,ro f l*c thy lord ; w h o Ion g’d — 
O, let me We — bur not like me : — vet long’d 
But in a fainter kind O, not like' me; 

For minc’sbeyond, beyond )— fiy, and fprak thick, 
(lF.*cve*8 counfelloT llibuld till the bores of hearing 
' To the fmothcring of the fenfe)— how far it is 
To this fame hlcffcd Milford ; And, by ili’ way, 
Tell me how^ Walts was made fo happv, as 
T’ mheric fuch a haven : But, fird Ji all. 
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How may w'c deal from hence j and, for the cap' 
Thatw’t lfliall make in time, from oiirhencc-^oUiff, 
And our return, t’excui'e: but drd, how get iicnce.’ 
Why ihoiild eveufe be born, or e'er ^ 

We'll talk of that hereafter. Pr’ythce, fpcak,* 

How many I'core of miles* may wc well ride 
’Twixt liour and hour * 

r[l'. One fcoie ’twixt i'liit and fon, 

Madam,** enough for yott; and too much t^, 
lu/Oi Why, one that fodc fo his execution, man. 
Could never go fo dow : 1 have Iteard of riding 
wagerj. 

Where hoi I'es have been nimbler than the fands 
That run i* the clock’s behalf. But this is foolery : 
Go, bid my woman feign a fickncfs; I'ay, 

She'll home t’hcr father : ,and provide me prefcntly 
A riilingjuit; no codlicr thbii would fit 
A franklin's houfewife, 

7V/I Madam, you’ic bed confidcr. 

Imo, I fee before me, mar, no here, norhcrc^ 
Nor w hat .enfues ; but hii\c a fog in them, 

That T cannor look thro’. A wiy, I pr’ythce; 

Do as 1 hid thcc:-thLrc’s no more to lay; 

Acceliible is none hut Milford >say. 

A VoreJ}^ luitb a Gdvt't /// irulrs. 

Enti'r BclarittSy Cu/d/riuSf and Arv/ra^us. 

Btl. A goodly day not to keep hrmfe, with f’uch 
Whole roof ’i as low as oun. Stoop, boys'^nTo gnw 
InrtrucU you how t’ adore the htavens; and bows 
) ou 

To innrnintf’s Ifoly office. The gates of monaic^’.s 
.\n. r.uh'd fo high that giants may jet thro’ 

And keep rbeir impitnis tmbans o:i, without ^ 
(fOdd-morriiW to thcfun. — Hail, rbou fairheaven 
Wc hoiife i’ t’ne rock, yet ufc tUee not fo hardly 
As prouder livers do. 

Guid, f^ail, hca\en! 

Ai'-'J. Hail, brave nr 

Btl, Now ttir OLir mountain fport up to von 
hill : 

Your iclr^ .ire young; I'll tread ihefe flats. Con- 
fuler, 

Wlicii you above perceive me like a ciow, 

'I'hat it is place which IcfFens, and fet, olF. 

And you nuiv then revolve what tales I’ve told you^ 
Of courts, of prinevs, of the tricks in war: 

'I'lus fcrvicc is not Fervice, lb being done, 

Uut being I'o allow’d : To apprehend thus 
I^rav.s us a profit from nil things wc lie i 
Ai.d often, our comfort, ih.nil \\e ^ 

'I'he lhardtd beetle in a I'afer h'»M 
riian is the full-wing'd fiirglc • O, this life 
h nobler, than attending for a check ; 

Kieher, chan doing notliU'g for a babe; 

Prouder, itiaii rul’tling in unpaid-for filk i 
Such gain the cap of him that mrikcj them fine, 
Vet keepj hi> book uncroi's'd : no life to ours. 
Cuid. Ou^uf your proof you i’^/Cak ; wc, poor^ 
uiiHedg d, Pcntiw hot 

Have never wing'd from view neft; nor , 

Wliai air’s from home. Haply» thi8 life us befti 
It quhii life be be ft ; fwceV.et^to y<Ai» ^ • 

Tliat have a Ih.ispLi known; well correfponJing 
VVfth your fliff ag<.^ but, unto us, it if 
A cell of Ignorance; travelling a-b'cd$ 

A prifon 
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A^xfon for ^ debtor, that not dares 
To llridc a limit. 

Arv, \yhai fliould \ve fpcak of 
When ‘we'arc as old as you ? when wc fliall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark December, how. 

In this our pinching enve, (hall wc diicuurfe 
The cezing hours away ? Wc have Icon nothing : 
W»arc bcalUy ; I'ubtlc as the fox, for piey: 

Like warlike as the wolf, for what wc cat : 

Our valour is, to chalc what flies ; our cage 
We make a quire, as doth the prilbn’d bird, | 
And fing our bondage freely. ‘ | 

B<'/. How you fpcak 1 
Did yqaii but know the city's ufurics. 

And felt them knowingly ; the art o* the court, 
As hard to leave, as ke^ ; whole top to climb 
Is certain falling, or fo flippVy, th it 
The fear's as bad as falling : The toil of the war, 
A pain that only feems to feck out danger 
T the name of fame, and honour; wliichdics i* the 
And hath as oft a ilaud'rous epitaph, [fearch; 
As record of fair aft ; nay, many times 
Doth ill deferve, by doing well ; what*s worfe, 
Muft curt'fic at the ccnfnrc : O, boys, this ftory 
The world may »cad in me : my body’s mark'd 
With Roman 1 words ; and my report was once 
the heft of note ; Cymbeline lov’d me, 
And when a foldier was the theme, my name 
Was not far off: then was T as a tree [night, 
^Whofe boughs did bend with fruit : but, in one 
A (torm, or robbervi call it what you will, 
Jpook dow n my mellow hangings, nay, iiiy leaves, 
"^nd left me bare to weather. 

Gwi/, Uncertain favour ! [you oft) 

My fault being nothing (as I have told 
Bur that two villains, whofe falfe oaths prevail’d 
Before my perfeft honour, fwore to Cymbeline, 

1 was confederate with the Romans : lb 
Follow’d niy banilhmcnt ; and, rliii twenty years, 
This rock, and thefe dcmclhes, have been my 
world : 

Where I have liv’d at honell frjcdom ; paid 
More pious deb's to Heaven, thin in all 
The forc-end of my time. — But, up to th* moun- 
tains ; 

This is not hunters language ; 1 e that flrikes 
The vcnilbn firft, lhall be the lord o’ th’feaft ; 
To him the other two flialL minifler ; 

A,^ wc will fear no poilbn, w'hich attends 
In pWe of greater ftate. 

Force of Nalttre, 

How hard it is, to hide the fparks of nature ! 
Thefe boys know little, they arc funs to th’ king; 
Nor Cymbeline dreams that they arc alive. 

They think they’re mine : and, though train’d up 
thus meanly 

I’ the cave, wherein they bo\v,thcir thoughts dohit 
The roofs of palaces ; and nature prompts them. 
In Ample and low things, to prince it, much. 
Beyond tflx^crick df^otl^rs. This Polydore, 

, The huir of Cyrabelise and Biitain, whom 
The king his fathef call’d Guiderius, Jove ! 
When on my thrcc-foot flool I fit, and tell 
I'lic warlike feats I've doril*, his fpirits fly out 
Imo my ftory : l'riy<^Thus mine cnemv fell^ 


Ji 

And thus I fet my foot on his neck <vcn then 
The princely blood flows in hU check, he fwtats, 
Strainshis young nerves, and putshimfelfin poUOre 
That afts my words. The younger brother. 
Cadwal, 

(Once, Arvitagus) in as like a figure 
Strikes life into my fpcech, and ihews much iiioro 
His own conccivingi 

Slander* 

—No, 'tis flandcr, 

Whofe edge is fharper than thefword;whofctongue 
Out- venoms all tlic worms of Nile ; w'hofc breath 
Ridc.s on thc^pofling winds, and doth belie 
All corners of the world : Kings, queens, and 
flares, 

Maids, matrons, nay, the fecrcts of the grave. 
This viperous llandcr enicrs. 

A IFifds htttocenry, 

Falfe to his bed ' What is it to be fall© ? 

To lie in watch there, and to think on him > 

To weep ’twixt clock and dock ?— If deep charge 
nature. 

To break it with a fearful dream of him, 

And cry myi'tlf awake ? 'I'liat’s falfe to’s bed ? 

IFoman in Man s Drefi, 

You muft forget to be a woman ; change 
Command into obedience ; fear and niccnefs, 
(The handmaids of all women, or more truly 
Woman its pretty fclf), into a wMggifli courage. 
Ready in gibes, quick-anfwcred, faucy, and 
As quarrellous as the wcazel : nay, you muft 
Forget that rareft trealure of your check, 

Expofing it (but O, the harder heart • 

Alack, no remedy !) to the greedy touch 
Of common killing Titan ; and forget 
Your labourfomc and dainty triiub, wherein 
You made great Juno angry, 

J7^e Foreft and Cave* 

E?7tcr Imogen in Bov s Clothes. 

Tmo, 1 fee, a man’s life is a tedious one : 

I've tir'd myfdf ; and for two nights together 
Have made the ground my l>ed. 1 Ihould be fick. 
But that my rclblution helps me.— Milford, 
When from the mountain-top Pifanio flicw’d thee, 
Thou waft within a ken. O, Jove ! I think, 
Foundations fly the wretched : fuch, I mean. 
Where they ihould be reliev’d. Two beggars 
told me, 

r could not mifs my way : will poor folks lye 
That have alBiftions on them ; knowing 'tis 
A punilhment, or trial ? Y cs : no wonder, 

Wnen rich ones fcarce tell true. To lapfcin fulnefs 
Is forer than to lye for need ; and fatfehood 
Is worfe in kings ilian beggars. — My dear lord ! 
Thou art one o* the falfe ones : now 1 think on thee. 
My hunger ’s gone ; but even before, I was 
At point to flnK for food. — But what is this ? 

[^Seeing the Cave* 

Here is a path to it : — 'tis fomc favage hold $ 

I were belt not call ; 1 dare not call : yet famine, 
Ere clean it o'erthrow nature, makeeit valiant. 
Plenty, and peace, breed covvards ; haydnefs ever 
Of hardinefs is mother. 

e 2 LmUvr*- 
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labour. 

Wcarincfs 

Can fnorc upon the flint, when rclly floth 
Finds the down pillow h:ird. 

flartfiUli bnwrrnre, 
tmo. CJood mafters, hunn me nor : 

Before F enter'd here, 1 call’d ; and thought 
To have begg'd, or bought, vvhat 1 have rook : 

good troih, [found 

I have flolcn nought; noi* would not, tho’ J had 
Gold drew ’d o’the floor. He re’s money for my meat; 
I would have left it on rhe board, fo foon 
I had niiide rny meal; and parted 
Witli prayers for the pi(\idcr. 

Monty, youth ^ 

Ar^j. All gold and lilver rather turn to dirt ! 
As hi.s no better icckon'd, but of thofc 
Who worlhip dirty gods. 

; art. 

To whom ^ to thee ' \\' hat ai r thmi ? Have not I 
An arm as big as thine ' a heart as big ? 

Thy words, 1 gnnt, are bigger; for 1 wear not 
My dagger in my mouth. 

I'^'fl-hardhafs . 

Joeing I'carcc made up, 

1 mean, to man, lie had not apprehcnfion. 

Of roaring terrors ; for defeat of judgment 
Is oft the cure of fear. 

Inborn Royalty. 

— -O, th( u goddefs, 

fThou divine nature, ho\% tliyfelf thou blazon'd 
In tlicfc two princely boys » ihey arc as gentle 
As zephyrs, blowing below the viedet, 

Not wagging his Isveet head j and yet as rough, 
Xheir loyal blood cnchaf d, as the rud’d wind, 
That by the top doth take the mountain pine, 
And mnkehimdoop to the vale, ’T is wonderful 
That an invilible ii din£i fhould frame them 
'I'o royalty imlearn’d. ; lionour untaughr; 

Civilitv not feen uom other; %,iloiir, 

Th.n wildly gr\'nv.» in them, but yields a crop 
As if it had been low’d ! 

Enter Ar'v/ro^^nSn with Ifnop/n (kudy bcaun^ 
her in his Arnii. 

Bel. I.,ook, here he comes, 

And brings tlic dire occaJion in his arms, 

()t what we blame him for ’ 
drv. The bird is dead 

That we have maJe lb much on, I had rather 
JJ Hve fkipp’d fi'om |],stcen yeans of age, to fixty, 
To have turn’d niy leiiping time into a cruieh, 
Th;ui have feen this. 

Cnid. O, iweeted, faired lily ’ 

My brother wears thee the one half lb well, 
As when thou grew'd thyfelf. 

Bel. O, melancholy ' 

VViiO ever yet could ibund rhy bottom’ find 
'Tlic ooze, to Ihcw what coad thy lluggilh care 
Might cas’lied harbour in • Thou bLlti d thing ' 
Jo\e knows what man thou might’dhavc made; 
but I, 

Thou dieJd, a mod rare bey* of melancholy ! 
How found you him ? 


X T R A C T S, 

Ainj. Stark, as you fee : ^ 

Thus finiling, as lonu- fly had tickled llumbcf; 

Not as death’o dart, being laugh’d at: his right ' 
Repofing on a culhion. f [check 

Guid. Where ’ 

O’ the floor : [put 

His arms thus leagued : I tliought he dept ; and 
My clouted brogues from off my ftet, whol’e rude- 
Anfwer’d my deps too loud. 

Oidd, Why, he but fleeps : 

If he be gone, ht *ll make his grave a bed 7 
With f«.male fairies w ill his tomb be haunted, 

And worms will not come to thee. 

Ar'V. With faired flowers, 

Whild fummer lads, and J live here, Fid^e, 

I'll fweeten thy fad grave : tliou fhalt not lack 
The flow’r, that’s like thy face, pale primrofe; nor 
Tlic aziir'd hare-bell, like thy veins ; no, nor 
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to dander, 
Out-fweeten'd not thy breath; the ruddock would 
With charitable bill (O bill forc-lhaming 
Tliofe rich-left heirs, that let their fathers lie 
Without a monument ! ) bring thee all this ; 

Yea, and furr’d mol's befides, when flow’rs are 
To winter-ground tby coife [none, 


Btl. Great griefs, I fee, med’cinc the Icfs : for 
C lotcn • .^lTrS*»; aia 

Is <jU!ic forgot. lie was a queen’s fon, boys ; 

And, though he came our enemy, remember . ^ 
He was paid for that: though mean and mightvi.* 
Together have one dud; yet reverence [nttml 
(That angel of the w'orld) doth make didmitiC? 
Of place 'tw'ecn high and low. Our foe was 
princely ; 

And though you rook his life, as being our foe, 
Yet bury him as a prince. 

Grad. Pray you fetch liim hither. 

Tlierfiies’ body is as good as Ajax, 

When neither are alive. 

Fantral Dirpr. 

Quid. Fear no more the htat o’ the fun, 

Nor the furious w'inter’s rages ; 

Ti’ou tliy w'orldly talk liaft dcnie, 

Home ait gone, and ta’cn thv wvges : 
Coiden lads and girls all muft, 

As chimney-fweepers, come to dull. 

Arn:, I'car no more the frown o’ the great. 

Thou art pad the tyrant’s llrokc ; 

Care no more to cloath, and cat ; - 

'i'o tine the reed is as tlie oak : 

The feeptre, learning, plwfic, muft 
All follow this, and come to dull. 

GuiJ. F».ar no more the lightning flalh, 
dri’. Nor the all-dreaded thunder-done; 

Ga/d. »Fear no dander, cenfurc ralhj 
.F-i/. Thou had finiih’cl joy and moan. 

Iffiogen a^takhtg. 

Yes, Sir, to Milford-Haven ; whic|;i is the 

way : — ^ ^ 

1 thank you — by yond bufli praj,* how far 
thither*' — » • . 

'Ods, pitikins ' — can it be fix^milcs yet } 

I have gone all night— ’faith, I’ll lie down and 
lltcp. ‘' 

But 
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Jijjt foft ! no bedfellow : — Ogods and goddcffes \ . 
. t '/;rj the body, j 

^ Thefe flow'rs arc like the plcafureii oF the oiIJ ; 
This bloqdy *Tmn, the care on ’i. 1 hept i dream ; 
Vor, fo, I thoug^.r 1 was a cavt -keeper, 

And cook to iionch creatmies : but lis not fb; 
*T\vas but a bolt ('f nothing, (hot at nothing, 
\\'^hith the brain makes of fumes : our very eyes 
Ar e fometiini-'s like our judgments, blind. Good 
I tremble ftid with fear; but if there be [faith, 
Yet left in heaven as linall a drop of pity 
As a wren’s eye, fear'd gfids, a part of it 1 
The dream’s here Hill: even when f wake, it is 
Without me, as within me j not imagin’d, felt. 

* Roi>ti d A} m\ 

No blame be to you, Sir j lor all was lod. 

But that the Heaxens fought : the king html'clf 
Of his wings dcllitutc, the army broken. 

And but tlic backs of Britons leen, all flying 
Thro’ a ftraight lane ; the enemy fulUheaiU-d, 
Lulling the tn.igue with lUv.gl.t’ring, having work 
More plentiful than tools to do’t, flruck down 
Some mortally, Ibmc ilightly toucli’d, fome falling 
Merely through fear; that the ftraight pal's was 
damra'd 

With dead men, hurt htliind, and cowards living 
Tojdic^irh Jciigthcn'il Hume. 

Diatb. 

I, in mine owoi woe charm’d, 

Could not find death, where I did hear him groan ; 
Kor feel him, where he flruck ; being an ugly 
1. monller, 

ftiange, he hides him in frcfli cups, foft beds, 
Sweet words; or hath more minifttrA tlian we. 
That draw his knives i' the wnr. 


1 ” 


§ iS. ITAMLKT. SlIAKSPEARE. 

Prod' J it's. 

iN the mofl high ar.d pal.nv Hate of Rome, 

■*’ A little ire ilu- mi>jhiicft Juiius fell. 

The graves flood tcinmiel’s, and the Ihcctcd dead 
Did fqueak and gibbe r in ihc Romnn 
Sfars flionc w'itli trains of lire ; clcw-s of blond fell; 
Difaflers veil’d the fun ; and the moid Itar, 

Upon whole inlluenc- Neptune’s empire Hands, 
Waj flek almofl to doomlday with tclLpfc. 

Ghojls nxmt/h at the nowi^ir of //>, Cork, aod thr 
■'•‘a r Rgvtr/iirr pahl to C:}»/Jimas~ 7 ht!C. 

Bn‘. 1 1 was about to fpeak , when tiic cock ri cw . 
Phr. And then it flatted like a guilty thing, 
Upon a fearful fummons. I have heard. 

The cock, that is the. numpet to the morn. 

Doth with his lofty and fli rill -founding throat 
Awako the god of dny and, at his warning. 
Whether in fca or fire, in earth or air, 

Th’ extravagant and erring fpiiit hies 
To his fonfine': and of the truth herein, 

This pre^n» objc^madc probation. 

Mar, Ilffaded at the crowing of the cork. 

• Some lay, that cvejf 'gain ft that fcafon comes. 
Wherein our Saviour’s biuh is celebrated, 

This bird of dawning linegth all night long: 
And then, they fay, no fplrit xvalks abroad ; 


The nights arc wholcfl)mc ; then no planets ftrik,e» 
No fail y tikes, nor witch bath puw r to charm. 

So hallow'd and lb gratiuus is the rime. 

ninp^ . 

Bur, lot)k, the morn, in UiTet mantle clad, 
Walks o'er the d^'w of yon high eaflcni hdl, 
fieal Grief . 

Seems, madam f nay, it i$ ; I know not feems. 
’Tis not alone my inky clonk, good mpth 9 r, ' 

Nor cuftomary fuits of folemn black. 

Nor windy fufpiration of forc’d breathy 
No, nor the fiuitful river in the c\c. 

Nor the de jelled haviour pf the vifage, 

Together with all forms, modes, Ihcws of. grief, 
That can denote me truly : thefe, indeed, Iccm, 
Fur they are actions that a inan migne play : 

Rut ! have that w iihin, which pallcih Ihow ; 
Thefe, but the trappings and the fuits of woe. 
Inmodt ratt G> it f dtfi ommrndfd. 

'Tis fvveet and commendable in ytnir nature, 
Hamlet, 

To give thefe mourning duties to your father; 
But, you mull kiu>w% your father loll a father ; 
That father loft, loft his ; and the lurvivor bound, 
In filial obligation, for fome term 
To do obfequious lorrow. But to perfever 
In obllinatc condolcmcnt, is a coiirl'e 
Of impious ftubbornnefs; ’its unmanly grief; 

Jt Ihews a will moti incorrcbl to Heaven; 

A heart unfortified, or mind impatitut; 

An umlerftanding liinple and imfehoord ; 

For what, we know-, muft be, and is as common 
As any the moll vulgar thing to fenfe. 

Why IhoLilil we, in our pcevilh oj-polirion, 

Take it to heait ' Kic ! 'tis a fault to Hea\en, 

A fault againfl rlie dead, a fault to nature. 

To reafon moll altfurd ; whole common theme 
Is death of faihtia, aiul who Hill huth ciied, 

From the lirll corfc till he that died to-day, 

This mull 'oe lb. 

Hamlet's liolihjqir; hs Mother's Marriap;e, 

O, that this loo, too ri'id llclh would melt, 
'I'haw', and ri-folxe iifeli into a dew ! 

Or that rhe RveilAlling had not fix’d 
I (i*. I f'niii -n 'gamll felf-flaughter ’ O God ! 0 God \ 
How’ we.iry. flale, flat, and unpnifitahle 
Seem to me all the ufes of this world ! 

Me on't • O fie > ’i!' an unweeded garden, 

Tljdi giov/s to feed, things lank and grofs in 
nituu- 

Poflefs it mciely. That it flionlJ comi; to this ! 
But two t nont h s dead f nay , not fo m lu 1 1 ,q|^>t two ; — 
So excellcm a king; that w'aa, to this, 

Hyperion to a I'atyr : fo loving to my mother, 
That he might nor beteem the winds of heaven 
Vint her face too roughly. Heaven and earth ! 
Mull I remember.^ —why, (he would hang on him, 
As if increafe of appetite had grown 
By what it fed on : and yet, within a month— 
i.et me ‘not think on’t— frailty, thy name i* 
woman ! 

A little month;— or ere thofe (hoes were old, 
With which (he follow’d my poor father’s body, 
Like Niobc, all t-.ars ; — why Ihe, even (he — 
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O Heaven ! a bcaA that wants difeourfe of reafon. 
Would have mourn'd l(>nj»er — mairled with mine 
uncle, 

My father’s brother; but no more like my father, 
Than 1 to Hercules : within a month ; 

Ere yet the fait of moft iiniigiucous tears 
Had left the flufhing in ii-nllLd eyeu, 

She married : O moll wicked I'pecd, to poll 
With fuch dexterity to incgftuous flicets ! 

It not, nor it cannot come to, good. 

A roffi/iletti Mmt, 

He was a man, take him for all in all, 

J /lull not look u^>on his like again. 

Cautions to Ladies. 

For Hamlet, and the* tnrllng of his favour. 

Hold it a falhion, and a toy in blood ; 

A violet in the youth of primy nature, 

Forward, not permanent, fweet, not lalling, 

The perfume and luppliunce of a minute ; 

Ho more. — 


Then weigh what lofs your honour may fuftain, 
If with tot) credeuT ear you lift his longs ; 

Or lol'e your heart; or your chaflc treal'ure open 
Tq his unmafterM importunity. 

Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, iny dear fifter ; 

And keep you in the real of your atre£tion, 

..Out of the Ihot and danger of dcfire. 

The ch^rieft maid is prodigal enough, 

If (he tinmafk her beauty to the moon j 
Virtue itlclf Tcapes not calumnious ftrokes : 

The canker galls the infants of the Ipring, 

Too oft bjforc their buttons be dilclos’d ; 

And ill the morn and liquid dew of youth, 
Contagious blaftments arc moft inimuicnt. 

A Satire on ungracious Pf^ors, 

I lhall th’ ciTcAs of this good lel^on keep 
As watchmen to my heart ; but, good my brother, 
Do not, as Ibme ungracious palmrs do, 

Shew me the ftcep and thorny way to heaven ; 
Whilft, like a puft and rccklefs libertine, 
Hiiiiiclf the primrofc paths of dalliance treads, 
And recks not his own read. 

A Fatbuf’s Advice to his Son, to travel. 
Give thy thoughts no tongue, 

Nor any unproportion \1 tliought his aft. 

He thou familiar, hut by no means vulgar. 

^'hc friends thou haft, an.l ihcir acloptiiui tried. 
Grapple rhem to rhy foul w itii hooks of (led ; 
But do ncjt dull thy palm with cntciiainmcnt 
Of each ncw-hatch'd, iinficdg'd comrade. Be- 
Of entrance to a quarrel; but, being in, [ware 
Bear it, lhat the oppofer may beware of thtc. 
Give cv’ry m;i’i thine car, bur few thy voice ; 

T akc each man s cenfu re, butreferve thy judgment, 
Coftly thy habit as thy purfc can buy, 

But not exprefs'd in fancy ; rich, not gaudy : 
For the apparel oft proclaims the man. 

Neither a borrower, nor a lender be : 

For loan oft lofes both itfelf and friend ; 

And borrowing dulls the edge of huibandiy. 
This above all, to thine own" fclf be true ; 

And it mull follow, as the night the day, 

Thou canft not then be faife to any man. 
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Hamlet, on the Ap^easanre of bis Father's Cwboft, 
Angels and miniftcri of grace, defend us 
Be tliou a fpiiit of health, or goblin damn'd, 

Bring with thee airs from heaven, or blafts from 
Be thy intents wicked, or charitable, ^ [hell. 
Thou com ’ft in fuch a qucftionable fliapc, 

That 1 will fpcak to thee ; I'll call thee Hamlet, 
King, father, royal Dane : O, anfwcr me : « 

Let me not burft in ignorance ! but tell, « 
Why thy caiionia’d bunts, hcarfed in death, • 
Have burft their ccix’incins ? why the ftfpulchre. 
Wherein we (aw thee quietly inurn’d, 

Hath op’d his ponderous and marble jaws, 

To caft thee up again ? W'^liat may this mean, 
That thou, dead corfc, again, in complete ftecl, 
Revifit’ft thus the glimples of the moon, 

Making night hideous; and we fools of nature. 

So hoi rid ly to lliake our dirpofitinn 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our fouls ? 

The Mifehiijs it might tempt him to. 

What if it tempt you towards the flo<‘)d,my loi d. 
Or to the dreadful fummit of the clilF, 

That beetles o’er his bale into the fea > 

And tlvere ad'umc lomc other horrible form, 
Which might deprive your fovereignty of reafon. 
And draw you into madnefs ' 'rhiiiK of it ; 

The very place puts toys of defperation, 

Without more motive, into cv’ry brain,«yy 
That looks lb many fathoms to the lea. 

And hears it roar beneath. 

Efiter Cdvift and Hamlet, 

Ham, Whither wilt thou lead me ? fpcak, T J’ 
Gbftfl, Mark me. [go no furthrf 

Ham, 1 will. 

Gbojl, My hour is almoft come* 

When I to fulphurous and tormenting flames 
Muft render up myftlf. 

Ham, Alas, poor ghoft ! 

Gbojl, Pity me not, but lend thy ferious hearing 
To what I lhall unfold. 

Ham, Speak, 1 am bound to hear. 

Gboji, So art thou to revenge, w hen thou fhajt 
hear. 

Ham, What ? 

GbojL I am thy father's fpirir ; 

Doom’d for a certain ttrni to walk the night. 
And, for the day, confin’d to fait in fires, 

Till the foul crimes done irf my days of nature. 
Arc byint and puig'd away. Hut that I am foib^J 
To tell the Ucrets ot' my pril'on-houlc, ^ . 

I could a tale unfold, wliofe lighltft word 
Would harrow yp thy foul ; freeztithy youngblood; 
Make thy two eyc^* hkc I’tars, ftart from theur 
Iphcres; 

Thy knotted and combined locks to part* 

And each particular hair to ftand on end 
Like quills upon the fretful porcupine : 

But this eternal blazon muft not be 

To cars of fltlh and blood : Lift, lift, C^liftf • 

If thou didft ever thy dear father love— 

Hrif//. O Heaven ! ^*[muTdcr. 

Gbojl. Revenge his foul and moft unnatural. 
Ham. Murder } * 

I Gbojl. Murder moft foul, as in the bed it is ; 
But this moft foul, diange, and unnatural. 

Ham, 
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. /filw. Haftc me to know it; that I, with wing# 
'' as Iwift 

As meditation, or the thoughts of love, 

^.ay iVccp to my revenge. 

Gl)oJi. 1 find tliee apt ; 

And duller Ihouldil thou be than the fat weed < 
That roots itllif in cafe on Lethe's wharf, 
Wouldll thou notftir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear : 
*TI« given our, that fleeping in iny orchard, 

A lerpent ftung me ; iothc whole ear of Denmark 
Is by a forged proccl's of my deacli 
Rankly abus'd : hut know, thou noble youth, 
The lerpent that did fting thy father’s life 
N«w' wears his crown. 

Jlwi. O, my prophetic foul ! my uncle ? 

(r^ioj?. Ay, that incclluous, that adulterate bead, 
With witchciaft of his uir, wiih trait’rous gitt', 
(O wicked wits and gifts, that hav'e tiic pow r 
ho lo fcducc ') won to his lhameful lull 
Tiic will of my moll Iceming-virtuous cpiccn: 

O Hamlet, what a falling oft' was there • 

From me, whole lo\e w'us of that dignirv, 

'I'hat It went hand in hand even wirh the sow 
J made to her in marriage ; aiul to decline 
Upon a wretch, w hol'c natural gifts were poor 
T<) thofe of mine ’ 

But virtue, as it never will be mov'd, 

’‘jiifcdners court it in a fliapc of Heaven { 

So lull, tho’ to a radiant angel link’d, 

.Will fate itfelf in :i celellial bed, 

^ And iney <m garbage.—— 
put, f<)ft! methinks, [ feent the morning air;— 
JJrief let me be : ilceping wdthin mine orcliard, 

^ My culloin always of the afrcrnrK)n, 

Upon my Iccure hour thy uncle -ftolc, 

With juice of curfed hebenon in a 
And in the porches of mine ears did pour 
Tile Icperous diltilrncnt ; whole eftlU 
Holds luch an entniry w ith blood of man, 

Thar, fwift as t|iiick(ilver, it courfes through 
The natural gates and alleys of the body ; 

And, with a ludden vigour, it doth poflet 
And curd, like eager droppings into milk. 

The thin and whulefouie bUx.d : fo did it mnic; 
And a mud inftant tetter baik’d about, 

Moll larar-likc, with vile and hjatlilbnie crufts 
All my fmnotli body. 

Thus was I, ftcepiiig, by a brother's hand. 

Of life, of crown, of c|uecn at once dilpatch'd : 
Cijr, jff even in the hlolfoms of mv fm, 
UnhouTel'd, difappomred, uiuiiel’d ; 

No reckoning m^dc, hut iliit to my account 
With all my imperfertions on my head: 

O horrible! O horrible ! moft horrible * 

If thou haft nature in thee, bear it not ^ 

Det not the royal bed of Denmark be 
A couch for luxury andxlamncd iiiceft. 

But howlbcvcr thou purfueft this a£l, 
l^int not thy mind, nor let thy foul contrive 
Agninft Aiy mother rfhght; leave her to Heaven, 
And to tlfy'e thorns tiiat in her buibin lodge, 

^ To prick* ^id fting hg*. Fare thee well at once 1 
’ The glow-womi Ihtws the matin to be near, 

Atid to pale his uneftc^tual fire : 

Adieu, adjdu, adieu ! rcmc%nber me. 
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Ham, b, all you hoft of heaven ^ O earth ! 
what elfe ? 

And ftiall I couple hell? O fie' hold, Iv-Id ny 
heart: 

And you, my fincws, grow not iuftant oM, 

' But bear me fiitfty up ! Rcmemlxr thee.' 

Ay, thou poor Ghoft, while memory holds a feat 
In this diitracled glolje. Remember thee ? 

Yea, from the table of my memory 
1*!1 wipe away all trivial fond records, 

All faws of bfwks, all forms, all prelUircs pad, 
I'hat youth and obfers ation copied there ; 

And thy commandment all alone Ihnll live 
\V iihin the book and \olumc of my brain, 
Unmix’d with bjifer matter : yes, by Heaven.. 

O moll pernicious woman ! 

O villfiin, villain, finding, damned villain ! 

M* tables — lUtct it is 1 fet it down, 

Th.ii one may fmile, and fmilc, and be .a villain; 
At lead 1 am fuic it may be fo in Denmark. 

So, uncle, tbeic you arc. Now to mv word; 
it is, Adieu, adieu I Remember me. 

OpbilitCs DeJ^ ) of ILvtiUi's rmU AtiJreft 
to ha\ 

Mv lord, as T was 1‘cwing in my clofct, 

Lord llainJer, with his doubler all unbrac'd; 

No hat upon his head ; his Itockings foul'd, 
Ungarter’d, and dowm- gyved to ins ankle ; 

Pale as his Ihiit; his knees knocking each othcri 
And with a look I’o piteous in purport, 

As if he liad been luofcd out of hell, 

To fpcak ot horrors—- he comes before me. 

Pol, Mad for thy Io\ c ? 

U/i/i. My lord, I do nut know ; 

Bur, tiuiy, I do fear it. 

Pol, W'hat fa;d he > 

Oph. He took me by the wrift, ind held mohard« 
Then goes he to the length of ail his arm ; 

And with his other hand thus o’er his brow 
He fiilK to fuch pcrulal of my fare, 

As he wouhl draw it. Long ftaid he fo ; 

At kid — a little ftiaking of mine arm, 

And thrice his head thus weaving up and down— 
He rais'd a figh fo pireuut and piofound, 

As it did feciVto ihattcr ail his bulk, 

And end his being: That done, he lets me go; 
And, wirh his head over his (houldcr turn J, 

He feem’d to find his way without his eyes; 

For out of doors he went without their helps, 
And, to the laft, bended their ligi;t on me. 

Old Ase. 

Beihrew my jealonfy 1 
It Teems, it is as proper to our ag<? 

To cad beyond ourfclvcs in our opinions. 

As it is common for the younger fort 
To lack diferetion, 

Happinefs conjljh in Ophiion, 

■W^hy, then *tis none to you ; 

For there is nothing either good or bad. 

But thinking makes it lb : 

To me it is a prilbn. 
c 4^ 
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Hamlei^s ReJit:£iions on the Pl(4ver ami h/Pff If. 
O, what a rogue and peafant Have am I ! 

Is it not monftrous that this player here, 

But in a fi£lion, in a dream of pa/fion, 

Could force his foul fo to his own conceit. 
That, from her working, all his vilage wann’d ; 
Tears in his cye.s, di(lra6tion in’s afpeft, 

A broken voice, and his whole function fuiting 
With forms to his conceit ? and all for nothing !— 
For Hecuba ! 

What’s Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 

That he ihould weep for her ? Wliat would he do. 
Had he the motive and the cue for pallion. 

That I have ? he would drown rlic ftage with tears, 
And cleave the gcn’ral car with horiid fpccch ; 
Mhbc mad the guilty, and ap|)al t)ie ficc, 
Confound the ignorant; and ama/e, indeed, 
The very faculties of eyes and cars. 

Yet I— 

A dull and muddy- mettled rafral, peak. 

Like John-a-dn ains, unpregn ;nt of my caufc, 
And can fay norhing; no, For a king, 

Upon whofc propel ry and inoir dtar life 
A daninM defeat was made. Am 1 a coward ? 
Who calU me Mllain ? breaks my pa: itrofs ' 
IMucks off niy bt auk and blows it in fa« e ? 
'‘rweaksmeby the noil, gives me t he lyc Ttlie ilinot, 
As deep as to the lungs - W ho does me ibis ? 
Via ! w'hy, I fhould take it -fcT it cannot be. 
Hut I am pigeon-liver’d, and l<uk gall 
'ro make opprellion bitter ; or, eie this, 

J Ihould have fatted all the region kites 
With this flave’s ofla! : bloody, bawdy tillnin ' 
Kcinoifelefb, treacherous, itacherous, kindlt-rs \ il- 
lain ! 

Why, what an afs nm I ? This is mofVbrate; 
That J, the Ion of a dear father miirdu-’d, 
J’roniptcd to my revenge bv heaven, and bell, 
"MuIt, like a whore, un path inv heart with words, 
And fall a curling like a veiy drab — 

A Icullion ’ 

Fie upon'i ' fob ' About iny brains ! Humph ' 
I have heard, 

'I'bat guilty creatures, fitting at a jday. 

Have by rlic very cunning ot the fccnc 
Been ftrnck fo to rlic foul, that piefentfy 
"J'hey hate proclaim’d thtir in.iiLfatlions : 

I'OJ murder, rho’ it have no tongue, will fpcak 
With nioft miraculous organ. Til have tlicfc 
players 

Play fomething like the murder of my father, 
Before mine uncle: I'll obferve his looks ; 

I’ll tent him to the quick ; if he do blench, 

1 know mycourfe. The fpirir, that 1 have feen, 
May be a devil • and the devil hath pow'r 
To allumc a pkaiing lliapc ; yea, and, perhaps, 
Out of my weaknefs and my melancholy, 

(As be is very potent with fuch fpirits), 

Abu.fcs me to" damn me : Til have grounds 
MfTt relative than this ; the pliiy 's the thing, 
Wherein I'll catch the confticncc of the king. 
Hypccfi^'. 

We arc oft to blame in this — 

*Tis too much prov’d— that, wiili devotion’s vi- 


And pious aflion, we do fugar o’er ^ 

The devil liiml’elf. 

Khtg. O, ’tib too true 1 how fmart 
A lalh that fpetch doth give my conference » 

The harlot's check, bcautied with pUftVing drty 
Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it, 
rhan is my deed to my molt painted woid. 

Life ami Death weigh'd. «. 

To be, or not to be, that is the qucftioii 
Whether ’tis iinblcr in the mind, to luffcr. 

The flings a:.d arrows of outrageous fortune ; 

Or to rake arms againft a lea oi troubles. 

And, by oppi'flng, end ihrm r I’o die — to fleep-^ 
No more ; and by a deep to f.iy wc end 
'I'hc heart-ach, and the thoufand natural Ihocks 
'fhar Hclh is htir to ; — ‘*tis a confuinmnnon 
Devoutly tu be wifli'd. To die ; — to (leep; — 
'rolltop ' ptuliance,to(bo.im; — ay,thcre’sihe rub; 
For 111 that Oisp of diatli wdiar dreams may come, 
v\'j'ieit w’e base Ihufilcd off this ir.o.tal coil, 

Miifi p;ive us [iaufe ■—'here’s ihe relpcdl, 

'That makes c.d'uniry of fo Kiag lib : 
bnr who’">o'.ibl re.ir the wdiip^ nvl horns of time, 
'rii'oppUia' 1 jiri/Ud n.im'scoiv .inely. 

The p.mg' il fpis il b> thi biw *, delay, 

Tla. u f '< « tv of oftice, and the rpu»'ns 
'rii tc patujiL ment of tli’ uiuvoriliy 
When lit tiiinfelf might Ins (juietu? malHr^ 
VV'ith a b:iie birtlkm - Vfiio llidels bear, 

'I’.i I'luiit and nml,.- a \\erir> life; 

Hut rjiai the clr» u \ of linijtthir.g after death, 
rijc imdifco'ci'd country, fiom wbolc bourn 
No ii.ivillei iciuriis — puv/.lcs the will; 

And »iial ..s us r.ithvr bear tiiofc ilJi ve liavc, 
Than fly to others Ui.ir we know' rot of • 

Thus CO ifcicnce dots make coward- of Uj ill ; 
And ihu> the natiie li u: tif nfolution 
Is i,.Kiitei o’lr Vvfh live pfilt calf of t'mvgivt; 
And tni( rpri/ci of sUe it ]uili and moincrit 
Witli till', regal d, iheir eurrents luni awiy. 

And loll the n.une of .lelion. 

He thou as chnfle as ice, as pure as fnow’, 
Tlioii liult not f fl.ipe calumny, 

// >2oU'i Mhul d’fnyjtred. 

O V. hat a noble piind is liere o’erthrown ! 

The counier’s, fuldier's, Icbolar’s eye, tongue, 
f\' oi d ; 

Th’ e\pe 4 ‘danty and rofe of the fair ft ate, 

The glcifb of fafliion, and the mould of form, 
"Wi’obfcr. 'd of all obfr rvers ! quite, quite down I 
I am of ladies moft dejedt and wretthed, 

That luck’d the honey of his mufic vows, 

Now' ice that noble and nioft I’ovcreign rc ifon. 
Like iweet bells j.angled, out of tune and harlli ; 
Thar unmaich'd form and feature of blown youth, 
Blai'led wnh ecilafy. ^ 

On Flaltervy ami an enjcn-mtmled ^Man, 

Nay, do not think I flatter: ' 

For what ndvanctment maj 1 hope from thcc, 
I'hat no revenue haft, but thy good fpirits, 

To feed, and clothe thee t Why Ihould Ac poor be 
flatter’d ? ‘ 


No, 
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^o, let the candied longue lick abfurd pomp ; 
And crook the pregnane hinges of the knee, 
Whercthrift may follow fawn mg. Doft thou hear ? 
Since my dear ioul was miftiels of her choice, 
And couA of men diftinguilh her clcdlion, 

She hath fcal’d thee for hcrfclf : for thou haft been 
As one, in fufflring all, that lulfcrs nothing} 

“^A man, thiit fortune’s buffets and rewards 
Haft ta’en w ith equal thanks i and bleft are thofe, 
^Vho^e blood and judgment arc fo well cominglcd, 
Thar^hey arc not a pipe for fortune’s hnger, 

To found what ftoj) llie plcafc : Give me the man 
That is not paflion's ll.rve, and I will wear him 
In my heart's core— ay, in my hcait of heart. 

As I do thee. 

’Tis now the Very witching time of night; 
When Cliu rch-yards yawn, and hell itl'clf breathes 
out 

Contagion to this world : Kow could I drink hot 
bh^nl, 

And do fuch bufincfs as tlic bitter day 
Would quake to look on. Soft; now to my mo- 

0 heart, io(l nc't ihy nature; let nor ever [ther. 
The foul of Ncio enter thi'> h.m bofoiii : 

La me be cruel, not unnatural : 

1 will fpeak daggvrs to hi r, but ufe none. 

yj,!iIo(juv, and Hamit i's 
ii Ju'i^i/ons on o/w. 

• O, my offence is rank, it iiiiclls to Heaven; 
''It hath "the prim,Ll, cldeft cude upon'r, 

A brother’s iijurdcr ’ Pi ay can I not, 

-^I'ijo’ inclination be as ih.irp as will ; * 

My llrongei guilr defeat . my ftrong intent ; I 
And, liki a rr* 411 to ';(’abie bufinels bound, I 
i hand in paule \ hue 1 fhall firft begin, ' 

And both Mcglc.^t. V\'hr.t if this curled hand 
Weic thuker than itfelf with brother’s blood? 

Is there noi r.iin * nough in ihe Iwccr heavens 
'I'o wafti it while as Tikav? Whereto fcrvcs mercy, 
Hut to confront the vilagc of offence ? 

And w bar’s in prayer, but this twofold force— 
To be foreftalled, ere we come to fall, 

Or pardon'd, being down - Then I'll look up; 
Mv faiilr IS paft. But, O, what form of prayer 
Can I'cae my tuin ? Forgi\ e me my foul murder ! 
That cannot be ; fince 1 am ftill poffd's'd 
Of thofe effafls for which I did the murder, 

My crown, mine own ambition, and im^ queen, 
May One be pardon’d, and retain th’ offence ? 

In the corrupted currents of this world. 

Offence's gilded liand may ftiovc by jufticc ; 

And oft 'tis feen, the wicked prize itfelf 
Buys out the law : but ’tis not fo above: 

There is no fhuffling, there the adfion lies 
Jn his true nature; and we ourfelves compclPd 
E\ eii to the r«'trh and Forehead of our faults 
'I'o give in evidence. What then ? what refts } 
Tiy w^at repentance can : w'hat can it not ? 

Yet what cant it, when one cannot repent ’ 

O wret^ d ftatef^ O bofom, black as death ! 

O, limed foul ! thatf ftruggliiig to be free, 

An more engag’J ! Help, angels, make affay 1 
Bow, ftubhora knees ! an^, heart, with ftrings of 
It eel. 
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Be foft as fincws of the new-born babe ; 

All may be well 1 iTbe Kin^ iftrHs. 

Enter Hamlet, 

Ham, Now' might 1 do it, pat, now he i s praying; 
And row MI do'r ; — and fo he goes to heaven : 
And fo am I reveng’d r — that would bo fcanu'd 
A villain kills my fathci ; and, for that, 

I, liis i'ole fun, do this fame villain fend 
To heaven ' 

Why this is hire and falary, not revenge. 

He took my father grofsly, full of bread ; 

With all his crimes broad blown, as ftufti as Mar; 
And, how his audit Hands, who knows, fave 
Heaven ? 

Bui in our circumftance and courfe of thought, 
’I’is heavy w ith liim and am 1 then reveng’d, 
'Fo take him in the purging of his foul, 

Wlien he is fit and leafoii’d for his paffage ? 

No. 

U p, fword ; and know thou a more horrid hent^ 
When he is drunk, ailcep, or in his rage; 

Or in the inceftuous plcafurcs of his bed; 

At gaming, fvvearing ; or about fomc a£t 
Thai hai> no rclilh of falv'atiun in’t: 

I'hcii trip him, that his heels may kick at hcav^cn; 
And that his Ibul may be as damn’d, and blacky 
As hell whereto it 'goes. 

Hamit I and his Mother, 

E'^teen. Wliat have I done, that ihou dar*(ltrag 
fn noife io lude againft me .> £thy tongue 

Hav:. Such an aif. 

That Murs tlie grace and blulh of modefty; 

Caih viitue hypociirc ; takes off the rofi: 

From the fair forehead of an innocent lov<j, 

And (ctN a blifter there ; makes marnagc-rmvg 
As fali’e as dicers' oaths : O, fuch a deed. 

As from the body of contraAion plucks 
The very I’oiil ! and fweet religion makn 
A rhapfod.y of vvoids, * 

.'Ui me, what aft ? 

Hum, Look herL,uponthispifture,andontliif; 
The counterfeit prefentment of two brothers. 

Sec what a grace w'as feafed on this brow : 
HvpvrioM s culls; the front of Jove himfclf; 

An eye like Mars, to threaten or command; 

A flaiion like ihc herald Mercury, 

New -lighu d on a heaven-killing hill ; 

A rombination, and a form, indeed, 

I 'Vl’licrc tv’ry god did feem to fet his leal. 

To give the world affurance of a man : [lows : 

[ This ivas your hulband. Look you now, what foU 
Here is your hulband ; like a mildew’d ear, 
Blafting his wholelbme brother. Have you eyes ? 
Could you on this fair mountain' leave to feed, 
Aitd batten on this moor? 

O Hamlet, fpeak no more: 

Thou turn'd mine eyes into my very Ibul ; 

And tlicre 1 fee fuch black and grained fpocs, 

As will not leave their tinft. 

Enter Gbojl, 

Ham: Save me, and hover o'er me with your 
wings, 

You heavenly guards •t— What would your gra- 
cious figure ? 
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Alas ! hc*5 mad. 

Ham. Do you not come your tardy fon to chidc^ 
That, laps’d in time and paiFion, lets go by 
Th’ important adting of your dread command ? 
O, fay 

Gcoji. Do not forget : this vifitation 
Is but to whet thy alinoft blunted purpofe. 

But, look ! aina 2 emcnt on thy mother fits : 

O ftep between her and her fighting foul * 

Conceit in weakeft bodies ftrongeft works*, 

Speak to her, Hamlet. 

Ham, How is it with you. Lady ? 

Alas, how is ’t xyith you ^ 

That you do bend your eye on vacancy. 

And with the incoiporal air do hold difeourfe? 
Forth at your eyes your fpiiits wildly peep ; 

And, as the keeping ibldiers in the alarm, 

Your bedded hair, like life in excrements, 

Starts up, and (funds on end O, gentle fon. 
Upon the heat and (lame of thy dilfemper 
Sprinkle cool patience. hereon do you look ? 

On Jiim, on him ! look you, how pale 
. he glares ! 

His form and caiifc conjoin’d, preaching to hones, 
W'ould make them capal>le. Do not Uxjk on me, 
Left* with tliis piteous adion, you convert 
Mv ftern eftecU : then what 1 have to do ' 

Will want true colour; tears, perchance, for blood - 
^uf.rn. To whom do you (peak tliis ? 

Ham. Do you feu nothing there > 

[ Poi.‘tt}tr^ to the Cthnjl, 
Stueen. Nothing at all ; yet all, that is, 1 fee. 
Ham, Nor did you iiorhing hear ? 

Stueen, No, nothing, but ourfelvcs. 

Hiw. Why, look yovi there ' look how it heals 
My father, in his habit as lie liv’d ! [awav’ 
Look, where he g<jcs, even now, out at the portal. 

yExit GJy>j}. 

^eat. Tliis is the very coinage of your brain : 
This bodilcfs cneation ecitaly 
Is very cunning in. 

Ham. Ecllaiy ! 

My pulfc, a^ yours, doth temperately keep time, 
And makes healthful mufic : It is not madnefs 
That 1 have utter’d : bring me to the tch, 

And I the matter will re- word; which madnefs 
Won Id gambol from. Mother, for love of giacc, 
Lay not that flattering undion to your foul, 

Tlint not your trefpalvS, hut my madnefs, fpeaks: 
It will but ikin and him the ulcerous place ; 
Whiles rank corruption, mining all within, 
Tiifcds unfeea. — Confefs yourlclf to Heaven ; 
Repent what’s pah ; avoid what is to come. 

O Hamlet ! thou hah cleft my heart 
in twain. 

Ham, O, throw away the worfer part of it. 
And live the purer with the other half. 
Good-nigh^ ; but go not to my uncle’s bed j 
AlTume a \irtuc, if you have it not. 

That mogher cuhom, who all fenfe dotli cat 
Of habit's devil, is angel yet in this ; 

That to th“e ufe of actions fair and good 
Ho likewife gives a frock, nr livery, 

That aptly is put on : rvfr.iin to-night; I 

And that ih ail Knd a kind of LaiineL | 
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To the next abhincncc : the next more cafy i 
For ufe can almoh change the ftamp of nature,^ 
And cither curb the devil, or tlirow him out 
With wondrous potency. Once more, good-nighti 
And when you arc defirous to be 
1 11 blching beg of you. * 

What ihall I do ? 

Ham, Not tliis, by no means, t|iat I bid you doy ' 
Let the bloat king tempt you again to bed ; • 
Pinch wanton on your cheek ; call you his mouft ; 
And let him, for a pair of iccchy kilfcsj , 

Or paddling in your neck with his damn’d fingers, 
Make you to ravel all this matter out, 

That 1 clTentially am nor in madnefs, 

But mad in craft. ’T were good, you let him know. 
^tent. Be thou afl'ur'd, if words be made of 
breath, 

And bre ath of life, T have no life to breathe 
What thou l.alt faid to me. 

Ham. I muft to England ; you know that > 
Alack, I had forgot; 

’Tis fo concluded on. [fellows, 

HfWi, There’s letters fcal’d ; and my two fehooU 
Whnm T will truft, as I will adders fang’d, 

They bear the mandate ; they muft fwcep my way. 
And marflial me ro kna\cry : let it wojk; — 

For 'tis the i'poit, to lu\c the engineer 

Hoirt with hi‘> (n\n jurar: and it (Hall^jyjJImi^Jj^^ 

But T ^\iJl del . e ont yard htlow their mines, 

And blow them at the moon, 

Hamlet's ReJieHion on his own Irrefilution^ 

Ifow all occaijon> do inform agfUrift me, 

And fpiir my dull revenge ' What is a man, 

If his chief good and maiket of his rime, 

Be but to deep, and feed ^ a In.ift, no more. 

Sure, ht, tliat made us with fucli large difeourfe^ 
Looking before, and after, gave us not 
That capability and godlike rcafon 
To fuft in us unus’d : now, whether it be 
Beftial oblivion, or feme cra\cn feruplc 
Of thinking too prccifely on the evtni, [wifdom, 

A thwught, which, quarter’d, hath but one part 
And ever three parts eoss ard — f do not know 
Why yet I live to fay, this thing’s to do ; 

Sith I have CHufc, and will, and ftrength, and means. 
To do 'r. Examples, grofs as earth, exhort me; 
Witnefs, tliis army, of fuch mafs, and Charge, 

Led by a delicate and tender prince, 

Whole fpirit, with divine ambition puft. 

Makes mouths it the invifible event ; ^ 

Expifing what is mortal, and unfurc. 

To all that fortune, death, and danger dare, 

Even for an cgg-(liell. Rightly tu be great, 

Is, not to ftir without great argument ; 

But greatly to find quancl in a ftraw, 

When honour’s at the ftake. How ftand I then^ 
That have a father kill’d, a mother ftaiii’d. 
Excitements of my rcafon, and my blood, 

And let all deep - while, to my lhamc, I fee * 
The imminent death of twenty thoufaqd men,^ 
That, for a phantafy, and trick of fame, • . . 

Go to their graves like beds f figlit Ibr a plot • 
Whereon the numbers cannor n-v the caufc, 

Wlfich is nut tomb cnqpjgh, and coiitine^^r, 
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^0 hide the flain ?— O, from this time fonh» 
I^y'thoughu be bloody, or be nothing worth ! 
Sm‘oivs rai elv finglc, 

^ O, Gertrude, Gertrude ! ^ 

When forrows come, they come not linglc fpics, 
But in battalions. 

The Dh'in 'tty of Kings* 

L*l:t him go, Gertrude ‘ do not fear our pcrfoii ; 
Tliere’s fueli divinity doth hedge a king, 

That ireal’on can but peep to niiat it would, 

AOl little of hib will. 

Defn’ipiion of OphtHas Drowning, 

There is a willow grows ai'eaunt the brook, 
That Ihcwb his lioar leaves in the glafly ftream j 
Therewith fantaftic garlands did llic make, 

Of crow-flowers, nctt|ps, daifics, and longj>nrples, 
That liberal flicpherds give a groflfer name. 

But our cold maids do dead men s lingers call riicm: 
There on the pendant boughs her coronet weeds 
Clambering to hang, an envious lliver broke ; 
When down her weedy trophies and htrfelF, 

Fel 1 inthe weeping brook. Hcrclotlieslprcnd wade, 
And, mcrmaid-likc, awhile they bore her up : 
W'hich time, Ihe chaunttd fnarches of old tunes; 
As one incapable of her own didrcfs, 

Or like a^reatura native and indued 
'uiifo tITatclemcnt ; but long it could not be, 

Till that her garments, heavy with their drink, 
•.Pull’d the poor wretch from her melodious lay 
‘ To muddy death. 

A fpothfs yirgin htried. 

L;iy her i’ the earth; 
And from her fair and unpolluted flefh 
May violets Ipring * I tell thee, churlilh prieft, 
A minift'ring angel lhall my fitter be, 

When thou iivtt howling. 

Melancholy, 

This is mere madnefs : 

And thus awhile the fit will work on him ; 
Anon, as patient as tlie teniale dove, ^ ^ ^ 

When tirft her golden couplets are difclos’d, 

His filence willVit drooping. 

Pr&vidtfiu' dire 11 s onr Anions, 

And that (hculd reach us, 
There's a divinity iliat fliapc-s our ends, 
Roughrhvw them how we will. 

/ A Health, 

Give me the cups ; 

And let tlic kettle to the trumpet fpeak, 

The trumpet to the cannoneer without, 

The cannons to the heavenj., the heavens towrilii 
« Now the King drinks to Hamlet.*' 

- ■■■ Tnr 

& ,0. THE FIRST PART OF HENRY IV. 
, Shaksplare. 

, Peace after Civil IV’ur, 

S O as we are, fo wan with care. 

Find we a timo t?)r frighted peace to pant, 
And breathe fliort-win<lcd accents of new broils 
'Fo Ik cominiinc'd in ilroGils afar remote. 


M A T I C. 

No more the thirfty entrance of this foil 
Shall daub her lips with her o\vn children’s bloodf 
No more lhall trenching war channel her fields; 
Nor bruiie her flowrets with the armed hoofs 
Of hoftile paces ; Thi)fe oppofed eyes, 

Which, like the meteors of a troubled heaven. 

All of one nature, of one lubftance bi*cd<— 

Did lately meet in ihe inreltinc Ihock 
And fuiious dole of civil butchery, 

Shall now, in mutual, well-beieeining ranks, 
March all one way ; and be no more oppos'd 
Againtt acijuaintuiice, kiiulrtd, and allies'': 

The edge of war, like an ill-lheathcd knife. 

No more lhall cut his matter. > 

King Hemy's ChtViUhr of Percy, and of bh Stm' 
Prince Htmy, 

Yea, there thou mak’ft mcrad,and mak’ftmcfm 
In envy t!/>r my lord North umlxrrlatid 
Should be 'h>: father of lb bleft a Ion ; 

; A Ion, wiiu is the theme of lioiiour's tongue; 
Amungft a grr.vc, the very ftraighreft plant ; 

Who is fvveet fortune’s minion, and her prido : 
Whilft I, by looking the praife of him. 

See riot and diflionour ttain the brow 
Of my young Harry. 

Prince Hemy' s Soliloquy, 

1 know you all, and will awhile upliold 
The unyok’d humour of your idlcnd's : 

Yet herein will I imitate the fun, 

Who doth permit the bafe contagious clouds 
To fmorher up his beauty from the world, 

That, when he pleafe again to be himfelf, 

Being wanted, he may more be wonder’d at, 

By breaking through the foul and ugly mitts 
Of vapours, that did Teem to ttrangic him. 

If all the year were playing holidays, 

To (port would be as tedious as to work ; 

But, w hen they fcldom come, they wifli’d-forcoM^ 
And nothing plcafcth but rare accidents. 

So, when this loole behaviour T thiow off. 

And pay the debt I never promiled ; 

By how much better than my word 1 am. 

By fo much lhall I falfify men’s hopes ; 

And, like bright metal on a fullcn ground, 

My reformation, glitt’iing oVr my fault, 

Shall tticw more goodly, and attract more eyes. 
Than that which hath no foil to fer it off. 

ITl fo oHend, to make offence a Ikill ; 

Redeeming time, when men think Icatt I will. 
Hotfpw 's Defiription of a finical Courtier, 

But, I remember, when the fight was done, 
W’hcn I was dry with rage, and extreme toil, 
Bieathlcfs and taint, leaning upon my fword, 
Came there a ceTtain lord, neat, and trimly drcfs’dc 
Frclh as a brid^room; and his chin, new-reap'd, 
Shew'd like a (iubble*land at harveft home : 

He was perfumed like a milliner; 

And ’twixt his finger and his thumb he held 
A pouncct-box, which ever and anon 
He gave his nofe. and took *t away again ; — 
Who, therewith angry, when it next came there, 
Took it ih fnuff:— And ftill he fmird,and talk’d; 
And, as the Ibldicrs bare dead bodies by, 

He call'd th^m— runtauglu knaves, unmannerly. 
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T'o biing a flovcnly unhandfome corfe 
BL'twixt the wind and his nobility. 

With many holiday and lady terms 
He quclUonM me ; amongtt the reft, demanded 
My pi-ifoners, in your majcfty*s behalf. 

I then, all Imarting, with my wounds being cold. 
To be fo pefter’d with a popi/ijay, 

Out of my grief and my impatience 
.Anfwer’d negleftingly, 1 know not what; 

He feould, or he fhould mit; for he made me mad, 
To fee him (hinc fo brilk, and fmell fo iwcct. 
And talk like a waiting gontlewuinan, 

Of guns, and diums, and wonnds (God fav'c the 
mark ’ ) 

And telling me the fovercign’ft thing on earth 
Was pannacity, for an inward bruife; 

And that it was great pitv, f<' it 'vas, 

That vdlanous falt-pctrc Ihould be digg’d 
Out of 1 ;i' ■ ■ "‘-'Is of the hannlefs earth. 

Which O' J ’ go<*d i ill fellow had dcltroy’d 
So cowardly ; and, but ft)' t ’Lfc vil.: gu.'.s, 

He would himfelf have 1 ec.' a foldier. 

Da7?gei\ 

I’ll read you matter deep and dangcrouj); 

As full of peril and advent Vous fpirit. 

As to o*ervvalk a current, roaring loud, 

Oil the uiifteadfaft footing of a Ipcar. 

Tlofiour. 

By heaven, methinks, it were an cafy leap, 

To pluck bright honour from the pale-fac’d moon; 
Or dive into the bottom i)f the deep, 

Where fathom-line could nevcrtouch rlicground, 
And pluck up drowned honour by the locks ; 

So h»*, that doth redeem her thence, might wear, 
Without corrival all her dignities: 

But out upon this lialf-fac’d fellow iliip ! 

La<i)f Per 4^5 patheiic Speech to her Uujhund, 

O my .good lord, why art you tjius alone - 
For what oftence lute 1, this foriniglu, been 
A banifti’d wom.m from mv JLin v’s bed ' 

Tell me, fwret lord, what is’t that rakes from thee 
Thy ftomach, ple.il’\ire, ami tliv gr)Uien llccp - 
Why doft thou bend thiiu tyc-^ upon the tuih. 
And ftart fo ofren wlien tliou litrM aU m* ' 

Why haft thou loft the fr» fn Mood in thy checks' 
And giv*n my treafures, and vn\ liglutv nf thee, 
To thick eyed mufmg, and »*urs d rnelancii' lv > 
In thy faint flumbers, I brtlice have watcli'il, 
And heard thee murnuii i.ih '. of iron ms : 
Speak terms of manage to thy l-nmuling lin'd ; 
Cry, ** Courage! to the field’’’ and thou isaft talk’d 
Or failles, and retires ; of trenches, tents, 

•f palifadoes, froniici i., parapets ; 

Of bafililks, of cannon, cuh erin ; 

Of prifonera" and of ibldicrs flain, 

And all the currents of a heady fight. 

Thy fpirit within ihce hath been fo at w’ar. 

And thus hath fo beftivr’d thee in ihy Ih ip, 
That beads of fwcat haw ftood upon th) Inow, 
Like bubbles in a late-diiUirbcd ftream : 

Aiid in thy face ftrangc motions have appear'd, 
SiKh as we fee, when men reftrain their breath 


On fome great fudden hafte. O, what porten(Sr 
ai c thefe ? 

Some heavy bulincfs hath my lord in hand. 

And 1 iiiutl know it, clfc he loves m<^ not. 
Pi'oJ'i-yes ) idii idi d. 

I cannot hlp-mc him •• .uy jutiviiy, 

The frriTit ‘..t h< 'i’. c; wr'., full of ♦'ery fhnpc^, 

Of hijimng crdfcti ; and, at :ii;, ' urh, ^ 

The frauu* ?'vl I,"y ft^m'i.itioii ot the earth 
Shak’d hkt < iw^ad. 

}lf‘. \\ ny I'o It would have done 
At fi’c fame Icafon, if yuur mother’s cat* 

1 lad but kitten’d, tho’ yourfclf liad nc\T beenborn. 

Difeafed nature oftentimes breaks forr’a 
In ftrangc eruptions: oft the teen- earth 
fs with ii kind of colic r’ • liM ij ‘ * wx'd, 

Bv the inipii'b im nly wind 

Wirhinhi* w^mb. > ]■. b- 1 wnicnt ^h•iv-^ 

Shakes tl'‘ dJ Lxiilou ^ : topples down 

bte-.plcs, .t..i mvJis-L,iown ijv.er:.. 

On nuftrtJihlr RhYvicrs. 

1 had rr.ther be a kitten, and erv — mew, 

Than o-c of tlicfc fame nietiV-lMlkid-mongers : 

I had ratiicr h.ear a bra/en c.”illick turn’d, 

Or a dr) wlicd grate on the a 'tie- tree; 

And that would fet my i.tth mitkm'^jjnjcd^c, 
Nothi’^g fo mucli as mimui.; ix.r -v 
’Tis like the forc’d gait of a ir .e.’. - nag. 
Pitndtuil'ty nt 

f’ll give ’’ v i ’iMich land 
To a* y wc li-iiw.ftn » ■< ' pMe-.k 
■^ui, in »he w'ay of ba. ,, . , > / ve me, 

I 11 CM ' oil lilt '’.irh pait or .i i. s. 

A IhJPahJ p.f^ , 'a fivr U’ife^ 

bhi‘ i.k' > » li 

l^pon the v^antoii rullies lay \oii tlow-n, 

And reft your ,entle h- 'd upon her lap, 

And ftu. wdl fm^ ‘be 'b ihir pkaleth you. 

And (in yom eje-luK enovn the god of iUep, 
Chauuii'g your hU-od with pleafnig hcavi.icfs ; 
Akiking lueli (li;fi ren>'e 'tv i\t wake and llecp. 

As tl’.e climrence b-twi\t day and night, 

I'lie !iour hcfvirc dv ne.ueiile iiarnefs’d team 
Begins jiii g^.ldi’u progn Is in the cpft. 

K:ri\r flcrrv th' Ir’dtin his Sen, 

Ikid I fti kviih C'f my palciicc been, 

So common hu'.''ne v''d in rlu* tyes of men, 

S'i ft lU’ and cln-ap to vulgu company ; 

Opii i^'n, ihnt did help me ro the crown, 

IJad (till lu'pt 1 iv.il lo poiklliun^ 

Ai d 1( k me ”1 npiitelefs banifiiment, 

A fellow of no mark, nor likdihood. 

By being fel'lom feen, I could not ftir. 

Bur, like a. romcr, I was w'ondcr’d ar: 
rii II men w ould fell rherr children, “This is he,’* 
Oiiars wMuld fay, “ Wlieic > which is Boling- 
broke r” ^ • 

And then 1 ftolc all couitcfy from heaven, 

And dreft mvlllf in fuch humility, y* 

1 liat 1 did pluck ailcgianc*frorn men’s^lTearf^, 
Loud (houts and falutaiions ifom their moi^tbs, 
Even in the j-rcfencc ^ the crowuicd king. 
riiUj did I keep my perfon frcfti and new ; 

ry 
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prcfencc, like a robe pontilicaU i 

l^e’cr Hen, but wonder’d at ; and ib my (late. 
Seldom, ’out fumptuous, lliewcd like a fcall j 
And won, by rarcnels, luch folemnity. 

T.he fkippinj* king, he ambled up and down 
Witli fliallovv jefters, and ralli bavin wits, 

Soon kindled, and foon buru’d: ’carded hisftatc; 
^Tingled his royalty with capering fools ; 

iiih great name profaned with their fcorns j 
And gav4 his countenance, againfl bis name, 

To at gibing boys, and ftand the pulh 

Of ev’ry bcardlcfs vain comparative; 

Grew a companion to the common ftrccts, 
Knfeotl'’d himlelf to populaiitv '• 

That, being daily fwallow’d by men’s eyes, 

They fuifeired with honey; and began 
To loath the taftc of fweetnefs, whereof a little 
More than a little is by much too much. 

So, when he had occanon to be lecn, 

He was but as the cutkow is in June, 

Heard, not regarded j fecn, but with fuch eyes, 
As, lick and blunted with community, 

Afford no extraordinary ga/c, 

Such as is bent on luii-Jike majrfty 
When it Hunts feldom in admiring t^es ; 

But \ atht'f diowz’d, and hung their eye-lids down, 
Slept in his face, and render’d fuch afpctl 
ufe to tlu ir advcrfarics ; 

Ikipg with his pielcncc glutted, gorg’d, and full. 

!hmys vioeitfl Defincf of f?ivjft!f 

God forgive them, that fo much have 

fwa/d 

Yc*ur Majelty’s good thonghls aw’av* fioin me ! 

1 will ledwCm all this on Percy’s lu'a<l, 

And, 111 the clofing of ibmc glonou.* day, 

Be bold to tell y<JU, that 1 am your ibsi , 

When [ will wear a garment ail of blood, 

And hain my faiouis in a liloocly malk, 

^i'hitll, \v. idl’d away, ftiall Hour my fliamc 
with it. 

And that lhall be the day, whene’er it lights, 
^1‘IiAt this fame child of honour and lenown, 
"J'his gallant Hotfpur, this all-praifcd knight. 
And your unthoiiglit of Harry, chance to meet : 
Kor ev’ry honour fitting on his helm, 

Would they were multitudes : and on my head 
My flinmcs redoubled ! for the time will come, 
I'hat I fhall make this northern youth exchange 
His glorious deeds for my indignities. 

Percy is but my giflor, good my lord, 

To engrofs up glorious deeds on my behalf ; 

And 1 will call him to fo ltri£f account, 

That he lhall render ev’ry glory up, 

Yea, even the ilighteft worftiip of his time, 

Or I will tear the reckoning from his heart. 
This, in the name of God, I promil'e here : 

The whi^t if he be pleas’d 1 ihall perform, 

I do bcfcech yoi^r Majefty, may falve 
' The long^own wtfauds of my intemperance ; 
Jf not, tne^d of lifc^cancels all bonds : 

And'l will die a hu^ldred thoufand deaths, 

£rc break the fmallcft parcj^l of this vow. 


A gallant U^arvhr. 

I faw young Harry-^with his beaver on. 

His cuilVes on his thighs, gallantly arm’d— 

Rife from the ground like feather’d Mercury, 
And vaulted with fuch cafe into his feat. 

As if an angel dropt down from the c.^ouds. 

To turn, and wind a fiery Pegafus, 

And witch the world with noble horfemanfliip* 

Ilotfpur's Impatifnce for tbt Battle* 

Let them come ; 

They come like facrifices in their tiiin. 

And to the fire-eyed maid of fmoky war. 

All hot, and bleeding, w'ill we offer them: 

Tlu mailed Mars fliallon his altar lit. 

Up to the cars in bbxid. I am on fire, 

'I’o hear this rich rcprifal is fo nigh, 

And yei nor ours : Conic, let me take my horft, 
Wlio is to bear me, like a thunderbolt, 

Agaiiill the bolbm of the Prince of Wales ; 

Harry to Harry lhall, hot horfe to horfe, 

Meet, and ne’er part, till ojie drop down a oorle.-^ 
O, that Glcndower were conic ! 

Prince licmy s viodeft Cballt nge* 
—Tell your nephew, 

The Prince of Wales doth join with al! the world 
In praiH of Henry Percy : by my hopes — 

This preHnt enteri>ri/.c H*t off his head— 

I do nut think, a braver gentleman, 

More active- valiant, or more valiant voung. 

More daring, or more bold, is now afive, 

To grace this latter age with noble deeds. 

For my part, I may fpeak ir to niy Hiamc, 

I ha\c a truant Uen to chivalry; 

And lb, I hear, he doth account me too : 

Yet this before my father’s majefty — 

I ..m content that he fliall take the odda 
Of Ills great name and eftimation ; 

Ami will, to lave the blood on either fide, 

Tiy fortune w ith him in a fingic fight. 

Pthice He my 5 pathetic Speech on the Death of 
IlviJJtur, 

— Brnve Percy fare thee well, great heart ! 
Ill-w'cav’d ambition, how much art ihou ilirunk ! 
When that this body did contain a fpint, 

A kingdom for it was too fmall a bound ; 

But now, two paces of the vileft earth 
Isroom enough : — ^This earth that bears thcedcad, 
Bears not alive foiiout a gentleman. 

If thou wert fenfiblc of courtefy, 

I fliould not make fo dear a ftiow of zeal:— 

But let my favours hide thy mangled face ; 

And, even in thy behalf, I’ll thank myfelf 
For doing thefc fair rites of tendemefs. 

Adieu, and take thy praife with thee to heaven ! 
Thy ignominy fleep with thee in the grave, 

But not remember’d in thy epitaph I 

Ufe demands ASlion. 

O Gentlemen, the time of life is fhort; 

To fpend that Ihortnefs baieiy, were too long, 

If lite did ride upon a dial’s point. 

Still ending at the amval of an hour. 
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§ 10 . THE SECOND PART Of HENRY IV. 

Shakspearl. 
Prchgue, -^Rumour » 

I FROM the orient to the drooping weft. 
Making ihe wind niy poftiiorfe, ftill unfold 
The afts commenced on tiiis ball of earth : 

Upon my tongue's cuntiiiijat ilanders ride ; 

Tlie which in cv’ry hingu.^gc 1 pronounce ; 
Stuffing the cats of men with f dfe reports. 

1 fpcak of peace, whde covert enmity. 

Under the llnilc of I'afcty, wounds the world : 
And who but Rumour, who but only f , 

Make fearful mufters, and prepar’d defence, 
Whilft the big year, fwoln with fomc other grief, 

Is thought with child hy the ftenj tyrant war, 
And no luch master ? Rumour is a pipe 
Blown by furmilcs, jc.i!.i'>fics, conjetiurcs; 

And of K> eafy and lo plain a ftop, 

That the blunt monfter with uncfiunted heads. 
The ftill-dilcordaiit wavering inultiiude, 

Can play upon iu 

Contention, 

—Contention, like a horfe 
Full of high feeding, madly hath broke loofc. 
And bears down all before him. 

PoJl^MeJfotger, 

After him, came, fpuiring Inird, ^ 

A gentleman almoft forefpent with Ipcod, 

That ftopp'd by me to breathe his bloodied horfe : 
He afk’d the w'ay to Clicrtt r; and of him 
I did demand, what news from Slin w fbury. 

He told me, that rebellion had ill luck, 

And that young Harry Percy's fpnr was c('!d : 
With that, he gave his able horfe the head. 

And, bending forward, ftruck his ariued heels 
Agaiiift the panting Tides of In'! )>onr )adc 
Up to the rowel head ; and, ftaiting To, 

He Teem’d in running to devour the way, 

Staying no longer queftion. 

Mtjlnger loitb ill Isciv^. 

Yea, this man’s brow, like to a ntle-lcaf, 
Forctcls the nature of a tragic volume ; 

So looks the ftrond, whereon th’ imperious flood 
Hath left a witnefs’d ufurpation. 

Thou trembleft ; and the wdiiicnefs in ih\ check 
Is apter than thy tongue to tell thy in, .mi. 

Even fuch a man, fo faint, lb lpirit!ct'>. 

So dull, To dead in look. To woe-beyone, 

Drew Priam’s curtain in the dead of night. 

And would have told him, half Ids 'i’roy \v.i> 
burn’d : 

I fee a ftrangc confeffion in thine eye ; 

Thou (hak*lt thy head ; and hold'll it fear, or fin, 
To fpcak a Truth. If he be flain, fay fo : 

The tongue olfends nor, that repo, ts his death : 
And he doth ffn, that doth in iie tiie dead ; 

Not he, which fays the dead is not ali'.c. 

Yet the firft brin^T of unw elcome news 
Hath but a lofing office ; and hi.s tongue 
Sounds ever after as a fuilen hrli. 

Remember’d knolling a depiutcd ftiend. 


;XTRACTS, Boas III. / 

Greater Griefs the lefs. ^ 

As the wretch, whoft »^‘evcr- weaken’d joints, 

Like ftrengihlefs hinges, buckle under life, 
Impatient of Ins lit, bredks like a firct 
Out of his keeper’s arms ; even fo my limbs, 
Weaken'd with ,i ief, being now enrag’d with grief. 
Arc tlirice t' wiideives : Hence, therefore, thou niea^ 
crutch; • 

A fcaly gauntlet now, with joints of ftceL ^ 

Mali glove his hand ■ and hence, thou licRlyquoif; 
Thou art a guard loo wanton for the head, • 

Which princes, ffelh'd with conqueft, aim to hit* 
Now bind my browns with iron ; and approach 
T'hc ruggcd’tt hour that time and fpite dare bring 
To frown upon th’ enrag’d Northumbei land ' 

Let heaven Kifs earth ’ now let nor nature’s hand 
Keep the wild flood confin’d ! Let order die ! 

And let this world no longer be a ftage 
To feed contention in a ling’nng ; 

Rut let one fpirit of the firft-born Cain 
Reign in all bofonis, that, each heart being fee 
On oloody courfes, the rude fccnc may end, 

And daiknefs be the buricr of the dead ! 

l.^e Fic'Uencfs of the riilgur. 

An habitation giddy and unfurc 
Hath he, that buildeth on the vulgar heart. 

O thou fund many ! with what loud^Pp^Iaufe 
Didft thou beat heaven w'ithblefling Rolingbrokc, 
Reforc lu‘ v.-.n what thou wouldft have him be L 
\iui, bfuig now tiimm'd in tl'.inc own deiires. 
Thou, l)«.»(tlv feeder, art li) full of him, 

That tbou pro\ok'll thyftlf to call him up. 

On Sleep, 

O gentle flccp, 

Natnri ’s fofr nnrfc, how have" J frighted thee, 

That tli»»ii no more wilt weigh my eye-lids down, 
Aiul fieep my fenfes in forgctfnlncls ! 

W'hy r.niier, lleep, Hell thou in fmoky cribs, 

I'pon iineafy pallets (Iretching thee, 

And Ini ih’d w it hb u 7 r ingn ight- flics to thy flumber; 
Than in the perfum’d chambers of the great, 
Under the canopies of coftly ftatc, 

And lull’d wiUi founds of fwceteft mclcnly > 

O rbon dull god, why heft thou avith the vile. 

In loath fome bed:.; and Icav’ll the kingly couch, 

A watch-calV, or a common larum-bcll ? 

W’ilt thou, upon the high and giddy mail. 

Seal up the Ihip-hoy’s eyes, ami rock hi;s brains 
In craillc of the rude imperious lurgc; ** 

And in the vilitaiion of the winds, 

VV^io take fhe ruifinn billows bf the top, 

Curling their monftrous heads, and hanging them 
With dcaf’ning clamours in the llipp’vy clouds, 
Thai, with the hurly, death itfelf awakes ? 

Canft thou, O partial deep ! give thy repoie 
To the wet fea-boy in an hour fo rude ; 

And, in the calincft and moft ftillcft night, 

With all appliances and means to bootyt * 
Deny it to a king ? • , 

The Cbaraircr of King Henry V, 

He is gracious, if he be oWerv’d ; 

He hath a rc.ar for pity, and a hand 
OjH;n as day for mclrfng t4iari;y : 

Yet 
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»Yet notwithftRnding, being incens’d, he’s Hint j 
As humorous as winter, and as ludden 
As flaws congealtd in tlve Ipring of day. 

HU temper, therefore, inuft be^wcll obferv’d : 
Chide him fur faults, and do it rtvercnrly, 

When you perceive his blood inclin'd ro mirth : 
But, being moody, give him line and Icopc ; 

^rdl that liis paHions, like a whale on ground, 
jitjn'Iound therafelvcs with working. 

Oji FCi ttine. 

Will fortune never come with both hand.s full, 
But write her fair words flill in foil left letters ? 

She either gives a ftomach, and no food — 

Such are the jK)or in health ; or elfc a fend. 

And takes away the ftomach ; — fvich the rich, 
That have abundance, and enjoy it not. 

Duilo^uc henveen Frince Himy ond his Father, 

— — C'ome hither to me, Harry : — 

Depart the chamber, lca\ c us here alone. 

[/u*. Lo)d5. 

P. FL I never thought to licar you Ipcak again 
K. Hen. Thy with was father, Harry, to that 
1 ftiiy too long by thee, I w'carv tliec. £tliought: 
Dcjft then I'o hunger for my empty chair, 

T hat thou w i 1 1 need s i n vc ft t hcc with mi nc honours, 
Before thv hour be ripe > O foolifli youth ! 
Thouletirt the grentnefs tharwillov ei whelm thee. 
Stay but a liitlc ; for my cloud of dignity 
•1.. held from filling with To weak a wind. 

That it will tiuicklv diop; my day is dim. 

Tho'.i hilt ft*)lcn tliat, wliicli after lonie few hours 
Were thine without offence; and, at my death, 
Thou haft leal d up my expectation: 

Thy life did manifeft, thou loy’dft me not. 

And thou wilt have me die rtfl'ur'il of it- 
T lion hid ’ll a thoufind daggers in thy thoughts, 
Which thou haft whetted on thy llony hcait, 

'Vq ftab at half an hour of my life. 

What' c.mft thou n<»t lorbcai me half an hour'' 

'1 i«en get thee go »r, aiul dig my grave thyUt ; 
And bid the mu»v hel)> ring to thine ear 
'I’hat thou an crowned, not that I am dead. 

Let ail the tears that ihoiild hedew’ my heaife, 

Be diops of halm, ro fan<Mifv thy head : 

Only compound me with foigouen tiuft ; 

Ciive that, which lija'-c thee life-, unto the worms. 
PUick down my officeis, break my decrees j 
Tor now a time is come to mock at foim, 
Heniyihe Fifth is crown’d up, vanity ; 
Down, royal ftate ! All you fagccounfellor^, hence' 
And ro the Kngiifli court affemblc now, 

Fri>m ev'ry region, apes of idlcncfi ! 

Now , acighboiu -conftHcs, purge you of your feum : 
1 lave you a ruftian tliat will fwcar, drink, dance, 
Kwvcl the night ; rob, murder, and commit 
The oldclt lins the neweft kind of ways? 

Be happy, he will trouldc you no inoic : 
thiglaiulgftiall double gild his treble guilt ; 
Sngland [ball give him office, honour, might : 
For tht^^i Harrysfrom curb'd licence plucks 
Thj? rfrtuide of reftraint, and the wild dog 
Sllall flefli his tootfi in tvVy iiux^ciiu 
0 mv poor IririgdomjJick^viih civil blows » 
VVht-D that tiiy care could not wiih-iioid thy nots, 


What tvilt thou do when riot is thy care } 

O, thou wilt be a wildemefs Jgiiin, 

Peopled with wolves, thy old inlubitants ' 

P. Htn, O, pardon me, my hege ! but for my 
tears, ^ \^KnecUng 9 

The moift impccKments unto my fpccch, 

I had fureftall'd this dear and deep rebuke, 

Kre yon with grief had fpoke, and J h.id beard 
The courfc of it lb far. There is your crown j 
And he that w-cars the ciown immorially, 

Long guard it yours ! If I affeft it more, 

Than as your honour, and as voui renown, 

Let me no more from this obedience rife 
(Which my moft true .ind inward-duteous fpirit 
Teachetli), this pn ftrate and exterior bending! 
Heaven w itncl's w'ith me, when 1 here came in, 
And fojnd no courfc of breath wdthinyoiirMajcfty, 
How cold it ftruck iny heart ' Jf J do feign, 

O, let me in my prefeiit wildncfs die ; 

Anvl never live to Ihcw- the incredulous world 
The noble change that 1 ha\c pnrpofed ! 

Coming r > look on you, thinking you dead 
( And dead almoft, my liege, ro think you were), 

1 Ipake unto the crown, as having fenlc, 

And thus upbraided it. *<Thc care on thee de- 
pending, 

“ Hath fed upon the body of my father ; 

“ Therefore, thon, beft of gold, ait worft of gold. 

“ Other, IcL fine in carrat, is more precious, 

“ Prefers ing life in mcdVmc potable: [nown’d, 

“ But thou, mt>ft line, moft honour’d, moft ic- 
“ H.ift cat thy beaici up.” Thus, my moft roval 
Acaifipg it, I put it on my iiciul; [liege, 

To try with it — is with an cnemv 
That had before my face murder’d my fatiicr—- 
'I he quarrel of a true inheritor. 

But if it did infeft my blood with joy, 

Or fwell my thoughts to any drain of prided 

If any rebel or \ain fpirit of mine 

Did, with the leaft ane^tion of a w-ckomc, 

(Ji\e entertainment to the might of it, ■ 

Let God for ever keep it from my head ! 

And make me as the pooreft vafl:il is, 

That doth with awtf.and terror kneel to it ? 

X. Hen. O my fon ! 

Heaven put it in thy mind, to take it hence, 

That thou might’rt win the more thy father's love, 
Pleading fo wilely in cxcufe of 'it. * 

Come hither, Hairy, fit thou by my bed ; 

And hear, i think, the very lattft counfcl 
That ever 1 lhall breathe. Heaven knows, my fon. 
By whaf by-paths, and indirect crook'd ' 

I met this crown; and J myfclf know well. 

How troullefomc it fat upon my head : 

To thee it fball dclccnd with liettcr quiet, 

Bciicr opinion, better confirmation; 

For all the foil of the achievmcnt goc^ 

With rfc into ilie earth. It ieenrd, in rn®, 

But as an honour fnatch’d with bniftcrous hand; 
And I had many living, to upbraid 
My gain of it by their aliiftanccs ; 

Which daily grew^ to quarrel, and toblcodiby.l, 
\Voiinding fuppofed peace ; All thclc bold fearSj 
Thou feeft, with peril I have anfwcrcd : 
tor ail my reign Lai U' been but as a fane 

Acting 
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A£t{ng that argument ; and now my death 
Changes the mode : for what in me was purchas'd, 
Falls upon thee in a much fairer fort : 

So thou the garland wear’ll fucccffivclv. 
Yct^tho' thou* Hand* ft more furc than 1 could do, 
Thou art not tirm enough, fince griefs arc green ; 
And all thy friends, w iiich thou mull make thy 
friends. 

Have but tlicir ttings and teeth newly ta’cn out ; 
By whofc fell -working I was firft advanc’d. 

And by whole pow’r 1 avcII might lodge a fear 
To be again di (plac’d : which to avoid, 

. I cut them off ; and had a purpofe now 
To lead out many to the Holy Land ; 

Left reft, and lying ftill, might make I’lem If>ok 
Too near unto my ftate. Therefore, my Harry, 
Be it thy courfc, to huly giddy minds 
With foreign quarrels ; tliat arlion, hence borne 
May waftc the memory of the former days, [our, 
More would t, but my lungs are wafted fo, 

That ftrength of fpecch is utterly denied me. 
How I came by the crown, O God, futgi\e » 

And grant it may with rliee in tiue peace live ! 

P, llm. My gracious liege, 

You won it, woie it, kept it, gave it me; 

Then plain, and right, miift my polleilion be : 
Which I, with more than with a common pain, 
'Gaiull all the world will riglirfully maintain. 

Off a Ciazvn, 

O polifli’d perturbation ! golden care * 

That keeps the ports of Humber open wide 
To many a watchful night ’ — deep vcuh it now • 
Yet not fo found, and half lb deeplv Iwecs 
As he, whole brow, with homely big^en bound, 
Snores out the watch of night. O M.ijefTy • 
When thou doft pinch thy bearer, thou iloft dt 
Like a rich armour worn in heat of day, 

That fcalds with fatetv, 

GVr/. 

How quickly nature falls into revolt. 

When gold becomes her objci'l ' 

For this, the foolilh, ovcr-c.irei'jl fathers 
Have broke their deep with ihou|^hts, their brains 
with care. 

Their bones with indnfrry ; 

For this they have cnyo'.Ved and pil'd up 
The cankered heaps of fti ange achieved g dd; 
l&}rthis they have been rhougbrfnl to inveft 
’Their Ions with arts, ami marrial excrcifts: 

When like the bee, tolling from cv'ry flow ’r 
The virtuous fw^ccts, [honey, 

Our thighs pack'd with wax, our mouths with 
We bring it to the hive ; and, like tlie bees^ 

Arc murdei’d for our pains. 

The Chief Jiflice io Kin^ ILnrv V* *ivbom be 
bail i)7ipYtff}u'iL 
— If tlie deed were ill, 

Pe you contented, wearing now the garland, 

To have a fon let your decrees at nought ; 

To pluck down juft‘ce from your awful bench; 
To trip the coarfe of law, and blunt the fword 
That guards the peace and fafety of y'»ur perfon: 
Hay, more ; to fpurn at your moll roval image. 
And mock your w'orkiiw.;s in a fecoud body. 
<3(ucftionyour royal though •■s, make the cd c yours, 
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Be now the father, and propofe a fon ; 

Hear your owni dignity fo much piofan’d, 

See your moft dreadful laws fo loofely dighted^ 
Behold yourfelf fo by a Ion difdain'd : 

And then imagine me taking your paft, . 
And, ill your power, fo! - filciu ing your fon. 

§ 21. THE LIFE OF HENRY, V. 

Shakspea^w." - 
Prohtfite, ^"*7^ ^ 

FOR a mufe of lire, that would afeend 
Tlie brighteft heaven of invention ! 

A kingdom for a ftinjc, piinces to aft, 

And monarc hs to behold the fwclling fccne ! 

Then dioulcl tliC warlike Harry, like liimfelf, 
Adiimc the port of Mars ; and, at his heels, 
Lcafntip, like hounds, diould famine, fword, and 
Crouch fur cmplovmenr. [fife, 

OjuJidtrationm 

Confidciation, like an angel, came, 

And whipt th' offending Adam out of him i 
r.eaving hi.-* bivdy as a Paradife, 

I'o envelope ami contain cjledial fpirits. 

/i/V-y IIi‘Jiyy bis PtrfeSiioKS, 

Hear him hut reafon in divinity, 

And, all-admning, with an inward wilh 
Yon \vi)uld delire the king were made a prelate ; 
Hear liim debate of common-wealth amirs, 

Yon would fav, it hath been all-in-all his ftudy *, 
l>ift his difcourl'e of war, arAl you drill licar 
A fearful battle render’d you in mulic . 

Turn him to a ly caufc of policy, 

The gordian knot of it he will unloofc, 

Familiar as his garter; that, when he fpeaks, 

The air, a charter’ll libertine, is ftill, 

And the mute w'ondcr lurkcth ii men’s cars. 

To deal his Pveet and honey'd fentencts. 

T/v' Com/?inn^':vi'alib of Brr^* 

So work the honey -bi es : 

Cieatures thar, by a rule in nature, teach 
'Idle aft of ^jvder to a peopled kingdom. 

Tiiey have a king, .nul oificers of forts : 

Where fome, like magillratcs, correft ai iK.'mr; 
Other-, like merchants, venture trade abroad , 
Others, like faldicrs, armed in their dings, 

Make boot upon the fummer’s velvet buds ; 

W^hich pillage they with merry march bring home 
To the rent- royal of their emperor : 

Wi:o, biificd in his majeftv, furveys 
The finging mafons, building roofs of goUi ; 

The civil citizens kneading up the honey ; 

The poor mechanic porters cromling in 
l’h«.ir heavy burthens at his narrow gate ; 

Tlia liid-eycd juHicc, with his furly hum. 
Delivering o’er to exccutois pale 
The lazy yawning drone^. 

wtxflike Spirit, 

Nosv all the vouth of England are on fire, 

And filken dalliance in the wardrobe lier ; • 

Now thrive the armourers, and honour’^ thought 
Reigns folcly m*thc bread of cv’ry 
They fell the pallurc now, t?j |)uy the hori^ ; • 
Following the mirror of all Chriftian kings, 

With winged heels, a^^rngjidi I'.Tercurlcs, ^ 

Fer now fits expeftation in the air j 
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And hides a fword, from hilts unto the point, 
With crowns imperial, crowns, and coronets. 
Promis'd to Hany, and his followers. 

t England, 

O England ! — model to thy inward greatntTs, 
Idkc little body with a mighty heart-*— 
b What mlghtft thou do, that lionour would thee do. 
Wort* all thy children kind and natural ! 

fee thy fault' Trance hath in thee tbund out 
Ari^^of Kcillow bolums, which he hlls 
^ With treacli’rous crowns. 

Falfe Aftpearances^ 

O ! how thou haft with jcalouly infcfted 
The fweetnefs of affiance ' lliew men dutiful ? 
Why, fo didft tlwju : fcLUi they grave and 
learned ^ 

W^hy, fo did ft ihou : come they of noble family^ 
Why, fo diclft thou : Item they religious ^ 

Why, fb didft thon : or arc they foare in diet; 
Tree from grofs pallion, or of mirtli, or anger; 
Conftant in fpiiir, not fwei\ing wiili the blood; 
Claniilh'd and dLck’d in rnodeli comidement; 

Not working with tljc eye, without the car, 

And, but in purged judgment, ttufting neither? 
Such, and fo iinely boulted, didft thou feem ; 

And tints thy fall h ith left a kind of blot, 

To marl>-<he full fraught man, and bell endued, 
^V’’ith foine lulpit ion. 

• King Henry s CharaSler^ by the Conftahle of 
France, 

You aie too much miftakt*n in this king; 
Q^fllioii your gnuT the late ambalfadors — 

W ith wh.ir great ftate he heaid tlicir cmbalTy : 
How svell fupplied with noble counfellors — 

How inodeft in exception, and, withal, 

How terrible in conftant icfoluiion — 

And you fltall find, his vanities forc-fpent 
Were but the outfide of the Roman Hrutus, 
Covering diferetion with a coat of folly ; 

As gardeners do with ordure hide thole roots 
That 111 ill 111 ft fpring, and be moft delicate. 

Defeription oj a Fleet fitting Sail, 

Suppofe, that you have leen 
The wcll-appoinied king at Hampton-picr 
Kmhark l\is royalty; and his brave licet 
With filkcn itreamers the young Phabus fan- 
. * ning. 

Play wyh your fancies ; and in them behold, 
Upon tlic hempen fackle, fliip-boys clinibiiig: 
Hear the Ihrill whiftle, which doth ordei give 
To founds confus’d; behold the threaden faift, 
Borne wdtli the invlfihle and creeping w'ind, 

Draw the huge bottoms thro* the furrow’d fea, 
Breafting the lofty lurge. 

Defetiption of Night in a Camp, 

From camp to camp, thro’ the foul womb of night, 
The hum of either army ftilly founds, 

That the fix’d centiuels almoft receive 
The fccrc^whlfptigi of each other’s watch : 

lire ; a jji through their paly flames 
J^ocli battle fees the other’s umber’d race ; 

•Steed threate n^ ftce d , in hig h and boaftfu I neighs, 
Piercing tlic nlgOt^QQ^r $ and from the tents. 


A T I C* 

The armourers, accompli ftfmg the knights. 

With hufy hammeis clofmg n\cts up, 

Give dreadful note of preparation. 

The country cocks do crow, ihc clocks do toll; 
And the third Jiour of drtiwfy morning name. 
Proud of their luimbtfs, and fccnrc i i" foul, 

The conhdent and over-lufty French 
Do the Iviw-ratcd Englifli play at dice; 

And chide the cripple tardy-gattd night, 

W'ho, like a foul and ugly witch, doth limp 
J»ottdiouilvawjy. The j)oor ciiiulcriincd Eiiglifli, 
[.ike fiiciiiiccs, by their w'atchfnl flics 
Sit paricnilv, and inly ruminate 
The morning's danger; and their gefture fad, 
Iniclling lank lean cheeks, and wa'^worn coats, 
Prefenteth them unto the ga/ing moon 
So many lioirid gholU. (), iiow, who will behold 
The renal captain of this min d band, 

W.ilkiijg friiin watch in watch, from tent to tent. 
Let him cry — pr.iile and glory on liis head ! 

For forth he goes, end vifits all his hoft; 

BuL them gooJ-morvow, with a modeft fmilc ; 
Andcallsthem — brothers, friends, and countrymen# 
Upon his royal face tliere is no note, 

Ilow dread an army hath enroimded him; 

Nor doth he dedicate one jot of colour 
Unto the weary and all-watched night : 

Bur frclhly look ;, and over-bens attaint, 

With cheerful lemhlaiicc, and iWcet majefty ; 
'i'hat c. 'ly wretch, pining and pale before. 
Beholding him, plucks comfort from his locks i 
A Urgcls uniseiiiil, like the fnp, 

His libel nl eve doth give to cv’iy one, 

Thawing cold fe.ir. 

^he Miferies of Royalty, 

O hard condition ! iwin-bc^rn with greatnefs, 
Suhjci’ft to ihc bre nh of every fool, 

U'hofe jcnlenu more can feel hut his own w ringing I 
What infinite hean’s-cufe iiiuft kings negletl, 
That private men enjoy ; 

And what have kings, that privates have not too, 
Save ceremony, fase general ceremony ? 

And what art ihon, thou idol cciemony? 

What kind of god art thou, that fufler’ft more 
Of mortal griefs, than do thy woifliippcrs ' 

What arc ihy rents ; what are thy coinings-in ? 

0 ccrc nony, lliew me bur ihy worth I 
Wh. t IS the li)ul of adoration ? 

Art ihoa aught die but place, ‘firgrcc, and form, 
Creaung awe and fear in other men, 

Wherein thou art kfs happy, being fear’d, 

Than thev in {caring : 

What drink'll thou oft, inftcad of homage nvcct, 
But poift/n’d flait’ry r O, be fick, gicat greatnef., 
And bid thy ceremony give rlicc cure. 

Think’ft thou, the lleiy fcvn* will go out 
With titles blown from adulation ? 

Will it give place to llcxurc and low bending ? 
Canft thou, when thou coiiij|iand’fl: the beggar’a 
knee, 

Command th*; health of it ? No, thou proud dream, 
That play 'ft. fo fubtly with a king’s rcpofc; 

1 am a king, tliat find rheej and 1 know, 

Tis nor the ualir, the feeptre, and the baJI, 

f Tl;« 
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The fworj, the macc, the crown imperial, 

The cntcr-tiflutd robe of ^/old and pearl. 

The furled title running ’tore the king, 

The throne he fits on, nor the ti<le of pomp. 
That beats upon the liigh-fluirc of this world— 
1^0, not all thefe, thrice gorgeous ceremony. 

Not all theie, laid in bed inajelHcal, 

Can lleep lb Ibundly as the wretched flave ; 
Who, with a body fill’d, and vacant mind, 

Gets him to reft, cramm’d with clifircfbful bread; 
Never fees horrid night, the c!\ild of hell -, 

Ihit, like a lacquey, from the rife to fet. 

Sweats in the eye of Plui bus, and all night 
Sleeps in Elyfium ; next day, after dawn, 

Doth rife, and help Hyperion to his hori’c ; 

And follows fo the evi'r-» unning year, 

Witii profitable labour, to Ins giave : 

And, hut for ceicniony, Afcii a wretdi, 

Winding up days wicli toil, and nights with lleep, 
Hath the fore-hand and vantagt* <;f a I'.ing. 

^ Ds/cr/ptiofi of the miferahh State cf the Eu^- 
lijb Arffy, 

Yon illand carrions, defp’rarc of their bones, 

1 h -favour dly become the morning fuld : 

Their ragged curtains pooilv are let lotiic. 

And our air lhakes them paHing fcornfuilv. 

Big Mats fcenis bankrupt in their Ivggar’d hoft. 
And faintly through a rnftv beaver ]Heps. 

Their horfenicn lit like fixed candlelhrks, 

With lorch-ftavci in their hand * and the poor 
jades 

I^ub down their heads, dropping the hide and 
hips ; 

The gum down -roping from th»ir paU dead eyes, 
And in their pale dull iiioirlis tlie giinin.!l bit 
ld(‘; foul with chew’d gj/.fs, Itill and iiK/tionlcls; 
And their executors, the kii.ivilh crous, 

Ely o’er them all, iinpaiie.it for chc:r hour. 

Kug Henry s Speech fnfure tie Battle of .Igin- 

CCM^ /, 

lie that out-lives thi> day, mid coinci lau 
home, 

Will {land a tip-foe when this day i., nam’d. 

And roufc him at the name of Cni'piau. 

He that (tiall live this day, u;i l fee old-at c, 

\V ill yeaily on the vigil Vealt his neighbour. 

And fay, rc-morrow is Saint Cnfpiaii ’ 

Then will he Ihlp his floevc, and Ihevv his fears : 
Old men forget; yet Ihall not all forget, 

But they’ll remember, with advantages. 

What feats tiny did iliat day : then lhall our 
names, 

Pamiliar in their mouths, as houfehoid words, 
Harry the King, Bedford, and Exeter, 

Warwick and Tallxit, Salifoury and Glo’ftcr, 

Be in their fiowing cups frelhly rtmcinber’d. 

Defiription ff the Earl ofTorEs Death, 

He fmifd me in- the face, r^night me his hand. 
Anti, with i\ feeble gripe, lays, “ Dear my lord. 

Commend my fervice to my fovereign.’^ 

So did he turn, and over bunblk*s neck 
He threw his wounded -11111, and kifs'd his lips; 
And lu, offYous’d 10 death, with blood he feai'd 


A teftament of noble-ending love. 

The pretty and fweet manner of it forc’d ^ 
Tliofe water s from mo which I would have ftopp 09 
But 1 had not fo much of man in me, • 

And all my mother came into mine eyes, 

And gave me up to tears. 

Miftries of War. 

Her vine, the merry chcarcr of the heart,* 
Unpruned dies : hjr hedges even pleach’ d, 

Like prifoners wildly over-grown with h.iir, 

But forth difiirder’d twigs : her fallow leas 
Tile darnel, hemh'C, and rank fumitory. 

Doth root upon ; while that the coulter rufts. 
That Ihould deracinate luch lavagery : 

The even tiu-ad, that eill brought Iwcetly forth 
The freil.kd cowfiip, bin net, and green clover. 
Wanting the fi’vtho, withal unvorrerted, rank^ 
Conciivt-s by i'ilencl’H ; and nothing teems, 

]!ut huicf'.il docks, rough ihitlles, kccklies, burs, 
Liillng buih beaiuv and utility. 


5 22. l ine 11 KS'j' BAR r or henry vi. 

bilAKb?£ARL> 

Cloy. 

^^LORY is l.kc a ci’*cle ia the water; 

Whicii lu-vci eralech to enlarge iffWf, 

Till by broad I'preuling it Uilped’e to nougltt. 

Marriage. * 

For mnniage is .1 iiiirti i of mure worth, 

Th.111 to be iltalr 111 bv attoinuvlhip. 

For what is wi-dioik foicecl bur a hell, 

An age of ilifcord ard continual ftrife ' 

Whereas the coii-Liary brngeth forth blils, 

And IS a pattern ofeelcftlal peace. 


5 23. Tin: s’EcoND part ok henry vr, 

SHAIvSTIiARL. 
A refnlfved ambitious Woman. 
pOLLOW J mult, 1 cannot go before. 

Wink- Glo’ltei bears this bale and humble 
mind. 

Were I a man, a duke, and next of blood, 
r vvfiuhl rcmo'.'e thefe tedious Itumbiing-blocks, 
And fmooth uiy w ay upon their headlefs necks* 
And, lieing a woman, I will not be llacl^, 

To play my pait in lortune's pageant. 

j Ike i or A ever to be rtmenibered.. 

Let never di, ut p-.ght unliaiiow'd pafs, 

But Hill remember wiiat the I.ord hath done. 

Eleanor to the Duke of Glofet'j ^wben doing 
Penance. > 

For, vvhilft I think 1 am thy married wife, 

• And thou a prince, protcdlor of this land, 
Mcihinks, 1 Ihould not thus be led along, 

Mailhl up in ftiaine, with papers on i^y backj 
And follow’d with a rabble, that reje^^^ 

To fee my tears, and hear deep-mt groaivlj 
The riithlcis flint doth cut my tender feet; 

And, when I Hart, , ’vtdaugh. 

Ail'd bid me be advif«id how 1 tiead. 
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Silint Refcfttment deefefl. | 

Smooth runs the water where the brook is deep; I 
And in hi^ limpie fliow lie harbours trcal'on. 

A guilty Countenance^ 

Upon thy eye-balls murd’rous tyranny 
•Sits, in grim majefty, to fright the world. 

* Defeription of a murdered Perfon, 

SJJbs how the blood is fettled in his face! 

Oft have 1 fecn a timely-parted glioll, 

Of alhv fomhiance, meagre, pile, and bloodlefs, 
]5cing all defeeiKhd to tlie laiiouriiig heart ; 

Who, in the conlliot that it holds with death, 
Attratts the lame tor aidnnee 'gainli the enemy ; 
Which with the heart there cools, and ne’er rc- 
tuineih 

To blulh and beautify the rhetk again, 
liut, fee, his face is black, and full of blood ; 

c\c-b:ills furdier tint than when he liv’d, 
Staring full ghaill), like a ftraiigled iiuin : 

His hair upreu’d, his nodrils llretch’d with 
Itrnggiing; 

His hands abroad difplay’d, as one that grafp’d 
And tugg’d for life, and was by llrength fubdued. 
J.ook on the Ihects: his hair, you fee, is ttuking; 
His wtll-giToporLion'd beaid made rough and 
rugged, 

J.,ikc to the fuinmcr’s cvirn by tempeft lodg’d. 

*lt cannot be but he was murder'd here ; 

The leaft of all tlicfe figns were probable. 

A good Confcience* 

What ftronger breall-plate titan a heart iin- 
tai.iicd ^ 

Thrice i-s he arniM, tl^at hath his tpiarrel jud; 
And he hut naked, though lock’d up in llcel, 
W'^hofe cuiifciencc with injuftiee is corrupted* 


Hemorfc'lefs Hatred, ' 

A plague upon ’em ' wherefore fliould I cuife- 
them ? ^ 

Would ciirfcs kill, as doth the mandrake's groan, 
1 would invent as bitter fcarching terms, 

As curs’d, as liarfli, as horrible to hear, 

Deliver’d ftrongly through iiiy fixed teeth. 

With full as many figns of <leadly hate, 

As Ican-fac’d envy in her loatlifome cave : 

My tongue Ihould ftumble in mine earned words; 
Mine eyes fiiould fparkle like the lieatcn flint ; 
Mine hair be fix'd on end like one didradt ; 

Ay. cv'ry joint ihould feem to curfe and ban; 
And even now, my burden’d heart would break, 
Should I not curfe them. Poifun be their drink ! 
GalU worfe than gall, the daintied that they tade ! 
Thei#’ fwectcll fhade, a grove of cyprefs trees ! 
Their chiefvd profpeft, murdering bafilifks ’ 
Their fofted touch, as fmart as lizards dings ; 
Their mufic, frightful as the ferpent's hifs ; 

And boding fcridi-owls make the concert full ! 

» All the fo£ terrors Ifh dark-feated hell— 


NoW, by the grountl that I am baniOiM from, 
IVell coui d^ Lj a^rfc aw a^wintcr*s night. 
Though l{sSndin|1^ mountain^ top. 
Where biting cold would never let gj afs grow. 


Parting Levers, 

And baniihed 1 am, if 'uut iron thee. 

Go, fpeak not to me, even now be gone 

O, go not yet ' even ihus two fiicivU «'oivl-.-nm*d 
Embrace, and kifs, nmVtake ten ihouland leaves, 

l^oaihcr a hundred rimes to i>ait rlvui ibc. 

Vet, n uv farewclv nnd farcwel life with tbee ' 
Suff. Thus IS ]>oor Suflblk ten ;in.r» baMlIicd, 
Once by the king, and tliice limes rhiicc bv tiiee. 
’’fis not the land i care for, weit thou beiue, 

A wildeniefs is popidous enouidi, 

So Sulfbik had tU) bcAvcnly company : 

P'or where thou art, rhero is the woiid itfclf. 

With every feveral pleafuie in ihe wuilil; 

And where thou art not, dclidaium. 

Dyings ^ivitb ihe Perfjn htlovcd^ prifcralU t§ 
parting. 

If I depart from tliee, f cannot live : 

And in thy fii'lit to die, \vh it were ii i Ifc, 

But like a pUalanr ihimber in rby l.ip ' 

Here could 1 hieaihc mv ioul iiiio tiu: air, 

As mild and genile as rlie cradle-babe, 

Dying with mother’s dug between its lips. 

*lhe Death -bed Horrois of a guilty Confrience. 

Bring me unto ray trial when you will. 

Died he* not in his bed ^ Wlicie llKA.ld be die * 
Can I make men live, whelber tliey will or no?— 
O ’ torture me no m.'re, 1 will confefs — — . 

Alive ag.iin ' '1 ben Drew me w here Ije is ; 
rii give .1 rlroulaiid j'oimd to lo' k up m bim — 

He hath no eyi ., tlie dufl liaili biiiukd them. 
Comb down hi> haii ; lo-k! look' it liaml. 
upright, 

I.iikc lime twigs fet to can )i my v in;>ed foul f 
Ciivf me fome drink; and bid the apothecary 
Bring ilie ilrong poifon that L bougni of liiin. 

Hghl, 

The gaudy, bbrbbing, and rcmorfeful day 
Is crept into ibu bofimi of tin: tea; 

And now loud liowlinp, wolves ai'inife the jades 
That drag the tragic melancholy night ; 

Who with tlicirdiciwfy, How, and flagging wings. 
Clip dead men’s graves, and from their miiiy 
jaws 

Breathe foul contagious darknefs in the air. 

Kent. 

Kent, in r!ie coninienciirics Caefar writ, 

Js term’d the civil’ft place of all this ille : 

Sweet is the country, becaufe full of ritlics ; 

The people liberal, valiant, adtive. wealthy. 

Lord Say's Apology for bimfelf, 

Jullicc, with favour, have I aUvnys done; 
Prayers and tears have mov’d me, gifts could 
never. 

When have I aught exafltd at your hands, 

Kent to maintain, the king, the' realm, and you ? 
Large gifts have I beflow’d on Lamed clerks 
Becaufc mj' book preferr d me to me king : 
And— feeing ignorance is the curfe <if Ciod, 
Knowledge the w ing wlierew ith wc fly t u heaven— 
Unicfs you be pofTcfs’d with dcviliili fpiiits, 

Vgu cannot but forbc'ar to murder me, 

fa §a4»T«fi 



a 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


BooiJ III. 


I *4. THE THIRD PART OF HENRY VI. 

SHAKbPLAUb. 

*rhe ^ranfports of a Cro^jjn* 

— think 

^ ll(»\v Iwcet a is to wear a crown; 

Within wlioli; circuit is Khtuiiii, 

And all that poets tViuiii of bliis and joy. 

A hungry Lion. 

So looks the ]KMit-up I'on o’er the wretch 
That trembles under his di vou; ing paws : 

And fo he walkh, infulrinir o’er his jires ; 

And it» he comes to rtml }ii:> limbs afunder. 

*The Duke of York on the gallant Behaviour cf 

his Sons. 

My ron»«’ — God knows w luu h.iLlihcelumcMthfin: 
But this J know — thev iinve demean’d themrclves 
Tukc men born to o-nown, by life, or death. 
Three times ellil Ruluul make a lane to me. 

And thnee cried, *• Comaj^e, f ithei ! h^ht iiout 
And full as (jfr r.ime lidwaul to my fute. 

With purple faulchion jvjintcd m tite hilt 
fn blood of thofe that bad encounter’d him : 

And when the hauliell w.uTuirs <lid retire, 
Richard cried, “Cliarge! and ^ive no foot of 
^jroim*! 

And ernd, A crown, or elfe a [dorinus tomb' 

“ A fce’ptre, or an tarthlv I’epulcliri 
Vv'jib this wt (fiary’d ac^.tin: bur emt, rdris • 

We t.nd!!;'d atriir. ; as 1 lia\c fecn a Iw'an 
With booih-f, labour fuini atcuuli tht tide. 

And I'pend her iircnj;rh v irh t ver-inatehiivc 
waves. 

A Yalhers Prjton on the } lurdtr of a favouriU 
rijilj. 1 

O fv;"ir's Ik air, wr.ij’j'M in a woman's hide ' j 
I low MHildll tiiou divm the l.fc-bl<A)d of t!ie child, 
'To bid tin* fatiier wijje ins t\os wirha!, 

And \Tt l;j iicn to bear a viananh f.itc > 

Women are foi\, mild, niiifwil, and IlcAibltf ; 

'VIjuu lum, obd.urate, ll'Mty, rooyb, remoilclefs. 


That face ot I'/h t’ne Inm-fy camm-'ils 
W ould nor hrvr ieucl» d. would nor have fiain’d 
with hlood; 

Bur \ou ...rc inr.jt mliuman, mt^re ine\c>t;.blc — 
O, tun times im.iC tlnn tvi^ers of Hvrcir.i.i. 

See, riulih js queen, a hiiplels f.ither s teats : 

This cloth thou dipp’dd in blood of my fwcet boy, 
And f with tears do walh the blood aw.iv. 

Keep rliou the napkin, and i;o boaft of this: 

And, if rhoM tel i’ll t!io heavy dory ri^ht, 

I’poii my foul, t te heart rs will Hied tears ; 

Yea, even iny fies will ilitd fait fallintT tears, 
And fay, Alas, it was a piteous deed '** 

^Ybe Duke of Yoi k in Baitle. 
?»Icthoiii'Iit, he bore him in the thickeft troop, 
A* doth a lion in a herd of neat; 

Or as a hear, cncompafs’d round with dogs. 

Who having pinch’d a few, and made them cry, 
The reft Itand ?11 aloof, and bark at him. 

Yhe Mcrnin^, 

^cc how the morning opes her goldgn gates, 
And takes her fare vv cl oi i.be glor.ous fun ! 


How well refcmblcs it tlic prime of youth, 

Triiiim’d like a yonkcr praneing to his lo\c ? 

The Morninfs Davjn, . 

Tills battle fare-, like to tiie morning’s war, • 
When dving clouds contend witli growing bght;. 
What ti"H* the rtiepherd, blow ing of bis naili, 

Can luirher call it j^erfeT.t day or night. ^ 

The Bleffmgi ff ft Shepherd's Life. y ^ 

0 God ' mcrliinks, it w'crc a happy life, ^ 

T'o be no berrer than a homclv twain ; 

'i'o tit upon a hill, 1 do lunv, 

To Cdi\f oui dials cjuaiiitlv, point by point. 
Thereby to fee the minutes how tW'V run: 

Ilow many make the hour full complete, 

I low manv hours biing about ine day, 

How many days will linilh up the year. 

How iti nv sears n moit.il man may live. 

W'hcii thio is knosvii, ilien to ilivide the times : 

So many hours mull I tend my tlock ; 

So many houis muft I t.d.e mv reft; 

S() minv horns muft I contem|darc; 

many lunirs muft f iport inylllf; 

S(» m.inv" days, mv tuts luivc been with young;- 
So iiUMv weeks, eac tiu; ])(v)r fools will yean; 

So many months, ere I llinll facer the llcece : 

So minutes, hoiii>-(ia; s, weeks, months^ind years, 
Ibilt 0 -. iT H) the end rlu y were. cic irecl, 

Wcmld bring while halts un:o a epilet grave. 

Ah. what a life were tliis ' how Iweet ' h')W'h*\tiy^ 
Ciivcs i.ot the lun thorn bufi a Iweetcr Ihade 
’]'(» lliepherds, looking on tl eir lillv Ibeep, 

'i lian doth a licli embn idcr d canopy 
I'o kings, that fear their fubju^ls treachery^ 

(). yC', it doth; a thou land fold it doth. 

And To conclude — »he llnj]duni’s homely ciircb'^ 

Hi'> cold thill drink out of Ivii leather l)t)trle, 
lbs w O’. red fliLp under a frelh tree’b ftiade, 

All whmh fecure and fwcctlv he enjoys, 
h far bcNCMiJ a prince’s delicates. 

His viamb fjiaiklmg in a go]<len cup, 

His loiJv couched in a curaius bcil, 

Wdii n cate, ndllnift, and trealbn wait on him. 

Mob. 

1 ook. Tvs I bhwv this feather from my face, 

.Andi a'> I'se air bhiw s it to me ngiin, 

OIh.'. mg with my w'iml,whea I do blow, 

\jui yielding to another when it biftws, 
Chmimanded always by the greater gull ;* 

Such jj> the hg!itin.f3 of your common men. 

A Simile on amhitious Thoughts. 

W'^hv* then 1 do but dream ( n Ibv’reignty^ 

Like one that lianiL upon a promorjtorv, 

And fpies a far-oft' lliorc where he would tread,. 
WiJhmg his foot were equal with his eye ! ’ 

And chides tlic I’ea that funders him frJin thence, 
Sayi.ig — he’ll lade it dry, to have his way. 

Glouceficr's Deformity. 

Whv» love forfwbre me in my mothtr’s womb? , 
And, for 1 Ihould not deal jin her foflf ^ 

She did corrupt frail nature \wth fome bribe • 

To ihrink mine arm ^ like a witb^Jd Ihrub j 
To make an envious m>“back, 

Where fits deformity lo mock my body ; 
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(hjipc my legs of an unequal fr/c ; 

To tii I proportion me in every part : 

I-ikc to rt chaos, or an unlick’d bear-whelp, 
,Tlrit carru's no imprtfhon like the dam. 

•And arn 1 then a man to be belov’d > 

Chucefler's Dijfimulation, 

\\'hy, T can linile, a'ul nuirder while I ftnllc ; 
Ar.»l cr\ , content, to that w hich grieves my hcartj 
And Wit my cheeks with iirtincKil tears; 

Arid frame my face to all occa lions : 

I'll eh own more I'ailorf; than the mermaid lhall ; 
I’ll flay moie gayers than the hahlilk ; 

I’ll play the orator as well as Nelror, 

Deeeivc more (lily than Ulvlfes craild, 

And, like a Sinon, take another Troy : 

1 can add colouis to the cameleon ; 

Clr^iige ih:q>cs, wirli Proteus, for advantages, 
And Jit the nmid'rous Machiavtl m Ichuol. 

Can 1 do this, ami cannot get a crown } 

Henry VI. On his o^n Lenity. 

I have not ftopt mine ears to their demafids, 
Nor pofted off their I'uits with flow delat's ; 

]V 1 v pity hath I ec i halm to heal their wounds, 
My inildncls hath allay’d their Ivvelling griefs, 
My mercy dried their water-flowing tears. 

1 have not been clelirous of their w’caltb, 

Nor muefi opprefs’d them with great I'ubfidics, 
Nor forw-aid of revenge, tho’ they much err’d. 

Ibe Earl of \Var~jjUk' s djins Speech, 

All, who is nigh - Come to me, friend or foe, 
And tell me wdio is vi<^>or, Yoik or Warwick 
Why alk J that ^ M) mangljd bodv Ihcws ; 
Myi>lood,mywanrofltrength, mv lick iieartiliews, 
That 1 mufl yieUi my body to the earth, 

And, by my fall, the rom|iiefl to my foe. 

Thus yields the cedar to the axe's edge, 

Wliofe arms gave flicltcr to the princely eagle. 
Under wliofe Ihatlt the ramjjing lion flept ; 

Whufe top-branch ovcrpeer'iljovc'sfpreadingtrcc, 
And kept low flinibs from w inter’s powc. ful w ind. 
Thefe eyes, that now are dim m’d with death’s blaek 
veil, 

Have been as piercing as the mid-day fnn, 

To fearch the J’ccict trcafoiis of the world. 

The w'rinkles in my btow'.s, now' fill'd with blood, 
\\ ere liken’d oft to kinglv lepulchns; 

I’or w ho liv’d king, but J could dig his grave ’ 
And w;ho durfl iimlc, when Warwick bent his 
brow ? 

Lo, now my glory fmear’d in duft and blood I 
My parks, my walks, my manors that I had, 

Kv'ii now fori'akc me ; and, of all my lands, 

Js nothing left me, but my body’s length. 

i^$en Margaret's Speech before tie Battle of 
Tt^kejbury, 

Lords, Kniglits, and Gentlemen, what I fhould 
My tears gainlay; for every word 1 fpeak, Lfay, 
Yo'fcc, I drink the water of my eyes. 

T hertfore, nomoreclut this : Henrj%y our fovcrcign, 
ifcal^•rt^dne^ to the five, his flatc ufurp^d, 

Ifis icalin a flau^tcNhoufe, his fubjefts flain, 

His ftat^ tf ■ . ^rcafure fpent ; 

And yonder is tlufc*\volfTtiat makes this tpoil t 
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•You fight in juft ice : then, in God’s name, Lords, 
15 c valiant, and give figiwd to the fight. 

Otnens on ile E:ith of R ickard IIF. 

The owl fliriek'd ai ihv biiili, an evil jign ; 
The night-crow cried, a Loding hnlJ.or riinc; 
Dogs howl’d, ciiul hid,AiUs uniptlh lluji.k down 
ticc'- ; 

7 'he raven rooh’il her on rlic cliimnev’s top, 

And chattering pyo in diiinal difixirds luii^ : 
Thy morher felt more ih.in a mother’s pain, 

And ycthrouglit forili Itf^ than a mother's hope; 
To wit — an inJigcii, defoiiiu’d lump, 

Nut like the fruit of Inch a g(,0(ily tieo. 
'rLCthh.ulil thou inihv head when ilioii waflborn, 
To lignify*— thou cam’fl to bite the world : 

And, if tile reft l^c true which I have licard, 
Thou cam’ll “ into the world with thy legs for- 
ward.” 


§ 25. tiih: like oi' in: mi-v viir. 

SllAICs I'CAJtl'.. 

Answer, 
climb flvep hiiJs, 

ivequiies llcAv pat\ at fiifl. Anger is like 
A full-liot horfc, W'ho, hciiig aldvv’d iiio vv^.v, 
Self metric tires iiim. 

A^ion to be carried on nscith Refolution, 
If 1 am 

Tiadiic’d In ignorant tongues, vv hit hneitlu r know 
My faculties, nor pcrfoii, \tt will l)c 
The chionicles of iny doing — let me fay, 

’'I'is but the fare of place, and llit u)Ugh brake 
'I'hat virtue mull go thioiigh. We mull not I’mi 
Our ntiellary aiMions, in tlie fear 
To cope iiulitioLis emfurers ; wliicli ever. 

As rav'iious lilhes, do a velfel follow 
T'hat is ntvv trimm’d; but benefit no funlicr 
Tluiii vainly longing. Wbat we ofr do bdl, 

I 5 y litk interpreters, once weak ones, is 
N«it <*urs, or not allow 'd , what wf,rll, as oft 
Hitting a groll'cr qualitv, ciied U]i 
Kor our bell atl. If we lhall (land flill, 

In fear, fiiir m(;iion will be mock’d or carp’d at. 
We lliould take Piot here, whcie we fit, or fit 
State-ftatues only. 

//cw Cujloms, 

New culioms. 

Though thev be never fo ridiculous, 

Nd), iet ’em be unmanly, yet arc fcllow’’d. 

The Duke of Buckingham' s Prayer for the King, 

— May lie live 

Longer than I have time to tell his years ’ 

Ever belov’d, and loving, may his rule be ! 

And, when old lime fliall lead him to liis end, 
Gwdnefs and he fill up one monument ! 

Dependents not to be too much trufltd by ^reat Men* 
Tisis from a dying man icccivc as certain : 
Where you arc liberal of your loves, and counfels, 
Be (lire vou be not hKifc ; for thol’eyou make friends, 
And give your hearts to, when they once perceive 
The lenft rub in your fortunes, fall a\vay 
I.ikc water from yc, never found again 
Bu( where they mean to fink yc. 

il A good 
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Agotdmfe. 

,___A lofs of her, 

That, like a jewel, has hung twenty years 
About his neck, yet never loft her luftre’; 

Of her, that loves him with that excellence 
That angels love good men with ; even of her, 
Tliat, when the greateft ftroke of fortune falls, 
Will bids the king. 

T‘he hhJTtngs of a bnv Station, 

— — * J is better to be lowly born, 
And range with humble livers in content. 

Than to be pcsk’d up in a glittering grief. 

And wear a golden forrow. 

Shnen Catharine's Speech to her Hujband, 
'———Alas, Sir, 

fn what hate I offended yon > What caiifc 
Hath my behaviour given to your difpleafurc, 

M hat thus you llu uld proceed to put me ot!*, 

And take your good grace from me ? Heaven 
\\ in I eft, 

I have been to yc»ii a true and humble wife, 
jV rdl times to Yom* ui!l conformable : 

H'.cr in iVar to kin. lie your dillike, 

Yea, ful jv-rf i<» ^our count’nance; glad or forty 
As [ fwv ir inclin'd. When was the hour, 

] evtr coMiradi^'Ud your defire, 

<^r made ir not mine kkP Which of your friends 
l-l.ive I not ftrovc to line, althougli 1 knew 
Jl\: wxrw mine enemy • What fiiend of mine, 
Tiv.it had to liim deriv’d your anger, did 1 
Comiime ni my liking ' Nay, gave notice, 

He was from thence difclinrg’d ’ Sii, call to mind 
'That I have bcLU your wife, in this obcQience, 
Upward of twenty year, j and have been bJefs’d 
^VicIl many chiJJreii by yon. Jf, in the cuurfc 
And procefs of tliu lime, vou can report. 

And p»tm; it too, rgai'iit mine honour aught, 
My bond to wedlock, or my love and duty, 
Againft your facicd perfon, in God’s name 
Turn me away ; and let the foul'll contempt 
Shut d(x»r upon me, and fo give me up 
To the lharpeft kind of juft ice. 

^een Catharine's Speech to Cardinal IColfej, 

^You arc nieek, and humble mouth’d ; 

You fign your pLicc and calling, in full feeming, 
'With mecknefs and linmility ; but your heart 
Is cruum’cl with arrogancy, fpleen, and pride. 
You have, by fortune, and his higlinefs' lavours. 
Gone nightly o'er low ilcpsj and now are 
mounted, 

Where pow'rs -re your retainers : and your words, 
Ponielfics to you, lerve your will, as t pleafe 
Y'oui'felf pronounce their office. [ muft fell yon, 
You tender more your perfon’s honour, than 
Y'our liigh profeftion fpiritual. 

King Henry's CbaraHer of S^ueen Catharine, 
That man i’ tlic world wiio fti.ill re^rt he has 
A better wife, let him in nought be crufted, 

For fpeaking falfe in that: Thou ait, alone, 

(If tny rare cjualiiie.s, fwcot gcntlcneis, 

Thy mceknt-fs faint-like, wife-like government, 
Obeying in commanding, and tiiy p.trts 
Snverc ig-i aud pious clfj, C'HiI J but fpeak thee out) 
The qu;en of earthly <|UCei)S. ■’ 
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On her onsm Mtrit, 

Have I liv’d thus long (let me fpeak myfclf. 
Since virtue finds no friends). a wife, a true onc^ 
A woman (1 dare fay without vain glory) 

Never yet branded with fufpicion ? I 
Have I with all my full affeition [him ? 

Still met the king ? lov’d him next Heaven ? obey’d 
Been, out of fondnefs, fuperllitious to him ? 
Almoft forgot my prayers to content him * ' 

And am 1 thus rewarded ? ’Tis not well, lords. 
Bring me a conftant woman to her hufbancfj 
One that ne’er dream’d a joy beyond his plca- 
fure i 

And to that woman, when fhc has done moft, 

Ytt will I add an honour — ^a great patience. 

^een Catharine compared to a Lily, 
——Like the lily, 

That once was miftrefs of the field, and flourilhM, 
1 11 hang my head, and pcrilh. 

Obedience to Princes, 

The hearts of princes kifs obedience, 

So much they lo\c it: but to ftubborn Ipirits, 
They fwcll, and grow as terrible as llornis. 

Horror y its cui^vard Effects, 

Some ftrangc commotion 
Is in his brain: he bites his lip, and ftarts; 

Stops on a I'udden, looks upon the giftVmd, 

Then lays hib linger on his temple; ftraight 
Springs out into fart gait ; then fteps again, 
Strikes his lireaft hard; and anon he cafts 
His eye againft the moon : in moll ftrangc pollurcs 
We’ve feen him fet himfelf. 

Ftrm Allegiance, 

—Though penis did 

Abound «s thick as tiiouglit could make ’em, and 
Appear in forms as horrid ; yet my duty, 

As doth a rock againft the chiding Hood, 

Should ihe approach of this wild river break, 
And Hand unihaken yours. 

Anger i its external EffeSls, 

What fudden anger’s this' How have T reap’d 
He parted frowning from me, as if ruin [it ? 
Ltap’d from his eyes : fo kxiks the chafed lion 
Upon the daring huiitfmaii that has gull'd him ; 
Then makes him nothing. 

Falling Greatnefs, 

■ -Nay, then farewel ! 

T have touch'd the higheft point of all my greatnefs^ 
And, from that full meridian of my glory, 

I huftc now to iny ferting. I fliall fall, 

Like a bright exhalation in the evening, 

And no man fee me more. 

l^hc Vicijjitudes of Life, 

So farewel to the little good you bear me.^ 
Farewel, a long farewel, to all my greatnefs ? 
This is the ftate of man : To-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hope, to-morrow bloffoir.s. 
And bears his blulhing honours thick upon him : 
The third day comes a fioft, a kiliingHroft; 

,Aiid when he thinks, good jf^fy man,*futKl:^^ 
His greamers is a ripening, nips his rout. 

And then he falls, hs I do, I li^<Lye ntur’i1, 
Like iiitlc \v&u..on adders, 
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Book III. 

This many fummcrs in a fca of glory ; 

far beyond iny depth : my hi^^li-blown pride 
broke under me ; and now has left me, 
“Weai^ and old with Icrvice, to the mercy 
Of a rudAftieam, that muft for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp and glory of this world, 1 hate ye ! 

1 feel iny heart new open'd. O, how wretched 
Is that poor man that hangs on princts’ favours ' 
'I'hdl'c is, betwixt that Imile we would al'pirc to. 
That fweet afpert of princes, and our ruin. 

More pangs and fears than war or women have; 
And, when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 

Never to hope again. 

CarJinal Wolfefs Speech to CromnAjeU, 
Cromwell, I did not think to flicd a tear 
In all my niiferics ; bur tliou liaif forc'd me, 

Out of tliy honeft tiutli, to the woman. 
Let’s dry oureyes: and thus Far l\«.a run-, Cromwell ; 
And when I am forgotten, ?is 1 thiil be, 

And fleep in dull cold m.irble, where no mention 
Of me mtjrc mull be heard of, fiV, T laoglutiiee, 
S«iy, Wolley, that once trod the v\ays of glory, 
And I'oundcd ail the depths a)id Ihoals of lio'iour. 
Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to rife in; 
A lure andfafeone, though thy mailtTmifs’d it. 
Alark but my fall, and that that ruin'd me. 
CromwelL I charge thee, thng away amlntion ; 
By that mi fell the angels ; how can man then, 
The image of his Mjkei, hope to w'in by'r > 

' Love thy lelfl aft : clierilhrlioll Jicartsthat hate thee; 
Corruption wins not moie thnn lionefty. 

Still in thy light hand c irry gentle peace. 

To filence envious tongues. Be juft, and fear not : 
Let all the ends thou aim'll at, be thy countrv's, 
Thy God’s, and tnith’s ; then if thou fall'll, O 
Cromwell, 

Thou fall’ll a blefted martyi. Serve the king; 

And, pr’ythcc, IcjTd me in : 

There take an inventory of all I have. 

To the laft pennv j 'lis the king’s : Aiy rebr. 
And my integrity to Heaven, is all 
J dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Cromwell, 
Had 1 but ferv’d my God witli ball the 7ial 
I ferv'd my king, he would, not in mine .ige 
Have left me naked to mine enemies ! 

Applaufe, 

Such a lioifc arofe 

As the ftirouds make at I'ta in n ftiif tempeft, 

As loud, and to as many tuiies ; Hats, cloaks, 
f Doublers, 1 think), flew- '’p; and had their faces 
Been loofc, tliis day they had been !■ *ft. Such joy 
T Tiev^er faw before. Great-bellied women, 

'I hat had not half a week to go, like rams 
Tn the old time of war, would ihakc the prefs, 
And make ’em reti before ’em. No man living 
Couldfay, “this ismy wife, ’’there; all werewoven 
So ftrangely in one piece. 

Cardinal Wolferfs Deaths 
At laft„ wfeh caly toads, he came to Lciccftcr, 
Lodg’d ^n the afiftey ; where the rev’rend abliot, 
all his con^nt, honourably receiv’d him ; 
To whom he gifvc thefe words: “ O father ablx)t, 
ojan. broken with the /lorms of ftate, 
Js come bones among ye; 


“ Give him a little earth for chprlty !** 

So went to bed : where eagtrls In'* fii-knefs 
Purfued him ftill ; and, three nijjhts atrei this, 
About the hour of eight (which he himfclf 
Foictold Ihould be !us laft), full < f rtpeuiaiice. 
Continual meditations, tems ami forro\v», 

He gave his. honours lo'the world again, 

His bleiTcd pait to heaven, and llcpt in peace. 

His PWes and ri^ tues. 

So may he reft ; hit* faults lie gently on him I 
Yet thus far, C>nllith, g,iv c me leave to fpeuk him, 
And yet with cliaiity — he wus a nnin 
Of an unboupdi d Itomach, ever ranl.ing 
Himfclf with princes; one, that by I'uggeftion 
Ticil all the kingdom : limcmy w.h fair pl-iy; 
His own opinion wi^ his jaw ; I' the prefeacc 
Hi- would Lv untruths ; and be ever ihm'ule, 
Both in his word<i and meaniiiig : lie was never, 
But while he went to luin, pitiful; 

His proimfes w ere, a** he then was, iniglity ; 

But ills performance, p.s lie now' is, nothing. 

Of his own body he w*is ill, and gave 
Tlic cle«*gv ill example. 

Griff. Noble Madam, 

Men's evil manners live in brafs ; their virtue* 
VVe write in water. 

------ T his cardinal, 

'riio’fiom an humble tlock, undoubtedly 
Was f.ilhion’d to much honour. From his cradle 
He was a fcholar, and a ripe and got id one ; 
Exceeding wife, fair fpoktn, and perfuading: 
Lofty, and four, to them that lov’d him not ; 
But,tot!h>re men thatilmglu biiu,ftvcet as fuiniiicr. 
And though he were unfhtisficd in gating 
(Which xvas a fin), y;;t in bellowing, madam, 
He was moft princely ; ever wiintls for him 
'riiol'e twins of lear.dng that lit raid'd in you, 
Ipi'wich and Oxford ' one of which fell wdih him. 
Unwilling to out- live the good he did it ; 
riie other, rlmugh unfinilh’d, yet fo famous, 

So excellent in art, and ftill fo lifing, 

That Chriftcndom fliall ever Iptak his virtue. 

His overthrow heap’d iiappinefs upon him; 

I'or then, and rmt till tlien, he fvlt Kimfelf, 

And found the blcfl'ednels of being little : 

And, to add grcjitcr honours to his age 
Than man could give him, he died feaiing God. 
Malicious Men. 

Men that make 

Envy and crooked malice nuurinunent. 

Dare bite the bell. 

A eburcb^Man* 

———Love and meeknei's, r.ord. 

Become a church-man berrer than ambition: 
Win ftraying fouls with modefty again. 

Call nonp s^way. 

Inhumanity. 

- ■■—’Tis a cruelty, 

To load a falling man. — - 

. Arcbbijhop Cranmer^s Propbicy. 

——Let me Ipcak, Sir, 

For Heaven. now bids me; and the words T uttc^ 
Let none think flattery, for they’ll And them tnnh. 
f 4 Tbn 



This roj'al infant (ITcavcn ftill move about her !), 
'I'ho* in a cradle, ^et now promilcs 
Vpon this laud a tlioul'and, Thoulaud blclfings, 
^VhicVi lime lliall brirg to lipcncfs. She ihali be 
(Hut few now t\in behold that i^oodncls) 

A pattern to all princes livhig with lici. 

And all that ilia 11 furcred : Sheba was never 
More covetous of wifdcm, and fair virtue. 

Than this blcft foul iiiall ho. All princely graces, 
That mould up jbcli a mighty piece as this. 
With all the virtues that attend the good, 

Shall dill be doubled on her. Truth fliall nurfc her; 
Holy and heavenly tiiouglns ftill counfel her. 
Shelball be lov’d and f ar'd. Her own lhall blcfs 
Her foes fhakc like a field of beaten corn, [her; 
And liang their heads with forrow. Good grows 
with her. ‘ 

Tn her days, cv’iy man f.uill cat in fafety, 

Under his own vine, what lie plants; .and (ing 
The merry fongs of peace to all his neighbours. 
God (hall be tiuly known ; and thofe about her 
From her ihall read the perfect ways of honour, 
And by thofe claim their greatnefs, not by blood. 
Kor fliall this peace flee)) with her; but, as when 
The bird of vvcHider dies, the maiden phuonix, 
Her aflies new create another heir, 

As great in admiration as herfelf; 

So (hall flic leave her blcirudnefs to one 
(When Heaven fliall call her from this cloud of 
darknefs) 

Who, fiom the facred aflies of lier honour, 

Shall flar-like rife, as great in fame as flic was, 
And fo (land fix’d. Peace, plenty, love, truth, 
tcrnir. 

That were the fervants to this chofen infant. 
Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to him j 
Wherever the briglit fun of heaven lhall fliine, 
His honour and the greatnefs of his name 
Shall be, and make new nations ; He lhall flourifli, 
And, like a mountain cedar, reach his branches 
Toall the plains about him ; ourchildreif s children 
Shall fee this, and blcfs Hcaien. 


§ 26. THE LIFE AND DEATH OF 
KING JOHN. SilAKSPEARE. • 
Neiv ^Titles. 

•* /^OOD-den, Sir Richard — God a’ mercy, 
<♦ fellow,” 

And if his name be George, J’ll call him Peter; 
For new-made honour doth forget men’s names; 
*Tis too icfpcdtivc and too foci able 
For your converfion. Now your traveller— 

He and his tootiipick dt my worlhip's mefs : 

And when my knightly floipach is fuffic’d. 

Why tlicn I fuck my teeth, and catcchife 
My picked man of /xiuntrics : — “ My dear Sir, 
(Thus, leaning on mine elbow, I bc^in) 

•• 1 lhall bcfccch you'* — that is qucftion now ; 
And then comes aafwcr like an A B C book : — 
O Sir,** fays anfwcr, “ at your beft command. 
At your employment, at your fcrvicc. Sir;**— 
•• No, Sir,** fays queftion, J, fw^etSir, at yours.*’ 
And fO| c?rc anfwcr knows what queftion would, 


Boo R.III* 

(Saving in dialogue of complimcrrt ; J 

And talking of the Alps and Apennines, ” 
The Pyrenean, and the river Po), 

It draws toward I’upper in concluflon, fo. 3^ 

But this is worflii}*ful focicty. 

And fits the mounting fpirif, like myfelf : 

For he is but a baftard to the time, 

That doth not fmack of obfervation. ^ 

A Dejeripthn of England. 

That pale, that whitc-fac’d flsorc, 

Whofe foot fpurns back the ocean's roaring tides, 
And c^K);■s from other lands her iflanders j 
Even rill that England, hedg’d in wdth the main. 
That water-walled bulwark, ftill lecurc 
And confident from foreign purpofes. 

Even till that utmoft corner of the weft. 

Salute thee for her king. 

Defeription of an Englijb Army. 

Ilis marches arc expedient to this town. 

His forces ftrong, his foldiers confident. 

With him along is come tne mother queen. 

An Ate ftirring him to blood and flrife ; 

With her, her niece, the ladv Blanch of Spain | 
W'ith them a baft.ird of the king deceas'd ; 

And all the uni'ertled humours of the land — • 

Ralh, inconfuleratc, fiery voluntaries, 

With ladies faces, and iicrcc dnigons frSlccns— - 
Have fold tluir fortunes ,it their native homes, 
Bearing thcii birthrights proudly on their backs, 
To make a i.a/ard of new fortunes here. 

In brief, a braicr choice of dauntlefs fpirits, 

Tiian now tlic Englifli bottoms have waft o’er. 
Did ncicr Ib^at upon the fwclling tide, 

'fo do oftence and fcaih in Cliriftendom. 

The interruption of their churlifli drums 
Cuts off more circumftancc : they are at hand, 

C nrage. 

By how much une\pc£ied, by fo much 
We ninft awake endeavour for defence ; 

For couiagc mounteth with occafioii. 

A Boafter. 

What cracker is this lame, that dcafs our cars 
With this abundance of fuperfluous breath } 

Defeription of f^i^ory, by the French. 

You men of Anglers, open wide your gates. 
And let young Arthur, duke of Bretagne, in ; 
Who, by the hand of France, this day hath made 
Much work for tears in many an Englifli mother, 
Whtifc Urns lie fcattcr'd on the bleeding ground; 
Many a widow’s hufband grovelling lies, 

Coldly embracing the difcolour’d earth j 
And victory, with little lofs, doth play 
Upon the dancing banners of the French ; 

Who arc at hand, triumphantly difpUy’d, ^ 

To enter conquerors. 

By the Englijb, 

Rejoice, you men of Angiers, ring your bells. 
King John, your king, and England a, ^doth ap« 
proach, ' 

Commander of this hot malicious day I 
Theirarmuurs, that march’d henie fo filver bright. 
Hither return nil gilt hlood ; 

There ftu^k. no plume in any KugUfti crefl, 

Thai 
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removed by a ftafF of France ; 
On^ fclpu rs do return in thofe fame hands 
Th^WNhlplay them when we firft march’d forth ; 
AnC a^olly troop of huntfmen, come 
Our lulty Englilh, all with purpled hands, 

Dyed in the dying Ibughter of their foes. 

A compute Lady, 

If liffty love (liould go in queft of bcautv, 
W'hcre fhould he Hnd it fairer than in lllanch ? 
Jf zealous love ihould go in fearch of virtue, 
Where Hiould he hnd it fairer than in Hlanch ? 
If love, ambitious, fought a match of birth, 
W'hofc veins bound richer blood than lady Blanch } 

On Commodity ^ or Self-lntereft, 
—Rounded in the ear 
W^ith that fame purpofe-changer, that ily devil ; 
'i’hat broker, that liill breaks the pare of faith ; 
That daily break-vow ; he that wins of all, 

Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maids — 
Who having no external thing to iofe 
But the word maid — cheats the poor maid of that; 
Tliat fmooth- fac’d gentleman, tickling commo- 
dity — 

Commodity, the bias of the woild ; 

The world, which of itfelf is poifed well, 

Made to ru« even, upon even ground ; 

Till this advantage, this vilc-dVawing bi:is, 

Q'his fway of motion, this commodity, 

Makes it take hcafl from all indiffcrcncy, 

From all direftion, purpofc, courfc, intent j 
And this fame bias, Sic, 

A Woman s Fears, 

Thou lhair be pnnifhM for thus frjgliting me, 
For I am fick and capable of fears ; 

Opprefs’d with wrongs, and therefore fu 11 of fears ; 
A widow, huflxmdlcis, fubjec^t to fears ; 

A woman, natuially born to fears; 

And tho’ thou now” confefs thou didft but jeft. 
With my vex'd Ipirits I cannot take a iruee. 

But they will quake and ticmbic all this day. 

Tokens of Grief 

What doft thou mean by fliaking of thy head ? 
Why doll tljou look fo I’adly on my fon ? 

M^hat mea,ns that liand upon that bread of thine ? 
Why hold.s thine eye that lamentable rheum, 
Like a proud river peering o’er its boundb ? 

Be thcfc'fad ligns confirmers of thy words ? 
•ThtJi f^teak agun ; riot all thy former talc. 

But this one word, whether thy talc be true. 

A Motber^s Fondnefs for a beautiful CkiU, 

If thou, that bid'ft me be content, were grim. 
Ugly, and fiandVous to thy mother’s w'omb, 
Fulrof unpleafing blots, and fig itlefs ilains. 
Lame, foniini, crooked, fwart, piodigious. 
Patch'd with foul moles, and eyt-ofiending marks, 
I would not cacc, I then would be content ; 

For then ( fhould iqpt love thee : no, nor ihou 
“ Become thy great birth, nor deferve a crown. 

* 3^ 'thou art falr^md at thy birth, dear boy ! 
Hiture and fortune join'd to make thee great : 
Of with lilies boaft, 

And with the haltblown rofc. 


Grief 

I will inftnift my forrows to be proud ; 

For grief is pi jud, and makes his owner Itoop, 
Conflance to Aufria, 

0 Lymoges ! 6 AuUria ' thou doft fharac 
That bloody fpoil : thou Have, thou wretch, thou 

coward ; 

Thou little valiant, great in villainy ! 

Thou ever llrong upon the ftrongcr !idc 1 
Thou fortune’s champion, that doft never fight^ 
But when her humorous ladyihip is ly, 

To teach t! ce lafciy ! thou art perjur’d too, 

And Tooth ’ft up greatnefs. What a fool art thou, 
A ramping fool ! to brag, to ftamp, and I'wcar* 
Upon my party ! thou cold-blooded (lave, 

Tlaft thou not fpokc like thunder on my fide ? 
ih'cn fworn my Ibldier ? bidding me depend 
Upon thy ftaib. thy fortune, and thy ftrength? 
And dolt thou now fall over to my foes ? " 

Thou wcai a lien’s hide ! dort it, for lliamc. 

And hang u calf 's Ikin on thofe recreant liuibs« 

*Tbe Horrors of a Cenfpiracy. 

1 had a thing lo lav — but, let it go : 

The lun is in the heaven, find the proud day> 
Attended with ihc plcafuii's cf the world. 

Is all too vvanton, and too mil oF gawds, 

To give me audience. If tiic nndnight-bell 
Did, with his iron tongue and bi '/cu month, 
Sinindoiie unto the diowi/ lici if night; 

If this lame weie a (hurch-yani where vve ftand, 
And thou pofielfed with a tl oufand wrongs; 

Or if that liiily fpint, me-Kincholy, 

Had hak’i! thy hlcod, nul made ir heavy, thick 
(Which elfe runs u^kling up and down ihr: veins, 
Making that idiot laugliter ketp n.cu's eyes, 

And ftiain their cheek*- ro nlle merriment, 

A pallion hateful to my purpoles) ; 

Or if that thou couldft fee me without eyes, 

Heai me without thine ears, and make reply 
W’irhoiu a tonfme, ufiiig conceit aUme 
Without eyes, ear*-, and harmful found of words; 
Then, in defpight of brooded watchful day, 

I w'oiild into thy bofom pour my thoughts : 

But ah, I will not.— 

A Mother's Ravines* 

J r.m not mad; this h dr 1 tear, is mine; 

My mime is- Conftanct, 1 was Geffrey 's wife; 
Young Arthur is my fon, and he is loft : 

I am nor ni.id — 1 would to heaven I were I 
hOr then 'tis like I Ihoul i forget myftlf : 

O, if I could, w hilt grief ihould i forget! 

Preach fonie phiiofophy to make me mad. 

And thou lhait be cammiz’d, Cauhiul; 

Per, being not mad, bur fcrifiblc of grief, 

My rcafonable part produces reafon 
How I may be deliver’d of thefe woes, 

And tcachi-s me to kid or hang myfelf. 

If 1 wcie ma*.l, I Ihould forget my fon, 

Or madly think, a babe of clouts were he: 

1 am not mad ; too ^cll, too veil L feel, 

The diff iTcnt plague of each calamity. 

Apofrvphe to Death. 

— — O urn’ .ble, lovelv death ! 

Thovi odoiifcrous ftgnch ! found ixticxmcfs ! 

Ari.^c 
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Arifc forth from the couch of lafting night, 

Thou hate and terror to profperity, 

And { will kii’s thy deteltablc bones : 

And put my eye-balU in thy vanity brows ; 

And ring thelc ringers with ihy houlehold wcirms ; 
And ftop this gap oF breath with fulininc dull, 
And be a carrion moiiitcr like tiiyFclF : 

Come, grin on me j and I will think ihmi fmirft, 
And bufs thee as thy wife ! niilery’s love, 

O, come to me ! 

A Mother*! Grief, 

Father Cardinal, I have heard you fiy. 

That we fliall Fee .ind know our friends in heaven : 
It that be tiuc, I lliall lee my boy again ; 

For, lince the birtl; of Cain, rlie rirlt iiialc-cliild, 
To him that did but yelkiday luipire, 

There was nor Furh a gracious creatine born. 
But now will canker foirow tat my bud. 

And chafe the native beauty fioni Ins check. 

And he will lork as hollow as a gholt ; 

As dim and mc.'gre as an ague’s lit ; 

And fo hv‘ll die ; and, riling fo again, 

\ Vhen I lhall inert him in the court of heaven, 

1 diall not know him : therefore, never, never 
Muft 1 behold iny pretty Arthur more. 

Pautt You hold too luinous a rclpcAt of grief. 
Qmfl, He talks to me, that never had a ion. 

K, Phil, V ou arc as fond of grief, as of yourchtld. 
Conft, Giief fills the room up of my aofenc child, 
Ides in his bed, walks up and down with me ; 
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words, 
tlcmcmbers me of all his gracious parrs> 

StulFs out his vacant garments with his form ; 
Then, have 1 reafon to be fond of grief. 
Defpondency, 

There’s nothing in this world can make me joy ; 
Life is as tedious as a twice-t«-M tale, 

Veiling the dull car of a drowFy man. 

Departing Difeafes* 

Before the cumig of a llrorig difeafe. 

Even ill the inftant of repair and health. 

The fit is ftrongeft ; evils that take leave, 

On their departure moft of all Ihew evil. 

Danger lays hold of any Support, 

He that It unis upon a llipp’ry place, 

Makes nice of no vile hold to (lay him up. 
Arthurs pathetic Speeches to Hubert, 
Methinks, nobody (hould be fad but I: 

Yet, 1 remember, wnen I was in France, 

Young tjcntieincii would be as fad as night. 

Only for wanton atl's. By my Chnrtcndoin, 

So were I out of prifon, and kept (heep, 

I (hould be merry as the day is long. 

Have yon the heart ? when your head didlmtake, 
I knit mv haiidkei chief about yoar brows 
(The bell I had, a prinecis wrought it me), 
And 1 did never nlk it you again : 

And with my hand at midnight held your head; 
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour, 

Stiii and anon cheer’d up the heavy time ; 
Saving, what lack you ? and, where lies vour grief ? 
Or, wlrit good love may I perform foryoj > 
Man- H |>oor man’s foa would hav;- l.iia dill, 


Book III, 

And ne’er have fpokc a loving word to you w *' 
But vou at your fick lervicc had a prince. 

Nay, )ou may think, my love was craftv 
And call it, cunning : do, and if you wUl ; % 

If Heaven be pleas’d that yvm mud i/e me ill?, 
Wiiythen you muft. — Will you p’ltoutminecyes? 
Tilde eyes that never did, nor never ihall, 

So much as frown on you ? 

Alas, what need you be fo boift'rous rough ? 

I will not ilru^gle, I will (land llone-llill. 

For Heaven’s lake, Hubert, let me not be bound ! * 
Nay, hear me, Hubert • drive tiiefe men away. 
And 1 will fit as quiet as a lamb ; 
i will not dir, nor winte, nor Fpeak a word, 

•>Ior lock uptjii the iron angrrlv : 

I liruft Inir rliefe men away, and I'll forgive you, 

V\'ha*-ever torment you do put me to. 

Is rl-ete no lemedv ^ 

Huh. None, but to lofe your eyes. [yours, 
jlrth. OHtaven- tliat there wee but a motUin 
A gram, a dull, a gnat, a wand'ring hair, 

Any annovance in tii.ir pnvinus feriFe ' 

Tlicn,feel! ig what i'maii things ireb >rd’roi’s there, 
Your vile intent mull needs fcein horriljle. 

To add to PerfeHiorts fupcrflin?{S^ and fu/pidous^ 
lo gtld rdiued gold, to paint the lily. 

To thiosv a perfume on the vnilct, * 

To fmooih the ice, or add aiioclnr hue 
Unto the lainbow, or with taper li*;ht 
To feek the beauteous eye of hea\'en to garnifli| 

Is wadeful and ridiculous cxcef>. 


In this, the antique and \vcU -noted face 
Of plain old form is mqch disfigured : 

And, like a Ihiftcd wind unto a fail, 

It makes the courfe of thoughts to fetch about ^ 
Startles and frights confideraiion ; 

Makes found opinion fick, and ip.uh fufpeiYed, 
For putting on lb new a fafliic n’d robe. 

Murderer*! Look. 

This is the man ihould do the bloody deed ; 
The image of a wicked heinous fault 
Lives in his eye ; that clofc afpe£l of his 
Docs Ihcw the niootl of a much troubled bread. 
Struggling Canfcience, 

The colour of the king doth c(»mc and go 
Between his purpofe and his conf:iencc, 

Like heralds twixt tw*o dreadful battle* fet ; 
j His piiilion is fo ripe, it needs mud break. 
Neivs-tellers on the Death of Arthur^ 
Old’im ii and beldams, in the ftreets, 

JDo proplie^y upon it dangcr»ully : 

Young At thour’s death is common in their mouthy 
And, when they talk of him, they fluke their l^pads,' 
And whifper one another in the car; 

And he that fpcaks doth gripe the hearer's vvrid, 
Whilft lie that hears makes fcarfiil a^ion, 

W ith wrinkled brows, withnods, with rolling eyes. 
I faw a fmith (land with his hammer/ thus. 

The svhild his iron did on ^e anvil C'.wl, 

With open mouth, fwallowm^a taylur’s news ; 
Who, w'ith his (hears and mealure in his hand, 

Standing on flippers (fWReh-WTnTmfiffirjri.: 
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^falfely thru ft upon contrary feet), 
lof a many thuufand warlucc Frencli^ 
rc embattclL'd and rank'd in Kent : 
rhcrlean unvvalh'd artificer 
Is olF his^tale, and talks of Arthur's death. 

Kiftgs e<vU Purpofes too fer^viUty and kajlily 
• executed. 

It ij tlie curfc of kin^s, to be attended 
By flaves, that take their humours for a warrant 
To break into the bloody houfc of lifej 
» And, on the winking of authority, 

To underftand a law ; to know a meaning • 

Of dang’rous majefty, when, perchance, it frowns 
More upon humour than advis'd rcipe6^. 

A Villain' i Look^ and ^wicked Zeal, 

How oft the light of means to do ill deeds 
Makes deeds ill dune ! lladeft not thou been by, 
A fellow, by the hand of nature mark'd, 
^Quoted, and fign’d, to do a deed of Ih.imc, 

This muidcr liad not come into my mind : 

ITadft rhou but Ihonk thy head, or made a paufe, 
When J fpake darkly wliat I purpolcd ; 

Or team’d an eye of d<.ubr upon my face, 

Or bid me tell iny tale in cxpicfs words; 

Deep fhamc had llruck me dumb, made me break 
otf, [me. 

And thofc thy fears might have wTought fears in 

Hypocrtjy, 

• Tnift not thofc cunning waters of his eyes, 
For \illainy is nut without fuch rheum; 

And he, long traded in it, makes it feem 
Like ri\ ers of rcniorfe and innoctney. 

Defpair, 

Tf thou didft but confent 
To this moft cruel ait, do but dcfpair, 

And, if thou w'ant’ft a cord, the fmallcft thread 
Th It ever fpidcr twifted from her womb 
W ill Icrve to ftranglc thee ; a ru(h will be a beam 
To bang thee on : or, wouldft thou drown thyfeif. 
Put l)ut a little water in a r;)oon, 

And it (hall be as all the ocean, 

Lnough to ftille fuch a villain up. 

A Man's Tears, 

Let me wipe off this honouiahic dew. 

That filvcrly doth progrefs on thy checks; 

My heart hath melted at a lady’i tears. 

Being an ordinary inundation ; 

But tliis-cffufion of fuch manly drops, 

This Ihow’r, blown up by tempeft of the fcnil, 
Statrles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz’d, 
Tliaii had I feen the vaulty top of heaven 
Figur'd quite o er with burning meteors. 

Life up tiiy brow, renowned Salitbury, 

And with a great heart heave away this ftorm : 
Corffmend tlielfe waters to thofe baby-cyes 
That never faw the giant-world enr^'d j 
Nor met with fortune other than at feafts. 

Full warm of blood, of Eiirth, of goffiping. 

» \ "^Drums, 

, .. Strike up the drums, and let the tongue of war 
Plead tor our int'ielt. - - • ' - 

i- - _ - - - Do but ftavt 

cf thy drgm, 


And even at hand a drum is rcaily brac'd, 

That lhall reverberate all as loud’as thine; 

Sound but another, and another fliall'. 

As l<iud as thine, rattle the welkin’s car. 

And mock the deep-moutli’d thunder. 

The Approach, of Death, 

It is too late, the life of all hi'> blood 
Is touch'd corruptibly ; and his puie brain 
(Which Ibme fuppolc tlie foul's frail dwelling-* 
houle) 

Doth, by the idle comments that it makes, 
Foretel the ending of mortality. 

Madnefs^ occafoned, ly Poifon, 

Ay, marry, now my foul hath elbow-room, 

It would not out at windows, nor at doors. 
There is lb hot a fumnier in my bufom, 

That all my bowels crumble up to duft : 

I am a fcribblcd fomi, drawn with a pen 
Upon a parchment; and againft this fire 
Do I Ihiink up. 

Poilbn’d— ill fue — dead, forfook, caft off: 

And none of you will bid the winter come 
To thruft his icy fingers in iny maw ; 

Nor let my .kingdom’s rivers take their courle 
Thro' my burnt bofom ; nor entreat the north 
To make his bleak winds kifs my parched lips, 
And comfort me w'ith cold. 

England invincible^ if unanimous, 
England never did (nor never lhall) 

Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror. 

But when it firft did help to wound itfelf. 

Now thcle her priaces arc come liome again. 
Come the thice cf>iiicrs of the world in arms, 
And we lhall Ihock them Nought fliall iiidkeusr 
If England to itfelf 'do rcfl but true. 


§ 47 * 


JULIUS CiESAR. Shakspeare, 
Patriotifm. 

\J^JI AT is it that you would impart to me ? 

If It be aught tow'ard the general good, 
Set honour in one eye, and death I' the other. 
And I will look on both indillerently : 

For, let the Gods lb fpecd me, as I love 
The name of honour more than I fear death. 
Cajjius^ in contempt of Cafar, 

I was iJorn free as Cailkr ; lo were you ; 
VVeboth have fed as ivell; ami we can both 
Endure the winter's cold as well as he. 

For once, upon a raw and gufty day, 

The troubled 'fyber chafing with Ids fliores, 
Ca;j’ar fays to me, “ Dar’ll thou, Caifius, now 
Leap in with me into this angry flood, 

And fvvim to yonder point ?” — Ujwn the word. 
Accoutred as 1 vv'as, 1 plunged in, 

And bade him follow : fa, indeed, he did. 

The torrent roar’d, and wc did biiffet it 
With lufty linews; throwing it afide. 

And ftemming it with hearts of controverfy. 
But ere wc could arnve the point proposM, 
CxTar cried, Help me, Cafltus, or 1 fink.” 

I, as Ai^neas, our great anceftor. 

Did from the flames cf Troy u^cn his 
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Tho cKl Anclilfcs bear, fb from the waves ofTyber 
Did I the eired Cajfiir : and this man 
Is now become a god ; and CafHus is 
A wretched creature, and muft bend his body, 

IF Cidar carclcfsly but nod on him. 
lie had a fever wlteii Mr was in Spain ; 

And, when the fit was on him, 1 did mark 
How he did lhakc : ’tis t.-uc, this god did lhakc; 
Ifis coward lips did from their colour fly i 
And that fame rye, whofe bend doth awe the world, 
Did lol'e his lalWe : I did hear him groan : 

Aye, and that ro.igne of liis, that bade the Romans 
Mark him, ami write his fpecches in their books, 
AJns! it cried— “ Give me fomc drink, Titi- 
nius”— 

As a fick girl. Yc Gods, it doth amaze me, 

A man of Inch a feeble temper Ihon'.d 
get the (Vart of this majellic world, 

An'l bear the palm alone, SJ^hout^ fiourtjb, 

Br:t. Another general fliout ! 

I do brlicve t-'.ar thefe applaufcs arc 

For fi^mc new honours' that arc heap'd on C.«far. 

Crt/. Why, man, he doth beftride the narrow 
J.iko a CololVus ; and we petty men [world 
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about 
To find ourfclves difiionourablc graves. 

Men at fome time are maficis ol tlicir hues: 

Tile fault, dear Brutus, is net in ourfiars, 

Jhu in ourfilves, tliat \vc arc underlings. 

Brutus, and CVelar ; what fhould be in that Ca'far ? 
Why Ihould that name be founded more than 
yours ’ 

Write them together, yours is as fair a name; 
Sound ihetn, it doth become the mouth as well ; 
Weigh tlxm, it is as Heavy ; conjure with cm, 
Brums will ftart a fpirit as foon a-. CAtfir. 

Now, in the names of all the gods at once, 

I’pon what meat doth this our Caefar feed, 

That be is grown fo great ? Age, thou art Iham'd ; 
Rome, thou haft loll the breed of noble bloods ! 
When went there bv an age, fince the great flood, 
But it was fam’d with more than with one man ? 
W'hen could they fav till now, that talk’d ofRome, 
That her wide walks eneompafs’d but one man ? 

Cafars Tyijlike of Caffius. 

Would he were fatter ’ — but 1 fear him not : 
Yet if my name were liable to fear, 

I do not know the man I Ihould avoid, 
bo foon as that fparc CaUius. lie reads much; 
He is a great obferver, and he looks 
Quite thro* the deeds of men : he loves no plays, 
As thou doll, Antony ; he hears no mufic : 
Seldom he fmiles; and finilcs in fuch a fort. 

As if he nock’d himfelf, and fcorn*d his fpirit 
Thai could be mov’d to fmile at any thing. 

Such men as he be never at heart’s cafe, 

Whiles they behold a greater than thcmfclvcs ; 
And therefore are they very dangerous. 

1 rethcr tell thee what is to be fear’d, 

Than what 1 fear ; for always 1 am C^sfar* 

Spirit of Liberty,. 

t know where 1 will wear this dagger then ; 
Calfitts from W*ndige will defner Caffius: 

Gods.vi^u muk; ilicwcakmoft ftrongj 
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Therein, yc Gods, you tyrants do defeat : f 
Norftony tower, nor walls of beaten brafs,^^-*^ - 
Nor airlefs dungeon, nor llrong links 
Can be retentive to the (Ifcngth of fpirit ; p 
But life, being weary of thefe w'orlifly bars, * 
Never lacks power to difmifs itfclf. 

If I know this, know all the ivorld befidcs, 

That part of tyranny, that I do bear, ^ 

1 can fhakc oiTat pleafure. 

Ambition^ covered njuitb fpecious Humility, 

But 'tis a common pror>f, • 

That lowlincfs is young ambition's ladder, 
Whcicto the climber upward turns his face : 

But when he once attains the upmoft round, 

He then unto the ladder turns his back, 

Looks in the clouds, fcorning ihc bafe degrees 
By which he did afeend. 

Confpiracy dreadful till executed, 

. Between the a<^ing of a dreadful thing, 

And the firft motion, all the interim is 
Like a pliantairna, or hideous dream : 

The genius, and the mortal inflrumcnts 
Arc men in council ; and the flare of man, 

Ljke to a little kingdom, futlcrs then 
'Flic nature of an iiilurrcftion. 

Confpiracy, 

O, confpiracy ! ^ 

Sham’d thou to fliew thy dangerous brow by night. 
When evils are mutt free ? O, then, by day 
Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough 
To iiiafk thy monftrous vifage ? Seek none, con- 
Hidc it in fmiles and aftabiliiy. [fpiracy ; 

For if thou path, thy native f’cmblance on, 

Not Krebus itfelf w’cre dim enough 
To hide thee from prevention. 

Agaittfl Cruelty, 

Gentle friends, 

Let’s kill him boldly, but not wratlifully; 

Let’s carve him as a difh fit for the Gods, 

Not hew him as a carcafe fit for hounds ; 

And let our hearts, as fubtlc matters do. 

Stir up their fervants to an adl of rage. 

And after feem to chide them. 

Sleep, 

Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of fiumber : 

Thou haft no figures, nor no fantafies, 

Which bufy care draws in the brains of mejni 
Therefore thou ttcep’ll fo found. 

Portia J Speech to Brutus, 

’Hi'ou have ungently, Brutus, 

Stole from my bed ; and ytfternight, at fupper. 
You fuddcnly arofc and walk'd about, 

Mufing, and fighing, with your arms acrofs : 

And, when I alk’d you what the matter was. 

You (lar’d upon me with ungentle looks : ^ 

I urg’d you further; then you fcratcli'd your head, 
And too impatiently (lamp’d with your foot : 

Yet I infitted, yet you anfwcr’d not ; 

But, with an angry wafture of your hand, 

Gave fign for me to leave you ; fo I aid j 
Fearing to ftrengthen that4iiipaticncc, ' • 
Which feem’d too much inkindlcd j and, withal, 
Hoping it was but aiuffc^ , 

Which foQicrimcs hath his hour with cv’ry man. 

It 
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not let you cat, nor talk, nor deep ; 
it Work lb much upon jour lliaj'^, 

I much prevail’d on your condition, 

1 ijibuld nct^know you, Brutus. Dear my lord. 
Make me acquainted with your caulc of giief. 
CalpburHta to Ca/ar, 9n the Prodigies feen the 
Night before his Death, 

CalT I never Hood on ceremonies, 

’ Yet now they fright me. There is one within, 
^Befides the things that we have heard and lien, 
Recounts moft horrid fights I'een hy the watclv 
A liontl’s huh whelped in the ftreeis ; 

And graies have yawn’d, and yielded uptheirdead: 
Fierce liciy w'arriors figlit upon the clouds. 

In ranks, and fquadions, and right form of war. 
Which drizzled blood upon the capitul : 

The noilc of battle hurtled in the airj 
Horles did neigh, and dying men did groan ; 
iVul ghofts did liiriek,aiid Iqucal about the ftrccts. 

0 Cailar ! thcle things are beyond all ule, 

And 1 do fear them. 

Cajar. What can be avoided, 

Whole end is purpos’d by the mighty Gods ? 

Yet C.'plar fliull g«) forth : for thcle predidlions 
Are to the world in genet al, as to Cjeiar. 

Cal, When beggars die, tlierc arc no comets feen; 
The heaven^ tiicmlelves blaze forth the death of 
princes. 

• Againfl the Fears of Death. 

Cowards die many times before liieir deaths ; 
The vuli.int never tallc of death but once. 

Of all file wonders that 1 yet have heard. 

It IcerEs to me moft ft range, that men lltoiild fear j 
f'ccMTig that death, a neceft'ary end, 

W'ill come, when it will come. 

Daltgtr, 

Tlangcr knows full well, 

Tliat Caefar is more dangcious than he*. 

Wc arc two lions litter’d in one day, 

And 1 the elder and more terrible. 

Enzy, 

My heart laments, that virtue cannot live 
Out of the teeth of emulation. 

Antoty to the Corpfe of Cafar. 

O mighty Cjel'ar ! doll thou lie fo low > 

» Are all thy coiiquefts, glories, triumphs, fpoils, 

^ blirunk to this hetfe mcalurc r fare thee well. 

• 

Hit Aildrefs to the Confpirators, 

T know not, genrlenicn, what you intend, 
Who elfe mull be let blood, who clle is rank ; 

If \ myfelf, thera is no hour fo fit 
As Cailiir’s death's hour; nor no inftrument 
Of half that worth, as tholb yourfwords, made rich 
WitH the moft noble bkx>d of all this world. 

1 do bcfcech ye, if you bear me hard, 
Kowywhilftyourpurpledhandsdoreckandfmoke, 
Fulfil your plca^re. Lisfe a thovtfand years, 

I lliall noc^nd myfe^ Co apt to die : 

* No pl%ee ^vill pleafe me lb, no mean of death, 

* As here by Cecfaiyand by you cut otf. 

The choice and mtiftcrfpints of this age. 

Revftife, 

Caifar’i fpirit, n aging for r. venje. 


With Ate by his fide, come hot from licll. 

Shall in thcle confints, with a m<niai‘ch’s \oicc^ 
Cry, “ Havee !'* anil let ftip thc'di'ga of war. 
A*itonys Funeral C ration. 

Friends, Romans, Countrymen, lend me your 
eats; 

1 am come to bury Ca?fhr, not to prailb him« 

The L\il, that men do, lives afur them ; 

'The good u ofi interred with their bones ; 

So let it he w ith Cellar I The noble Brutua 
Hath told you Ca;far was ambitious : 

Jf It were in, it was a giievous fault ; 

And grit\uufty h.ith C.vlar anrwci 'd it. 

Here, under le»'.\e of Brutus and ilit* rcll^ 

(For Bruius is an lir.iiouiable man; 

So arc they all, all hoiiouiable men) 

Come 1 to Ipe.ik in C.%riar's funeral. 

He was my friend, f.iiiliful and juft to me s 
But Biutus fav'', he was ambitious ; 

And Brutus is an hotjourabie man. 

He hath brought ma’iy captives home to Romc^ 
Whofe ranfoMisdid tine general cofii'is fill: 

Did this in iWm ambitious ? 

When tiiai the piKjr have cried, C,^"rar hath wept; 
Ambition Ihould h^ made of fterner Iluft’: 

Yet Brutus fays, he was ambitious; 

And Brutus is an honou table man. 

You all did fee, that, on the Cupercal, 

I thrice i)re(entcd him a kingly crown, 

W'liicli lie did tJu'icc leftifc. Was this ambitkmf 
\ ct BuitU!» fiys, he was ambitious ; 

And, furc, lie is an honour.ililc iirui. 

1 Ipcak not to dilprovc wliat Brutus Ijv^kc,. 

But here 1 am to fj cak what 1 do know'. 

^'oit all did love liim once, nor wkhi ur caulc; 
What caulc witii-holds you then to mourn for 
him } 

P judgment, thou art lied to hrutifli beads, 

And iiitii have loft their rcalon ' — Be ir with me ; 
iVly heart in tlit colfin there with C^l’ar, 

And I mull paufe till it come back to me. 


But yefterday word of C.vfar might 
Have flood againft the world : now lies lie thcre^ 
And none fo poor to do him reverence, 

0 iiullcr^ ' if I were dil^.o^\l to ftir 
Your hearts and minds to iijuimy and rage, 

1 llrould do Brutus wrong, and Callius wrong. 
Who, you all know, are honourable men : 

1 will not do theia wrong ; 1 rather chute 
To wn)ng rhe dead, to wnmg myfelf, and you,. 
Than I will w rong fuch honourable men. 

But here’s a parchment with the I'eal of Cxlar; 

I found it in his clofct, ’ris hi.i will ; 

Let but the commons hear this tcllumcnt 
(Which, pardon me, J do not mean to rc.id), 
And they would go and kifs dead Ctsfar’s w'ouiida^ 
And dip their napkins in his lacred blood ; 

Y’ca, beg a hair of him, for memory, 

And, dying, mention it within their wills. 
Bequeathing it, as a rich legacy, , 

Unto their ilTae. 

4 Pleb. We"ll hear the will : read ir, Mark 
Antony. 

AU, The Will, the will; vre will hcarCa-fur’s vu llll 

AuK 
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ifo/. Have patience, gentle friends, I mu ft not 
read it ; 

It is not meet you know how Cxfar lov’d you. 
You are not wood, you are not ftones, but men ; 
And, being men, hearing the will of Caefar, 

It will inflame you, it will make you mad. 

’Tia good you know not that you are his heirs ; 
For if you Ihould — O, what would come of it! 

4 Pleb, Read the will ; wc will hear it, Antony j 
You (hall read us the will j Catlar’s will. 

AhL Will you be patient ? will you ftay awhile ? 
I have o’erfliot myftlf, to tell you of it. 

I fear, 1 wrong the honourable men 
Whole daggers have ftabb’d Cafar — I do fear it, 

4 Pleb. They were traitors : — honourable men ! 
AIL The will * the teft ament ! 

Ant. Y o\i will compel me then to read the will ? 
Then make a ring about the corpfc of Cjclar, 
And let me (hew you him that made the will. 
Sliall I defeend ? and will you give me leave } 
All. Come down, 
a Pleb. Defccnd. 

\_He comes Ao<wn from the pulpit 
Ant. If you have tears, prepare to (lied them 
now. 

You all do know this mantle : I remember 
The firft time icver Caefar put it on ; 

’Twas on a fummer’s evening, in his tent. 

That day he overcame the Nervii : — 

I-ook I in this place ran CfaHius’ dagger through : — 
See what a rent the envious Cai'ea made 
Through this, the wcll-bcloved Brutus ftabb’d ; 
And, as he pluck’d his curfed ftcel away, 

Mark how the blood of Cafar follow’d it j 
As ru(hing out of doors, to be rclbiv’d 
If Brutus (b unkindly knock’d, or no ; 

For Brutus, as you know, was Cajfar’s angel : 
Judge, O you Gods, how dearly Caifar lov’d him V 
This was the moft unkindeft cut of all : 
For,\whcn the noble Caefar faw him ftab. 
Ingratitude, more ftrong than traitors arms. 
Quite vanquiih'd him : thenburft his mighty heart \ 
And, in his mantle mufhing up his face. 

Even at the bafe of Pompey’s ftatuc. 

Which all the while ran blood, great Cxfar fell. 
O, what a fall was there, niy countrymen ! 

Then 1, and you, and all of us fell down, 

Whilft bloody treafon llcurilh’d over us. 

O, now you weep; and, I perceive, yon foci 
The dint of pity ; thefe are gracious drops. 

Kind fouls ! what, weep you when you but behold 
Our Csefar's vcfture wounded ? look you here I 
Here.is himfclf, mafr’d, as you fee, with traitors. 
I Pleb. O piteous fpedlacle ! 

^ Pleb; Wc will be reveng'd ; revenge; 
About — feek— burn— fire — kill — (lay 1 let not a 
traitor live. 

Ant. Good friends, fwcet friends, let me not 
(Br you up 

To fuch a (udden ((ood of mutiny. 

They that have done this deed are honourable; 
^Vhat private griefs they have, alas ! 1 know not. 
That made them do it ; they are wife, ^nd ho- 
nourable, 

will, no doubt> with fcafons anfwer you. 


extracSts, JioaKTJii 

I come not, friends, to fteal away your heail^y : 

I am no draior, as llrutus is : ^ 

But, as you know me all, a plain bluncman^^ 
That love my friend ; and that they know full well 
That give me public leave to fpcak of him. 

For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth, 
Action, or utterance, nor the power of fpecch. 

To ftir men's blood ; 1 only fpcak right oh ; 

1 tell you that which you youifdves do know ; 
Shew you fwcet Ca.‘far s wounds, poor, poor dumb , 
mouths ! 

And bid them fpeak for me : But were I Brutus, 
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would ruffle up your fpirits, and put a tongue 
In cv’ry wound of Caifar, that fliould move 
I'he ftones of Rome to rife and mutiny. 

Ceremony infmeere. 

Ever note, Lucilius, 

When love begins to fickcn and decay. 

It ulcth an cnfc>rced ceremony. 

There arc no tricks in plain and fimple faith* 

But hollow men, like horfes hot at hand, 

Make gallant (liow and promife of their mettle ; 
But when they (hould endure the bloody I pur. 
They fall their crefts, and, like deceitful jades. 
Sink in the trial. 

Brutus and Cajfus. 

Caf. That you have wrong’d me, doth appear 
in this ; 

You have condemn’d and noted Lucius Pella, 
For taking bribes here of the Sardians; 

Wherein my letters praying on his fide, 

Bccaufc I knew the man, were (lighted of. 

Bru. You wrong’d yourfclf, to write in fucl^ 
a cafe. 

Caf. In fuch a time as this, it is not meet 
That every nice olfence lliould bear his comment. 

Bru, Let me tell you, Caliius, you yourfclf 
Arc much condemn’d to ha\ e an itching palm ; 
To fell and mart your office^ for gold 
To undcfcrvcrs. 

Caf. I an itching palm ? 

You know that you are Briuus that fpeak this. 
Or, by the Gods, this fpecch were elfe your laft. 
Bru. The name of Callius honours this cor- 
ruption, 

And chaftifement doth therefore hide his head. 
Caf. Chaftifement' 

Bru. Remember March, the ides of March 
remember ! 

Did not great Juliu^ bleed for jufticc* fake ? 
What villain touch’d his body, that did ftab, 

And not for jufticc ? What ! (liall one of us. 

That (truck the foremoft man of all this world. 
But for fupporting robbers ; (hall we now . 
Contaminate our fingers with bafe bribes ? 

And fell the mighty fpace of our large honour^ 
For fo much tralh, as may be grafped thus ? 

I had rather be a dog, and bay the n^oon. 

Than fuch a Roman ! ’ 

Caf Brutus, bait not m€L„ .. ^ 

I’ll not endure it : you fbrgef ^ourfelf, 

To hedge me in ; 1 am a foldier, I, , . 

Older in pra£ticc, abler than yourfclf '' 

To make conditions. 
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Go to ; you are not, Caifius. 
p I am. 

you arc not. 

(fdf, Ui*g'- me no more, I (hall forget myfclf; 
HAve mind your health — tempt me no idrther. 

Bru. Away, (light man ! 

Caf. Ts 't poihbie ? 

Bru^ Hear me, for I will fjicak. 

Muft I give v/ay and room to your rafii cholcr? 
Shall I he fi’ighrcd, when a p.iadman (lares ? 

» Caf. O yc (toJs ' yt Gods ! muft 1 endure all 
this? [heartbreak; 

Bru. All this! av,more: fret, till your proud 
Go, (hew }our (laves liow choleric arc, 

And make vour bondmen tremhlc. Kluft J budge r 
Muft 1 obllrvt you ? muft [ ftand and crouch 
Under your tefty humour ? By the Gods, 

You (lirtll digeft the ^cllom of your Iplt-cn, 

I'ho* it do Iplit you ; for, fioni tijis day forth, 
I’ll ufe you for my mirth, yea, for my la'bghtcr, 
When you arc wafpilh. 

Caf. Is it come to this? 

Bru. You fay you are a better foldier : 

Let it appear fo ; make your \aunting true, ' 
And it (hall pkafe me well : for mine own part, 

I (hall l^e glad to karn of noble men. 

Caf, Yoiyvi ong me ev'ry way — you wrongrae, i 
I Paid an cklcr (bidier, not a b..tter. [Brutus; 
Did I fay better ^ — 

• Bru. If you did, 1 care not. [mov’d me. 
Caf When C^far liv’d, he dm ft nor thus ha\e 
Bru, Peace, peace; you durft not (o have tempted 
Caf I duift not ? [him. i 

Bru. No. 

Caf. What ! durft not tempt him ? 

Bru, For your life you durft not. 

Caf Do not prcfmne too much upon my love; , 
1 may do tt at 1 lhail be forry for. 

Bru, You hav e done that you ftiould be forryfor. 
There is no turroi , Caflius, in your tlueats ; , 

For 1 am anuM fo Itrting in honefty, 

I’hat thev pafs by me as the idle wind 
\Vhic!i 1 rL<'pc6t not. J did feud to you 
F'or ce“t<iin iuiiis of gold, which you denied me ; 
For I can rroi'e no money by vile means ; \ 

By Heaven, I bad rather coin my heart, j 

And drop my bkiod for drachmas, than to wring 
the hard hands of pcafants their vile trafti, 
^ any indirection. I did fend 
To yt>u for gold to pay my legions, 

W'hich you denied me : was that done like Caftius ? 
Should 1 have aniwer’d Gains Cailius fo ? 

Wlicn Marcus Brutus grows fo covetous, 

To lock fuch rafeal counters from his fricnejs, 

Be ready, Go<ls, with all your thunderbolts 
■'‘Dallishim to pieces ! 

Caf. 1 denied you notk 
Bru. You did. 

Laf, I did he wj&s hut a fool 

That brouj^ht my (;|^rwCr back.— Brutus hath 

• A friend (houl^ bcft»his friend’s inftrmities, 

But Brutus makcs*minc greater than they arc. 

do not, till you pra^tfe them on me. 


n 

Caf Come, Antony, and youngO^avius, conic* 
“Revenge yiiurfelvcs alone on Caliiub, 

For Caftius is a-wearv of the woikl : 

Hared by one he love’s ; brav'd by liis Irorbcr; 
Check’d like a bondman ; ill his faults o'L.#i:rv*d, 
Set in a note-l)ook, karnij, and conn'd by roic, 
I'o calf into my teeth. O, J could weep 
My Ipirit from mine eyes I — There is my dagger, 

I And here my inked bieaft; — within, a Iieirr 
I Dtarer tlirm Plutus^ mine, richer than guld : 

Jf that thou I.e’ft a Roman, take it f irtli ; 

1, that denied thee gold, will give my heart : . 

Stnke, as thou didft at Caifar : tor, L know, 
When thou didft hate him word, thou lov’d ft him 
Than ever thou lov’d ft Calfius, [better 

Bru, Siicuth your d.iggcr; 

Be angry when you will, it Ikal! liave fto|x;; 

Do wli.it you will, dilhonour Ihajl he huaicur. 

0 Caifius, you arc yoked with a lamb, 

That cairiis anger as the dint bears lire ; 

Who. much enforced, liiews a liafty Ijjdik, 

/\i.d <-r.‘ight is cold again. 

Caf. li.uh Caftius liv'd 
To he but mirtli and laughter to his Brutuis, 
VV^hen grief, and blood ill-tcmper'd, vexeth him ? 
Bru. W'hcn Ifpokethat,! was ilktem^^T'd too. 
Caf. Do you fonfefs fo much? Gi\c me your 
hand. 

Bru. And my heart too. . [^Embracittgm 

Caf. (' Brutus * 

Bru. \vlial’s the matter * 

Caf Have you not love enough to bear with me, 
W'hcn tliat ivifti humour, which my mothergave mcp 
Makes me foigctful ? 

Bru. Yes, Caftius; and from henceforrh, 
Wlieii you are over-earneft with your Brutus, 
He’ll think your mother chides, and leave you in., 

Bru. O, Caftius. I am lick of many griefs. 
Cif, Of your philofophy you make no ufe, 

If you give place to accidental evils. 

Bru. No man bears forrow better*— Portia u 
Caf. Ha » Portia > [dead. 

Bru. She is dead. 

Caf, How ’fcap’d I killing, when T crofs’d you 
O, iiilupportable and touching lofs I— [fo ? 
Upon what ficknel's • 

Bru, Impatient of my abfcncc ; 

And grief, that young Odavius with Mark Antony 
Have made themfeives lb ftrong— for with h'^r 
death 

That tidings came— wiih this (he fell dlftrai*^. 
And, her attendants ablent, ('wallow'd (Ire. 

Crf. And died fo .* 

Bru. Even fo, 

Caf O ye immortal Gmls ! 

Eater Bey with Wine and Tapers. 

Bru. Speak no more of iicr.— Give me a bowl 
of wine : 

In this I bury all tinkindnefs, Cailius. \ Drinks. 

Caf, My heart is thi rfty for that ncllc plc'.k^c : — 
Fill, Lucius, till the wine o’er-fwcll tJ»c cup; 

1 canr.ot drink too much of Brums* love. 

■ O;por^ 
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OpporUtntty to be fmed on all Affairs. 
There h a tide in the ari'airs of men, 

Which, taken at the Hood, leads on to fortune ; 
Omitted, all the vnyage of their life 
Is bound in lhallovvs, and in mifurics. 

On (uch a full i«i aro-<ve now afloat ; 
i^nd we muft take the current ^Yhcn it ferves, 
Or lolc our ventures. 

The Partwg of Brutus and Caff us, 

Bru, No, Calfius, no; think not, thou noble 
Roman, 

That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome ; 

Ke bears too great a mind. But this iainc day 
^uil end that'work the ides of March began : 
And whether we lliall meet again, 1 know not. 
Therefore our cvcriafting farcwcl take 
For ever, and for ever, farcwel, Callius • 

If wc do meet again, why, we (hall fmilc; 

If not, why then this parting was well made. 

Caf. For ever, and for ever, ftirc\^'cl, Brutus I 
If wc do meet again, we’il fmilc indeed ; 

If not, *tis true, this parting was well made. 

Bru . W^hy then, lead on.— O, that a man might 
know 

The end of this dav*s bnfinefs cre if mme ! 

But it fnfficeth, that the day will end, 

And then the end is knovn. 

Melancbfi^y the Panni of Error. 

O, hateful crroi, mclaiu holy's child ! 

^Vhy doft thou fhew to the apt thoughts <»f men 
The things tliatare not - O error, lixm conceiv'd, 
Thou never coin'll unto a happy birth. 

But kill’ll ilie mother that engemler'd thee. 

Aft tony s CbaraEter of B t utus. 

This- was rlu; nohlcll Roma'i of them all: 

All the confpiraror!*, ld\c only he. 

Did, that they tlid, in tnv) of great C.«rar; 

ITc, only, in a general honeft thought. 

And common gtxid to all, made one of them. 
His life was gentle ; and the elements 
So mixt in him, that natuic might (land up. 

And fay to all the world, “ This wuh a man J” 

§ 28. KING LKAR. Shakspeare. 
A:z alienated Child, 

T ET it be fo— thy truth then be thy dower : 

For, by the (acred radiance of the fun j 
The myllorics of Hecate, and the night ; 

By all the operations of the orbs 
From whom wc do cxill, and ceafe to be j 
Here I dirdaim all my paternal cate. 

Propinquity and property of blood, 

And as a llranger 10 my heart and me 
Hold tliee, from this, for ever. The barb’rous 
Scythian, 

Or he thar makes his generation meflfes 
To gorge his appetite, (hall to my bofom 
Be as well neighbour’d, pitied, and reliev’d. 

As thou, iny ibmetime daughter. 

Bafiardj. 

Tlxu, nature, art my gpddefs 5 to thy law 
ftly forvices arc bound ^ wherefore Ihoutd X 
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Stand in the plague of cuftom ; and permit 
The curiofity ol nations to deprive me, 

For that I am fome twelve or fourteen in^^hinca 
Lag of a brother ? Wliy baflard ? WhcroorelJafe > * 
When my dimenflons arc as well c«inpa£l, • 

My mind as gen’rous, and my lhape as true, 

As honed madam's iltue } Why brand they ua 
With bale? with bafenefs ? badardy? bafe^ bafe? 
Who, in the Judy Health of nature, take 
More compolition and flercc quality, 

Than doth with in a dull, dale, tired, bed, , 
Go to creating of a whole tribe of fops. 

Got ’tween afleep and wake ? 

A Father curjing his Child. ^ 

Hear, Nature, hear ; 

Dear gotldefs, hear f Sufoend thy purpofe, if 
Thmi dicld intend to make tliis crcatuie fruitful ! 
Into her womb convey llerility ! 

Dry up in her the tivgans of incrcafe ; 

Anil from her derogate body never fpring 
A babe to honour her ! If Ihe mull teem. 

Create her child <>f fplecn ; that it may live. 

And be a thwart difnatur’d torment to her 1 
Let it damp wrinkles in her brow of youth ; 

With cadent tears fret channels in her cheeks j 
Turn all her mother’s pains, and benefits, 

To hughteT and contempt; that llR; may feel 
How fliarpcr than a ferpeut's tooth it is 
To have a th inklels child ! 

Ingratitude in a CkiU, 

Ingratitude ! thou iparblc-hearted fiend, 

Mure liideous, when thou Ihcw’d thee ii* a child, 
Thau the lea-monlter * 

Flattering Sycophants. 

That fucli a 11 r.e as this llioukl wear a fword, 
Who wears no lionelty ! fucli liniling rogues a;> 
thelc, 

Like rats, oft hire the holy cords in twain 
W'hich arc too mtrizjcc t’ unloofe : Ibothc cv’ry 
palfion, 

That in the nature of'thtir lords rebels : 

Bring oil to lire, lii«vv to their colder mopds : 
Renege, affirm, ind turn their halcyon beaks 
With cv'jy gale ami vary of their maders; 

As knowing nought, like dogs, but following. 

PlasNy blunt Men. 

——This, is liiine fellow, ^ 

Who, having hern prais’d for bluntnels,doth aflfcft 
A fancy i-oughned ; and condrains the garb, 

Quite trom his nature : He cannot flatter, he !— 
All honed mind and plain — hemuft fpeak truth, 

An thev will take it lb; if not, hc‘s pluin. 

Thcfe kind of knaves 1 know,- which in thit 
plainncfs » . 

Harbour more craft, and more corrupter eii)9| 
Than twenty (illy ducking obfonants, 

That dretch their duties nicely. 

Defeription of Bedlam Beggsre^ ^ ' 
While foape, 

I will preferve myfelf ; andf^m bethought ^ 

To take Che bafelt and mod poored 

3 - — Tinw-- 
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'"fViat ever pcnuryi m cbntempt of man, 

Bimught near to bead ; my fecc IMl grime with filthy 
Blanket my loins ; elf all my hair in knots | 

And wilh prcfciitcd nakednefs out-faee 
The winds, and perfccutlons of the iky. 

The countr y gives me pi oof and precedent 
Of Bedlam beggars, who, with niaring voices. 
Strike in their numb’d and mortified bare arms 
Pins*woodeii pricks, nails, Iprigs of rofemary; 
And with tlus horrible objeft, from low farms, 
Poor pelting villages, iheep-cotes, and mills, 
Sometime with lunatic bans, fometime with pray 'rs, 
Inforcc their charity. 

*Ibe Faults of Infirmity f*auionahle. 

Fiery ' the fiery duke ? tell the hot duke, that— 
No, but not yet : — may be, he is not well : 
Infirmity doth ftill ncglcil all oAicc, 

Whereto our health is bound ; w'c arc not ourfclvcs 
When nature, being oppeeft, commands the mind 
To fuflPer with the body: I’ll foibcar; 

And am fall’n out with my more headier will, ! 
'I'o take the indilpos'd and fickly fit 
For the found man. 

Unkintimfs, ^ 

Thy fiftcr’s naught: O Regan, (he hath tied 
Sharp-tooth’d unkindnefs like a vulture, here. 

• [Points to his heart. 

Offences miji'iken. 

• All's not offence, that indifcrction finds, 

And dotage terms, lb. 

Pajfion. 

I pr ythcc, daughter, do not make me mad j 
I will not trouble thee, my child ; farcwel: 

V^^cMl no more meet, no more fee one another. 
But yet thou art my flefli, my blood, my daughter ; 
Or, rather, a difeaie that’s in iny Heft, 

W’hich I muft needs call min« ; thou art a bile, 

A plague-fore, an imbolTed carbuncle, 

In my corrupted blood ; but I’ll not chide thee ; 
Let diarnc come when it will, I do not call itj 
I do not bid the thunder-bearer Ihoot, 

Nor tell talcs of thee to high-judging Jove. 

Neceffarics of Life few. 

O, rcafon not tlie need ; our bafeft beggars 
Are in the pooreft things fuperfluous : 

Allow not nature more than nature needs, 

. J^n’s life is cheap as bead’s. 

Leal on the Ingratitude of bh Daughters, 

You fee me here, you gods, a poor old man, 
As ftill of grief as age ; wretched in both ! 

If it be you that ftir thefe daughters’ hearts 
Againd their father, fool me not fo much 
To bear it tamoly; touch me with noble anger! 

0 letjiot women's weapons, water-drops," 

?Stain my man’s cheeks I No, you unnat’ral hags, 

1 will have fuch revenges on you both, 

That all tbi^ world ihall— I will do fuch 
things_-t|^ , 

What they arej ye^I know not; but they fhallbe 
The lyrrors of the ea^. You think I’ll weep; 
No, ril not weeping 

I have full caufe weeping; but this heart 
Shall into a hundred thoufand flaws, 
"id^e'er J ^cep. O fool, 1 fhall go mad. 


Wilful Men, 

O, Sir, to wilful men, 

The injuries that they thcrufclvcs procure 
Mud be their fchoolinaders. 

“ Defer} pthn of Leaps Difirefs amidfi the Stotm^ 
Kent, Where’s the king ? 

Geait, Contending with the fretful element; 
Bids the wind blow the earth into the fia, 

Or fvvcil the curled waters *bovc the main, 

That things might change, or ccafe: tears his 
white hair, 

Which the impetuous blads, With cyelcfs rage, 
Catch in tlieir fury, and make nothing of: 

Strives in his little world of man to outfeorn 
The to-and-fro confliftiiig wind and rain. 

This night, wherein the cuh-drawn bear would 
The lion, and the belly-pinched wolf [couch. 
Keep their fur dry, unbonneted he luns. 

And bids what will take all. 

Lears pajjionate Exelamations amidfl tie 
Ttmpeff 

Blow, wind! and crack your checks ! rage ! blow? 
You cataracts, and hurricanos, fpout 
Till you have drench'd our dceplcs, drown’d the 
cocks ! 

You fulphurous and thought-executing fires, 
Vaunt-couriers to oak-cleaving thunderbolts, 
Singe my white head ! And thou, all-lhaking 
thunder, 

Strike flat the thick rotundity o’ the world I 
Crack nature’s moulds, all germens fpill at once 
That make ingrateful man ' 

Rumble thy belly-full! fpit, fire I fpout, rain ! 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, arc my daughters: 
I tax not you, you elements, with unkindnefs, 
f never gave you kingdom, call’d you children. 
You owe the no fubfeription. Why then let fall 
Your horrible plcafure ; here I llano your Have, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and defpis’d old man.:— 
But yet I cal! you fervilc miniftcrs, 

Tliat have with two pernicious daughters join'd 
Your high-cngcnder’cl battles, ’gainfl a head 
So old and white as this. O ! O ! tis foul ! 


Kent, Alas, fir, are you hc-e } Things that love 
night, 

Love not fuch nights as thefe; the wrathful (kies 
Gallow the very wanderers of the dark, 

And make them keep their caves : fince 1 was a man, 
Such iheets of fire, fuch burlU of horrid thunder. 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 
Remember to have heard : man*s nature cannot 
carry 

The afl[lk^ion, nor the fear., 

Lear, Let tlic great gods. 

That keep this dreadful pother o*er out he^ds, 
Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou 
wretch, 

That haft within thee undivulged crimes, 
Unwhipp’d of juftice : hide thee, thou bloody hand; 
l^tpu perjur'd, and thou flmular man of virtue. 
That aft inceftuout : caitiff, U) pieces fiiake * * 

That under covert wd convenient feeming, * 
Haft practis'd on man's life! Cbfe pent-up gutits, 
Rive vour concealing continents, and ciy 

g Thefe 
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Thefe dreadful furomoncrs grace. I am a man 
More finn'd agatnft than finning. 

lOrnt* Alack, bare-headed ! 

Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel ; 

Some friendihip will it lend you *gainft the 
tempcil. 


Lear* Thou think’d *tis much, that this 
contentious dorm 

Invades us to the ikin : fo ’tis to thcc ; 

But wKcrc the greater malady is fix’d, 

The Icfler it fcarcu felu Thou’dd fliun a bear; 
But If thy flight lay toward the raging Tea, 
ThouMd meet the bear i' the mouth. When 
^ the mind’s free, 

The body's delicate; the temped in my mind 
t)oth from my fenfes take all feeling die 
Save what beats thcre.-^Filial ingratitude ! 

Is it not as this mouth lliould tear this hand 
For lifting food to’t \ — But i'll punilh home. 

No, I will weep no morc.-^^ln luch a night. 

To fhut me out !— pour on ; I will endure. 

In fuch a night as this ! — O Heigan, Goneril ! 
Youi; old kind father, whole frank heart gave 
all 

O, that way madnefs lies ; let me Ihun that ; 

No more of that— 

Kent* Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear, Pr’ythce, go in thylclf; feck thine own 
cafe; 

This temped will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more — but I’ll go in: 
In, boy ; go fird. You houfclefs poverty— 

Nay, get thcc in. I’ll pray, aiid then I'll fleep— 
Pour naked wretches, wherefoe’er you arc. 

That bide the pelting of this pitilefs d^rm, 

JHow fhall your houfclefs heads, and unfed Tides, 
Your loop’d and window’d raggedneis, defend you 
From fcafons fuch as thefe ? — O, I have ta’cn 
Too little Care of this ! Take phyfic, pomp; 
Expofe thyfclf to feel what wretches feel; 

That thou may’ft iliake the fuperdux to them, 
And (hew the heavens more jud. 

Enter Edgar ^ difguijcd like a Madman, 

Lear, Haft thou given all to thy two daughters ? 
And art thou cotnc to this ? 

* - - - Didd thou give them all ? 

No\V, all the plagues chat in the pendulous air 
Hang fated o’er men’s faults, lighten thy daughters! 
He hath no daughters, lii\ 

Lear, Death, traitor ! notiung could have fub- 
dued nature 

To fbch a lownefs, but his unkind daughters. 

Is it the faihion, that difearded fathers 
Sliould have thus little mercy on their flcih ? 
Judicious punifliment 1 ’twas this tieih begot 
Thofe pelican daughters. 

*tbeji/^ice ef Providence, 

That I am wretched, 

Mattes thee the happier:— heavens, deal fo ftilll 
J.et the fuperfluous and luft-dieted man. 

That flaves your ordinance^ that will nee fee 
Becaiife he dm not feel* feel ygur pow’r 
^ickly i 
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So didribution fhould undo cxccfs,' r * 

And each man have eiiough. 

Patience and Sorrow, 

Patience and forrow drove 
Which fliould exprefshergoodlied. YSuhavefreit 
^ Sunfliinc and rain at once : her I’miles and tears 
jj. Were like a better May : thofe happy fmiles. 
That play’d on her ripe lip, feem’d not to Jenow 
What gueds were in her eyes; which parted 
thence, 

. As pearls* from diamonds dropp’d.— In brief, 

* Sorrow would be a rarity mod bclov’d, if all 
.Q Could fo become it. 

Defeript/on of Lear d/JiraPied, 

Alack, ’tis .he ! why, he was met even now 
As mad as the vex'd fca ; finging aloud ; 

Crown’d with rank fumiter, and furrow weeds. 
With hurlocs, hemloe, nettles, cuckoo-fluwcrs, 
Darnel, and nil the idle weeds that grow 
In our fudaiiiing corn. 

Defeription ef Dover-Qiff'* 

Come on, fir; here’s the place dand dill < 
how fearful 

And dizzy *tis, to cad one's eyes fo low ? 

The crows, and choughs, that wingthe midway air, 
Shew fcarcc fo grofs as beetles : half-way down 
m Hangs one that gathers famphire ; dreadful trade f 
Methinks he feems no bigger than his head : 

The fiihcrmen, that walk upon the beach, 

• Appear like mice ; and yon tall anchoring bark, 
Diminilh’d to her cock ; her cock, a buoy 

— Alrnod too fmall for fight : the murmuring furge, 
That on th'unnumbcr’d idle pebbles chafes, 
Cannot be heard fo high : I’ll look no more, 

5» Led my brain turn, and the deficient fight 
)u Topple down headlong. 

Cloftcr's Fareivcl to the Woi’U, 

O you mighty gods ! 

This world I do renounce ; and, in your fights, 
Shake patiently my great afflidtion oif s 
If I could bear it longer, ami not fall 
j , To tjuarrel with your great oppofelefs wills. 

My IbufT, and loathed part of nature, ihould 
Burn itfelf out. If Edgar live, O blefs him f 

On the Abufe ef Power* '-'j: 

Thou rafeal beadle, hold thy blo^uly^hand J 
, Wliy dod thou lalh that whsic ? drip thine ow* 
^ back; ■ “ 

Thou hotly lud’d to nfc her m that kind 
For which thou w-hipp’d her. The ufurcr hangs 
, the cozener. 

Through tatter’d clothes fmall vim'^do appear:^ 
Robes and furr’d gowns hide all. Plate fin wiuk 
goH,. 

And the ftrong lance of judicc huA^rs breaks : 
Arm it in rags, a pigmy’s draw doth pierce it. 

I None does otiend, none, I fav, none; I*H able ’em ? 

Take that of me, my frieno, who have the poW’r 
^ To feal th* accufer’s lips. <3I^J*thee glafs eyes 5 
r’r And, like a feurvy politician, feem 

Tu foe the things thou dod not# 1 - . . - 

Ordtlfa 
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Cordelia on the Ingratitude, of her Sifters, 

O, my dear father ! Reftoration, hang 
Thy m^icine on my lips \ and let this kifs 
Repair uiofe violent harms, that my two lifters 
Save in thy reverence made I 
Had you not jbeen their father, thefe white Hakes 
Had challeng’d pi^ of them. Was this a face 
To exposed againft the warring winds ? 

To ftaiid againft the deep, dread**bolted thunder? 
In the moft terrible and nimble ftrokc 
- Of quick crofs lightning ? to watch (poor perdu ! ) 
VVithi'n this thin helm ? Mine enemy’s dog,. 
Though he had bit me, lliould have Hood that night 
Againft my fire j and waft thpii fun, poor father, 
To hovel thee with fwinc, and rogues forlorn. 

In Ihort and mufty ftraw ? Alack, alack 1 
*Tis wonder that thy life and wits at onic 
Had not concluded ail. 

Scene between Lear and Cordelia, 

Cord, How docs my royal lord ? how fares your 
Majefty ? 

Lear, You do me wrong to take me out o* the 
grave. 

Thou art a ioul in blifs $ but I am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do fcald like molten lead. 

Cord, Sir, do you know me ? 

Lear, You arc a fpirit, I know; where did you 

• die ? 

Cord, Still, ftill far wide ! 

Fbyf, He ’sfcarcc awake; lethim alone awhile, 
Lear, Where have I been? where am 1 ?— 
Fair day«light ! 

I am mightily abus'd.— 1 Ihould even die with pity 
To fee another thus.— I >vill not fwear 
Tiiefe arc my hands. 

Cord, O look upon me, Sir, 

And hold your hands in benediction o'er me : 

No, Sir, you muft not keel. 

Lear, Fray, do not mock me : 

I am a very fooliih fond old man, 

Fourfcore and upward s and, to deal plainly, 

I fear I am not in my perfcCl mind. 

Methinks, I ihould know you, and know this 
man *, 

Yet I am doubtful, for I am mainly imorant 
place this is ; and all the (kill I have 
*lRemmbMMU2£thcfe garments ; nor 1 know not 
Whei e I did joSgbj gft night. Do not laugh at me, 
Foi-, aa J am a manT^ Tlllllh ihiii liiiy 
To be my child Cordelia. 

C 4 n‘d, And fo 1 am, I am. 

Lear, Be your.tcars wet ? Yes, faith. I pray 
.\i9ejep not : 

kyouKSvc poifon for me, I will drink it. 

I know you do not love me ; for your lifters 
Have, as I d^iemember, done me wrong : 

You have caufe, they have not, 

'Cord, No cauTe, no ca&fe. 

• Lear.hA I in ^Pance? 

. your QHia kingdom, 

Lear, Do not abale me. 

<kttt. Be comfQnedj gdod madam j Ilur great 
" 


f A T 1 C. ^ 

You fee, is cur'd in him : and yet it is danger 
To make him even o’er^^ the time he has loft. 
Dcfirc him to go in ; tmbie him no more 
Till further fettling. 

Cord, Will 't picafe your Highnefs walk } 

Leo)'. You muft bear with me. 

Pray you now, forget and forgive: 1 am old, and 
fooliih, 

Lear to Cordelia, when taken Prrfoners, 

No, no, no, no I come, let's away to prifbn : 
We two alone will fing like birds i'the cage: 
When thou doftalk me blcfling, i'll kneel down. 
And a(k of thee forgivenefs : fo wc'll live, 

And pray, and ling, and tell old tales, and laugh 
At gilded butterflies, and hear ^or rogues 
Talk of court news; and we'll talk with them 
too— 

Wholofes, and who wins ; who's in, who’s out-^ 
And take upon us the inyfiery of things. 

As if wc were God’s Ipics : and we'll wear out, 

In a wall'd piifon, packs and fedts of great ones. 
That ebb and flow oy the moon. 

Edm. Take them away. 

Lear, Upon fuch facrificcs, my Cordelia, 

The gods thcmfclves throw incenfe. 

- Juftiee of the Cods, 

The gods are juft, and of our pleafant vices 
Make inftruments to icourge us. 

Edgar's Account of bis di/covering himjelf to his 
Father, ^c. 

Lift a brief tale 

And, when 'tis told, O that my heart would 
burft! 

The bloody proclamation to efcape, 

That follow’d me fo near (O our lives fwcetneft t 
That with the pain of death would hourly die, 
Rather than die at once I), taught me to diift 
Into a madman’s rags ; to affume a fcmblance 
That very dogs difdain'd : and in this habit 
Met I my father, with his bleeding rings, 

Their precious ftones new loft ; became his guide. 
Led him, begg’d for him, fav'd him from dc* 
fpair ; • 

Never (O fault !) reveal'd myfelf unto him. 

Until fome half hour paft, when 1 was arm'd. 

Not fure^ tho’ boping, of this good fuccefs, 

1 aik'd his bleiFirg, and from hrft to laft ^ 

Told him my pilgi image : but his flaw'd heait, 
(Alack, too weak the conflid^ to fupport I } 

'Twixt two extremes of palfion, joy and grief, 

Burft fmilingly. 

Baft, This fpeech of yours hath mov'd me, 

And fiiall, perchance, do good : but fpeakyou on; 
You look as yoo had fomethtng mdre to fay. 

Alb, If there be more, more wofut, hold it in; . 

For I am alm^ ready to diflblve. 

Hearing of this. 

Edg, This would have foem'd a period 
To fuch at Jove not ibrrow ; but anoriier. 

To amplify too much, wmsbb itiak# much more. 
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Whilft I was big in clapK>ur, came there in a man. 
Who having feen me in my worft ftatc, 

Shunn’d my abhorr’d fociecy ; but then, finding 
Who *twas that To endur’d, with his llrong arms 
He faftcn*d on my neck, and bellow’d out 
Jts hcM biirft heaven *,'thic\v him on my father : 
Told the moft piteous tale of Lear and him 
That ever ear receiv’d ; which in recounting 
His grief grew puilTant, and the firings of life 
Began to crack : — twice then the trumpet founded, 
And there 1 left him tranc’d. 

Lear on t/ea/b of Cordelia* 

Howl, howl, liowl, howl ! — O you arc men of 
(loncs y 

Had I your tongues and eyes, Td ufc them fo 
That heaven’s vault fhould crack.^0, (he is gone 
for ever f 

1 know when one is dead, and when one lives ; 

dead at earth : lend me a looking-glafs ; 

Jf that her breath will mifl or (lain the ilonc, 
Why, then (he lives. 

This feather ftirs ; (lie lives ' if it he fo, 

It is a chance which does redeem all forrows, | 
That ever I have felt. i 

Kent* O, my good mailer ! 

Lear* IVythcc away.-- - 
A plague upon yon, murderers, traitors all » 

I might have favM her ; but (lie’s gone for ever !— 
Cordelia, Cordelia ] (lay a little. Ha > 

What is’t thou fay’d ? — Her voice was ever foft, 
Cicntici and low. 

Lear dying* 

And my poor fool is hang’d * No, no, no life. 
Why (liould a dog, a horfe/a rat have life, 

Ancl thou no breatfi at all } O thou wilt come no 
more, 

Never, never, never, never, never ! 


J 29 . MACBETH. Shakspeare. 


IVitebes deferibedm 


WH AT arc thefe, 

So wither'd, and fo wild in fheir attire ; 
That look not like the inhabitamt o’ the earth, 
And yet are ott^t?^Live you ? or arc you aught 
That man may quedion ? You foem to undcr- 
ftand me, 

By each at once her choppy finger laying * 
Upon herikinny lips You (hould be women; 
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret 
That you arc fo. 

Macb^Vi Tmper, 


Tet do 1 fear thy naim ; 

It is too full o* jthu ndlk ^ hunten kindnefs, 
To catch theiieareft way : th^ wouldd be great 
Art not without ambition, Wt wkhoitt 
Theill||^i^^ouMattend4t« What thou would 

jKOu^^Aqp hejik; wouldft not 
d ytt wouldft wfoni^y win. , 


Latiy Macbeth^ on the l^ews of Duncan's Approach, 

The raven himfclf is hoarfe. 

That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
Under my battlements. Come, you I'pivits 
That tend on mortal thoughts, unfex me here,* 
And fill me, from the crown to the toe, lop-full 
Of dired cruelty ! make thick niy blood, 

Stop up the accL'fs and palTage to remoifc ; 

That no compunctious vifitings of nature 
Shake my fell purpoi’e, nor keep peace between 
The eflctl and it ! Come to my Oman’s breads^^ 
And take my milk for gall, you murd’ring mi-' 
nifie^s, 

Wherever in your fightlcfs fubdances 
Y ou wait on nature’s mifebief ! Come, thick night. 
And pall thee in the dunned fmoke of hell, 

That my keen knife fee not the \\ ound it makes ; 
Nor Heaven peep thro* the blanket of the dark. 
To cry, Hold, hold !” 

Mjibt'th*s L refolution* 

If it were done, when *tis done, then ’twcrc well 
It were done quickly: if the aliaHination 
Could trammel up the conlequcncc, and catch, 
With his farceafe, fuccefs; that but this blow 
Might be the be-all and the end-all here. 

But here, upon this Iwnk and (hoal of time, 

’ VVc*d jump the life to come. But, m tlul’e cafes, 
We dill have judgment here; that we but teach 
j BhxKly inllruftions, which, being taught, return 
To plague the inventor : this even handed jullice 
Commends the ingredients of our poilbn’tl chalice 
To our own lips. He’s here in double trud : 
Fird, as I am his kinfman and his fub)e6l. 

Strong both againd the deed ; then, as his hoft. 
Who (hould agriind his murderer (hut the d<ior. 
Not bear the knife my(’elf. Befidcs, this Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties fu meek, hath been 
So clear in his great office, that his virtues 
Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, againd 
The deep damnation of his taking-otf : 

And pity, like a naked new-born babe. 

Striding the blall, or heaven’s chcrubin, hors’d 
Upon the fighilefs couriers of the air. 

Shall blow the horrid deed in. cV'ry eye. 

That tears (liall drown the wind. — lhavcnofpur 
To prick the fidcs of my intent, but only 
Vaulting ambition, wdiich o'erleaps itfeif, 

And falls on the other.—— .^.r**^* 

I dare do all tnat may bccqme a man^ ^ 

Who dares do more, is none. 


77>e murdering Scene. Macbeth alone. 

Is this a dagger, which 1 fee beWe Vm, ^ ' 
The handle tow’rd my hand H Come, let me clnt^ 
thee*— 

I have thee not ; and yet I lee thfo4HlU 
Art thou not, fatal vifion, (enfible 
To feeling, as to fielit ? or art thou 1^ 

A dagger of the mw ; a crealtonS^-' 
Proceeding from the heat-ppprefied' brain f 
X fpe thee yet, m foi^ a» palpable 
As this which MW 1 draw"*---<-«* , ‘ - 

The# 
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Thou marfhall’ft me the way that I was going; 
And fuch an iiifti unient I was to ulc. 

Afinc c^s arc made the fools o’ the other ienfeS) 
Or elfc worth all the reft 1 fee thee ftill ; 

And on thy blade, and dudgeon, gouts of blood, 
Which was not fobeforc.— There’s no fuch thing : 
It Ts the bloody bufmefs, which infoims 
T’hiisrfiO mine eyes, — ^Now o’er the one half world 
Nature feems dead, and wicked dreams abufe 
The curtainM fleep ; now witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate's ofterings ; and wither’d murder, 
Alarum’d by his centinel, the wolf, ^ [pace, 
Whole how l’s his watch> thus with his ftealthy 
WithTarquin’s ravilhingfidcs, tow’rds liisdefign 
Moves like a ghoft.— Thou lure and firin-fei earth, 
Hear not my fteps, sOhich way they walk, for fear 
Thy very (tones prate of my whcrc-alx^t, 

And take the prefent horror from the time, 
Which now fuits with it. — Whiles 1 thicat, he i 
lives— rings. 

I go, and it is done ; the bell invites me. 

Hear it not, Duncan ; for it is a knell 

Thar lummons thee to heaven, or to hell. [Exit. 

Enter Laify. 

Ln(f)\ That which h^th made them drunk, hath 
inadj me bold : 

What hath quench’d them, hath given me fire; — 
Hark ' peace ! 

It was tile owl that IhriekM, the fatal bclbman, 
Which gives the ftern’ft good* night. — He is about 
it : — ’’ 

. The doors are open ; and the furfeited grooms^ 
Do mock their charge with Ihores : 1 have drugg’d 
their pofiets, 

That death and nature do contend about them. 
Whether they live or die. 

Enter Mack'/b, 


Mitcb, Who’s there ?— what, ho ! 

Lady. Alaok ! 1 am afraid they have awak’d, 
And *tis not done : — the attempt, and not the deed, 
Confou nds us: — hark !— 1 laid thei r daggers ready, 
He could not mifs ’em.— Had he not refembled 
My father as he (lept, I had done ’t.- ■ --My 
hufband ? 

Macb. 1 have done the deed didft thou not 


hear a noife ? 

hea rd the owls feream and the crickets 
Did notySSr^jNlk ? ^ [^*’1 

Macb. When? 

Now. 

Macb. As 1 dcfccndcd ? 

' Lady, Ay, 

Macb, Hark Twholics i’thc fccond chamber? 
Z^4|^«i4^(malbain. 

^iMb, This is a forry fight ! 

[Looks on bis bands^ 
Lady, thourfit \ to fay a forty fight. 

Macb, There’s ege dnl laugh in hisfietpiand 
one^ried “murder!** 

Tliat tlKy did wake each other ; 1 Hood and heard 
Aem : , 

But they did fay their ptayers, and addieb'd them 
A ^ fleep. 

LaUf. There ate two lodg’d together. 


Macb, One cried, “God blefs us!** anrf 
“ Amen !'* the other; 

As they ha'i fecn me, with thefe hangman’s hands, 
Liftening their fear. I could not lay, Amen, 
When they did fay, God blefs us. 

Laciy. Confidcr it not fo deeply. [Amen? 
Macb. Hut wherefore could not I pronounce 
T had moft need of bielling, and Amen 
Stuck in my throat. 

Lady. Thefe deeds muft not be thought 
After thefe ways ; fo, it will make us mad. 

Macb. Methoughe, I heard a voice cry, ** Sleep 
“ no more ! 

<< Macbeth doth murder fleep, the innocent fleep; 

“ Sleep, that knits up the ravell'd (leave of care,. 

‘‘ The death of each day’s life, fore labour's bath, 

“ Balm of hurt minds, great naturcr’s fecondcourfc, 

“ Chief nouriflicr in life’s fcaft.” 

Lidy. What do you mean ? [hnufe : 

Mach. Still it cried, “ Sleep no more !** to all tha 
“ Glamis hath murder’d fltep; and therefore 
Cawdor [more!** 

“ Shall deep no more, Macbeth (hall llc»*p no 
Lady. Who was it, that thus cried Why, 
worthy Thane, 

You do unbend your noble fticngrh, to think 
So brain-fickly of things ; go, gtt feme water, 

And wa(h this filthy witnels from your hand. 
Why did you bring thefe daggers from the place ? 
They inuft lie there : go, carry them ; and fmear 
The fltcpy grooms with blooi. 

M^ch, I’ll go no more ; 

I am afraid to think what I have done ; 

Look on 't again, I dare nor. 

Lady. Infirm of purpofe f 
Give me the daggers: the (Iccping, and the dead, 
Arc but as pi6Vures : ‘tis the eye of childhood^ 
That fears a nainted devil, if he do bleed, 

I’ll gild the tares of the grooms withal, 

For it mull feem their gurit. [Exiu 

Knocking within, 

Macb, Whence is that knocking ? [Starting. 
How is ’t with me, vJhcn evVy noife appals me ? 
What hands are here > Ha 1 they pluck put mine 
eyes I ' 

Will all great Neptune's ocean walh this blood - 
Clean from my hand > No ; this my Hand will ratlicr 
Thy multitudinous feas iiicaniardine, 

Making the green one red.—— 

r 

Ke-enter Lady, 

Lady. My hands are of your colour; but 1 

(hame 

To wear a heart fo white. I hear a knodcing ; 
At the fouth entry. Retire we to our chamber: > 
A little water clears us of this deed ; 

How cafy is it then ! Your conftancy 
Hath left you unattcnilcd-^hark ! more knovdrinjg s . 
' TKnock^^ 

Get on your nig^t-gowo, left occafion call us. 
And fiiew’us to be mtchers: be not 
So poorly in your thoughts* [nurfidf- . 

' Mack T6Khowihy£ed^*t^arebeftnotK;iui^ 
Wake, Duncan, wkh thiakn^ing 1 1 would thou 
couldft 1 

g ^ , Macbotb*j 
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Macbeth's guilty Confciencc, and Fears of Banquo. 
Enter Macbeth to his Latiy^ 

Lady. How now, my lord”? why do you keep 
alone, 

Of (orrieft fancies your companions makine } 
Uiine thofe thoaghts which ihould indeed have 
died 

With them they think on ? Things without all 
remedy 

Should be without regard.; what’s done, is done. 

Mach, We have fcotch’d the fnake, not kill’d it; 
She’ll clofc^and be hcrfelf ; whilft our jpoor malice 
Remains in danger of her former tooth. 

But let the frame of things disjoint, both the worlds 
fuffer, 

Ere we will cat our meal in fear, and deep 
In the aiHi£iion of thefe terrible dreams 
That ihake us nightly. Better be with the dead, 
Whom we, to gain our place, have fent to peace, 
Than on the torture of the mind to lie 
In reftiefs eeftafy. — Duncan is in his grave; 
After life's fitful fever, he llecps well ; 

T rcafbn has done his worft : nor fteel, nor poifon. 
Malice domcftic, foreign levy, nothing 
Can touch him further ! 


O, full of fcorpions is my mind, dear wife ! 
Thou know*fi; that Banquo and his Flcance lives. 
Lady 4 But in them nature’s copy's not eternc. 
Mach. There’s comfort yet, they arc aifailable ; 
Then be thou jocund : ere the bat hath /lown 
His cloifier’d flight ; ere, to black Hecate's fum- 
mpns, 

The lhard-bomc beetle, with his drowfy hums. 
Hath ru.ng night’s yawning peal, there lhall be done 
A deed of dreadful note. 

Loi^. What’s to be done ? 

Mach. Be ixmocent of the knowledge, dearell 
chuck. 

Till thpu applaud the deed. Come, feeling night, 
Skarf u^ the tender eye of pitiful day; 

And, with thy bloody and invifiblc hand, 
Cancel, and tear to pieces, that great bond 
Which keeps me pale! Light thickcDs;and the crow 
Makes wing to the rooky wood : 

Good things of day. begin to droop and drowfc; 
Whiles hieht’s black agents to their preys do 
roufe. 


Scene a Room of State. Banquet prepared, 
Machetby Lady^ Rqffe^ Lenox, l^rds, and 
Attendants. 


Lath. My v^id lord, 
Vou do not give the che< 


^ 1 givetnc cheer: the feafl is ibid, 

Tkat is not often Vouch’d, wHilc ’ds a making, 
'Tis given with : to feed^ were belt at 

both# s 

From d^ence, tl^ Apee to meat is ceremony ; 
Mating were bare without it. 

' in 

/,Mach., Sweet remcmtoticer I- 7 - 
Ifow^good digeftion \yftit bn appetite. 

And health on bdth t ' ' 

. -X^/t«J^^*tplcaAy6urhighae^^ 


Mach. Here had we now our country’s honour 
roof'd. 

Were the grac’d perfon of our Banquo prefent ; 
Whom may I rather challenge for unkinlnefs, 
Than pity for mil'chancc I 
Roffe. His abfence, Sir, 

Lays blame upon h;s promife. PTcafe it your 
highncis , 

To grace us with your royal company ? ^ 

Mach. The table’s full ! [Startings 

Len. Here is a place referv’d, bir. 

Macb. Where ? 

Len. Here, my good lord. 

What is 't that moves your highnefs * 

Macb, Which of you have done this f 
Lords. What, my good lord ? 

Macb. Thou caiili not fay, I did it : never ihake 
Thy gory locks at me. 

Rq^'. Gentlemen, rife ; his highnefs is not well. 
La^, Sit, worthy friends >my lord is often 
thus, 

Andhath been from his youth: pray you,kecprcat; 
The fit is momentary ; upon a thought 
He will again be well : if much you note him. 

You (hall ofiend him, and extend his paiiioii : 

Feed, and regard him not.— Are you a man ? 

Macb, qfiilf. 

Macb. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on 
Which might appal the devil. [that 

Laciy. O proper ftiilf ! 

This is the very painting of your fear : \jtjide. 
This is the air*drawn dagger, which, you faid, 

Led you to Duncan. O thefe flaws and Harts, 
(ImpoHors to true fear) would well become 
A woman’s ftory, at a winter’s fire, 

Authoriz’d by her grandam. Shame itfelf ! 

Why do you make iuch faces ? when all 's doney 
You look but on a flool. 

Macb. Pr'ythcc fee there - 1 
Behold !* look I lo ! how fay you \ 

[Pointing to the ghofi. 

Why, what care I ? if thou canH nod , fpeak too. 

If chamel-houfcs and our graves muH fend 
Thofe, that we bury, back— our monuments 
Shdl bfi the maws of kites. [The ghoji vunijbes. 
Lady. What ! quit unmann'd in folly ? 

Macb. If 1 ftand here, I faw him. 

Lady. Fie, for I 
Macb, Blood hath been flied 
Ere humaa ^ftatutc pui g'd th&iss^hxal weal ; 

Ay, and fincc1feor^&u1&^ been perfpnn’d 
Too terrible for the car : tbe times have been. 
That, when the brains were out, the'man would die^ 
And tliere an end : but now they rife again, 

With twenty mortal murders on thck„. cg>wn s, 

And puih us from our ftool^ : this is mo^ura^ 
Than fuch a murder is. 

Lady. My worthy lord. 

Your noble friends do lach yop. 

Mach. I do forget 1 — ^ - 
Do not mufe at me. my moft worthy ftleqjy ; 

I hsrve a ftrangc innrmity, wIki!! is tiotbing ‘ 

To thofe that know me. Coml, love and health 

Then 1*11 fit 4owns gtveinefome^piM,fiUfuin^ 
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1 drink to the general joy of the whole tablc^ 
And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we mifs: 
Would he were here ! to all, and him, we thirft, 
And al^to all. 

* Lords. Our duties, and the pledge. 

[Tfc gboji rtfes rtgatfi, 
Mach. Avant ! and quit my fight ! Let the earth 
hide thee ! 

Thy t)oncs are marrowlcfs, thy blood is cold; 
Tliou halt no fpeculation in tliofe eyes, 

Which thou dolt ^rc with j 
Lady, Think of thi^, good peers, 

But a& a thing of cultom : 'tis no other; 

Only it Ipoils the plerifure of the time. 

Macb. What man dare, 1 dare : 

Approach thou like the rugged Ruffian bear, 

The arm’d rhinoceros, or tne Hyrean tyger ; 
Take any fhape but that, and my firm nerves 
Shall never tremble : or, be alive again, 

And dare me to the defert with thy fwoid; 

If trembling 1 inhibit thee, proteft me 
The bkby of a girl, lienee, horrible lliadovv ! 
Unreal mockery, hence ! Why, lb — being gone, 
[7 be gboJl *vaiujhcs. 
I am a man again. — Pray you, fit ft ill. 

\The lords rife. 

Lady, Y^ou have difplac’d the mirth, broke the 
■good meeting 

With moft admir’d diibrdcr. 

• Macb. Can fuch things be, 

And overcome us like a lummer’s cloud, 
Withoutourfpccial wonder ? Y ou make me flrangc 
Even to the difpofition that I owe, 

When now I think you can behold fuch fights. 
And keep the natural ruby of your checks, 
When mine arc blanch’d with fear. 

Rojfe. What fights, my lord ? 

Lady, I pray you, fpcak not; he grows worfe 
and worle ; 

Queftion enrages him : at once, good night : 
Stand not upon the order of your going, 

But go at once. 

Len. Good night, and better health 
Attend his majclty ! 

Lady, A kind good night to all ! [^J^xeunt lords. 
Mack It will nave blood, they fay ; blood will 
have blood ; 

: ^ones have been known to move, and trees to fpcak ; 

relations, have 

^ magplcs7a?SSnshovighs , and rooks^^p 0 ught forth 
Tho f^crct’ft ma^uTullJlliU 1 1 i 

Witches^ tbelr Power, 

I conjure you, by that which you profefs, 
(Howe'er you come to know it) anfwer me ; 
ThousljyiPu untie the winds, and let them fight 
''>rtgainirthc churches ; though the yefty waves 
Confound and f\v allow navigation up ; 
Thougl^^d com be lodg'd, and uefs blown 

Though 4:a^cs tipple bn. their warders head* | 
Though palabs, and pyramids, do Aope 
• TheiHieads to iMr foundations ; though the trea- 
Of nature’s geriftins tumble altogether, [furc 
Even till deftruaion fiekeni aAfwtr lUe 
what I aik you. 


Malcolm's Cbara!fer of hitnfdf. 

Mai, But I have none; the king*becoining 
graces. 

As jutticc, verity, trmperance, ftablcncfs, 

Bounty, pcrfcvcrance, mercy, lowlincfs. 

Devotion, patience, courage, foititude, 

1 have no relilh of them ; but abound 
In the divifion of each fevcral crime, 

Afting it many ways. Nay, had I powV, I fhould 
Pour the fwcet milk of concord into hell, 

Uproar the univcrlal peace, confound 
All unity on earth. 

Maid. O Scotland ! Scotland! 

Mid, If fuch a one be fit to govern, fpcak; 

1 am as I have fpoken. 

Mittd, Fit to govern I 
No, not to live. — O nation mifcrablc, 

W'ith an untitled tyrant, bloody -fccptcr’d, 

When fhalt thou lee \hy vvholefomc days again ? 
Since that the trueft iiTuc of thy throne 
By his own interdidtion (lands accurfl, 

And does blafpbemc his breed Thy royal father 
W as a moft fainted king ; the queen, that bore thee, 
Oft'ner upon her knees than on her feet, 

Died fv’ry day Ihc liv’d. Fare thee well 1 
Thefe evils thou repeat’d upon thyfclf, 

Have banifh’d me from Scotland. O iny bread, 
Thv hope ends here I 
idal, Macduff, this noble pafllon, 

Child of integrity, hath from my foul 
Wip’d the black fcniples, reconcil’d nw thoughts 
To thy good truth and honour. Devililh Macbeth 
By many of thefe trains hath fought to win me 
Into his povv’r; and modeft wifdom plucks me 
From over-crcduloiis haftc : but God above 
Deal between thee and me I for even now 
r put myfelf to thy diredtion, and 
Unfpeak mine own detradfion ; here abjure 
The taints and blames I laid upon myfelf. 

For ftrangers to my nature. - 1 am yet 
Unknown to woman ; never was fbrfwom; 
Scarcely have coveted what was mine own ; 

At no time broke my faith ; would not betray 
The devil to his fellow ; and delight 
No left in truth than life : my firft falfe*f^eaking 
Was this upon myfelf. What I am truly, 

U thine, and my poor country’s, to command. 

Aft ofprejfed Countiy, 

Alas, poor country ; 

Almoft afraid to know itfelf ! It cannot 
Be call’d our mother, but our grave : where no* 
thing, 

But who knows nothing, is once (ten to finile ; 
Where fighs, and groans, and ibriekt that,reor 
air. 

Arc made, not mark’d ; where violent ftmrow feema 
A modem eeftafy ; the dead man’s kitetl 
Is there fcarce aik'd, for who : and nteii’f 
Expire before the .flowers in their caps, £tiY4ia 
Dying, or ere they fleken# 

Macdttff^ on the Murder, e / bis 
Rojfe. Wmild 1 could aniWer 
This comfoit with the like I but 1 kavc 

t 4 ..TJ» 
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That would be howl’d out in the defert air. 
Where hearing ihould not latch tlicm. 

Mact/. What concern they > 

The general caufe ? or is it a tee-grief. 

Due to ibme lingle bread ? 

Ri^g. No mind that’s honed 
Dut in it ihares Tome wou $ tho' the main part 
Pertains to you alone. 

Macd. it it be mine. 

Keep it not f;cm me, quickly let me have it. 

Let not your ca.s dclpill my tongue for 

ever, 

Which ihall poirefsthem with the hcavied found. 
That ever yet they heard. 

Humph ! 1 guefs at it. 

Jlqffe, Your caftle in lUrprib'd ; your wife and 
babes 

Sa^-agely llaughtcrM : to relate the manner, 
W'cie, on the quarry of ilicfc murder’d deer, 

To add the death of you. 

Ma/, Merciful Heaven 1— 

What, man ! ne’er pull your hat upon your brows ; 
Giveforrow words : tlie grief thai docs notfpeak, 
Whifpers theo’er-fiaught heart, and bids it ureak. 
Moi'd. My children too } 

Mojl’. Wife, children, fervants, all that could 
be found. 

Macd^ And I mud be from thence ! my wife 
I have faid. [kill’d too ? 

MaL Be comforted : 

Let’s make us med’cincs of our great revenge. 
To cure this deadly grief. 

Macd* He has ho children !-— All my pretty 
ones } 

Did you fay all ? what, all ? O hell-kite ! all ? 
What, all my pretty chickens, aud their dam. 

At one fell fvvoop > 

Ma/, Difpute it like at man. 

Macd* I ihall do fo \ 

But 1 mud alfo feel it as a man : 

I cannot but remember fuch things were, 

That were mod precious to me. Did Heaven 
look on, 

And would not take their part ? Sinful Macduff, 
They were all druck for thee ! Naught thap 1 am, 
Not for their own demerits, but for mine. 

Ft 11 flaughteron their fouls ; heaven red them now ! 
MuU Be this the wh'etdonc of your fword j let 
grief 

Convert to anger; blunt not the heart, enrage it. 
Macd, O, I could play the woman with mine 
eyes, 

Andbra^art with my tongue ’ But.gentlcHcaven, 
Cut ftiort all interiAiifion ; front to front " 

' Bring thou this fiend of Scotland, and myfelf; 
Within tny fword’s length fet him ; if he Tcape, 
Heaven, forgive him too I 
Med, This tunc goes manly. 

Come, BO we to the king; our pow r is ready ; 
Our la^ is nothing but out leave : Macbeth 
^ fs Tipe for (baking, and the powers above 
Put On theif iudruments. RccHve what cheer 
, you may;' 

Tho feghi is long th^t never fmf s tjie di'^- 


Defpifed Old J^c* 

T have liv'd long enough : my way of life 
T$ fall’ll into the Icar, the yellow leaf : 

And that wlii^h Ihould accompany old age, 

As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 

I mud not look to have : but in their dead, 
Curfes, not loud, but deep, mouth-honour, breathy 
V/luch the poor heart v/ould fain deny, aud dare 
net. « 

D/fcafis of ibe Mind incurable, 

Cand thou not minidcr to a mind difeas’d ; 
Pluck from the memory a rooted forrow ; 

Raze out the written troubles of the brain ; 

And, with ft>tnc fweet oblivious antidote, 

Clcanfc tl'.c duff’d boibm of that perilous duff, 
W'hich weighs upon the heart } 

Hifc^ions on Life, 

To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-mo'TOw, 
Creep.s in this petty price from day to day. 

To the lad (y llabic of recorded time ; 

And ell our yedcidays have lighted fools 
The way to dufty death. Out, out, brief candle ! 
Life’s but a walking fliadow ; a poor player, 
Thai druts and frets his h®ur upon the Itage, 
And then is heard no more : it is a talc, 

Told by an idcot, full of louud and fury. 
Signifying nothing. r 


§ 30. OTHELLO. SuAicsr£.\R£. 
Preferment, 
the curfc of fcrvicc ; 

PiCferment goes by letter and affeftion. 
Not by the old grailation, where each fecund 
Stood heir to the fird. 

In dijpraife of Honrjiy. 

We cannot all be mafters, nor all maders 
Cannot be truly follow’d. You (hall mark 
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave, 
That, doting on his own obfequious bondage, 
Wears out his time, much hke his maftcr’s afs. 
For nought but provender; and, when he’s old, 
cafhicr’d : 

Whip me fuch honed knaves. Others there are. 
Who, trimm’d in forms and viiages of dutv, 
Keep yet their hearts attending on themfclvcs ; 
And, throwing but (hows of frrvicc OiitlmjjplMi^, 
Do well them ; and, wh cij^pfcgy^haVc lin’d 

Do thcmfelves homage : thefe fellows hav^ 

And iucb a one do I profefs mylelf. 

For, Sir, ‘ 

It is as furc as you arc Roderigo, 

Were I the Moor, I would not he lago 5 
In following him, I follow but myft#; 

Heaven 5^ my judge, not I for love aihl^uty. 
But feeming (b, for my peculiar end : 

For tvhen my outward aftion doth demdhdrato 
The native adt and figure of mv h eart ^ 

In compliment eatem, 'tig not after 
But I will wear my heart upon my (IcevCf 
Fbr doves to peek at ; J am not what I feem. 

iw 
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the file Moti've of Oiheiy$ marryt/iff. 

For know, lago. 

But that I love the gentle Deldemonai 
1 would fic't my unt ouled free conditioa 
Ptit into ciivumicription and confine^ 

For the Tea's worth. 

Oibillos Relatiwi of bis Courtjbip to the Senate » 
Muff potent, grave, and reverend ligniors, 

‘My very noble and approv'd g(X)d mailers — 
That I have ta’cn away this eld man’s daughter. 
It is moll true j true, 1 have maried her; 

The very head and front of my offending 
Hath this extent, no mure. Kude am I in my 
fpccch, 

i\nd little blcft with the fet phrafe of [icace; 

I'or finte tliclc arms of mine lud feven years pith, 
Till now, lome nine moons wahed, they have us’d 
Their dcareft a6lion in the tented field ; 

And little of this great world can I Tpeak, 

Alorc than pertains to feats of broil and battle; 
And therefore little fliall I grace my cauTe, 

In fpcaking for myTelf ; Yet by your gracious 
patience, 

J w'ill a round un\arni(h'd talc deliver. 

Of my, whole couiTc of love ; what drugs, what 
charms. 

What conjuration, and what mighty magic, 

(For fuch proceeding 1 am charg'd withal) 

1 won his daughter with. - - - - 

Her father 

Lov’d me ; oft invited me ; dill queftion’d me 
'I'Ijc dory of my life, from year to year; 

'Hie battles, ficgcs, fortunes, that 1 have pafs’d. 

1 ran it through, even fiom my boyilh tlays, 

'I'o the very moment that he bade me tell it, 

W’ herein 1 Tpake of mod difadrous chances, 

Of moving accidents by flood and field; 

Of hair-breadth Teapes i’ the imminent deadly 
brciicli ; ^ 

Of being taken by the infelcnt foe, 

And fold to davery ; of my redemption thence ; 
And portance in my travel’s hidory. 

Thcle things to hear 
\\'’ould Defdcmona ferioully incline : 

But dill the houie affairs would draw her thence; 
'V^ich ever as fhc could with hade dlTpatch, 
Shc’iK« 8 a 44 gain, and with a greedy car 
Devour up niy^cK^jurie : which I obfi^ing, 
Tuok^nce a pliant means 

To draw* from her a prayer of earned heart, 

That 1 would all my pilgrimage dilate, 

Whereof by parcels (he had Tomething heard. 

But not intuitively : 1 did confent ; 

beguile her of her tears, 

When 1 did fpcak of fomtf didrefsfu^droke,^ 
That my you^fuffer’d. My dory Dcing done, 
She gave my paint a world of fighs ; 

She Twore^in faitb|B*tWa$ ftrange, ’twas paflSpg j 

ftran^ ; 

*Twas^tiful, 't>^wondrouf pidfol-^ 

She wi&’d (he hacknot heard it ; yet (he w((h*d 
That Heaven had made hcT rueft % man 
.sliank'dme) 


And bade me, if I had a friend that lov’d her, 
f (liould but teach him how to tell ray dory, 

And that would woo her. Upoir this hint I (pakc : 
She lov’d me for the dangers I had paTs’d ; 

And 1 lov'd her, that (he did pity them* 

RerfeR Content. 

O my foiiTs jov ? 

If after ev’ry tempeft come fuch ca’ims, 'j. 

May the winds blow till they have waken’d fetli f 
And let the labouiii^ bark climb hills offgas 
Olympus high ; and duck again as low ^ 

As hell's from heaven ! If I were now to die, 
’Twere now to be moft happy; for, I fear, 

My foul hath her content lo abfolutc, 

That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown fate. 

A Lover's Exclamation. 

Excellent wretch ! perdition catch my foul, 

But I do love thee ! and when 1 love tliec ndt,' 
Chaos is come again. 

Othello's fafi Sttjpieion. 

Think, myMoed I by Heaven he echoes me, 

As if there wcie (imie monftcr in his thought 
Too hideous to be (hewn. — ^Thoudoft mean (bme- 
tliing; 

I heard thee fay but now — thou lik'ft net that—. 
When CalTio left my wife ; what didft not like? 
And when I told thee— he was of my counfcl, 

111 my whole courle of wooing: thou criedff, 
Indeed !” 

And didfl contract and purfe thy brow together, 
As if rhou then hadft (hut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit : if thou doft love rne, 

Shew me thy thought. 

la^. My lord, jou know I love you. 

Otb. 1 iliink tl.ou doft ; 

And for 1 know thou art full of love and honefty. 
And weigh’d thy words before thou giv’(i them 
breath— 

Therefore, tlicfe ftops of thine fright me the more j 
For fuch things in a falfe, dllloyal knave, 

Arc tricks of cuftom ; but, in a man that’s juft, 
They arc clofc denotements working from the 
That pallion cannot rule. [heart. 

Reputation^ 

Good name, in man and woman, dear my lord. 
Is the immediate jewel of their fouls : 

Who fteaN my purfe, deals tra(h; *tis Tomething, 
nothing; 

’Twas mine, ’tis his, and has been (lave to*th<m- ^ 
fands : 

But he that filches from me my good name, 

Robs me of that which not enriches him, 

And makes me poor indeed. 

Othello's Soliloquy after baving been worked up 
to Jmougt fy logo. 

This fellow’s of exceeding honefty^. 

And know^ alt qualities, with a leai()ui;d (pint, t 
Of hutnan dealings : if I prove her haggard, 
Though that herkftts were my dear l^eartftringi, 
I’d whiftle her pf,*and let her dowii the wind , 
To prey at fortune* Haply, for I am black ; 
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have not thofe foft parts of converfation 
That chambcms ha\'c : or, for I am declin'd 
Into the vale of years j yet that's not much-^ 
She's cone ; 1 am abus'd 5 and my relief 
Muft oe^to loath licr. O curfc of marriage ! 
That we can call thefe delicate creatures ours. 
And not their appetites ! I had rather be a toad, 
And live upon the vapour of a dungeon, 

Than a comer in the thing 1 love 
For others ules, 

Jeahufy. 

Trifles light as air 

Are, to the jealous, confirmations flrong 
As proofs or holy w rit. 

77)^ Tor/ur^i of Jealoufy, 

Enter Othello, 

logo. Look where he comes ! not poppy, nor 
mandragora, 

Kor all the drowfy fyrups of the world, 

Shall ever medicine thee to that fwcet ilccp 
Which thou ow'dfil yefterday. 

Qib, Ha ! ha ! falfe to me ? to me ? 

Jago, Why, how now, general ? no more of that. 
02r« Avaunt! begone i thou haft fet me on the 
rack : 

I (wear 'tis better to be much abus'd, 

Than but to know 't a little. 
le^o. How now, my lord } 

Otb, Whatfenfehad I of hcrftolenhoursofluft? 
J Taw it not, thought it not, it harm'd not me : 

I jOept the next night well, was free and merry ^ 

I found not Caifio’s kiiTcs on her lips^ 

He that is robb'd, not wanting what is ftolcn, 
Let him not know it, and he’s not robb'd at all. 
lego, I am fbrry to hear this. 

Otb. I had been happy, if the general camp, 
j^oneers and all, had tafted her fweet body, 

So I had nothing known : O now, for ever, 
Farewel the trancpiil mind ! Farcwcl content ? 
Farewcl the plumed troop, and the big wars. 
That make ambition virtue ! O farcwcl ! 
Farewcl the neighing fteed, and the fhrill trump, 
The fpirit«ftiming drum, the ear-picrcing fife. 
The royal banner j and all quali^, 

IVidc, ppmp> and circumftance of glorious war f 
And, O you mortal engines, whofe rude throats 
Th’ iiuniortal Jovc^s dread clamours counterfeit, 
Fareyrei f Othello’s occupation'^ gone ! 

I8^t poffible, my lord ? * 

Villain^ fure tl>ou prove tny love a 
*whore; 

Be fure of it $ giv^ ine the ocular proof ; 

[Catching bold on bint. 
Or, by the worth of. mine cterna} foul, 

hadft been better have be^ born a dog, 
Than ^fwer my wak’d wrath. 

' lago. Is it coiue to ^hU } . 

Otb. Meketyietoreeit;or,attbcl<:nft,roptoyeit» 
TM the probation bear no hinged nor-toop, 
hang a doubt on : or, woe upon thy life ! 

My noble lordr- 

AO&b tf qibu dolf ilandcr het; and torture 
abandon aUiymorfej 


On horror’s head horrors accumulate ; 

Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amaz'd. 
For nothing canft thou to damnation add. 
Greater than that. ^ 

logo, O grace ! O Heaven defend fne ? 

Arc you a man r have you a foul, or fcnle ? 

God DC wi'you: take mineofEce.— *0 wretched fool, 
That liv'ft to make thine honefty a vice I , 

0 monftrous world ! take note, take note, O world. 
To be dirc£f and honeft, is not lafe. 

1 thank you for this profit ; and, from hence, 

I’ll love no friend, fince love breeds fuch oifence. 

Otb, Nay, ftay : — thou fhouldft be honeft. 
la^o, I lliould be wife ; for honefty 's a fool. 
And lofes that it works for. 

Otb, By the world, 

I think my wife be honeft, and think fhc is not; 
1 think tliat thou art juft, and think thou art nut ; 
I'll have feme proof. My name, that Avas as frefh 
As Dian's vif.igc, is now begrim'd and black 
As mine own face. If there he cords, or knives, 
Poifon, or fire, or fuffocating ftreams. 

I'll not endure it.-*«Would I were fatisfted ! 

Othello* 5 Story of the Hamlkerrhitf 
That handkerchief 
Did an Egyptian to my mother give ; 

She was a charmer, and could almollP read 
The thoughts of people : file told lier, while flie 
kept it, 

'Twould make her amiable, and fubduc my father 
Entirely to her love ; but if Ihe loft it. 

Or made a gift of it, my father’s eye 

Should hold hcrloathly, and hisfpiritsfhuuld hunt 

After new fancies. She, dying, gave it me ; 

And bid mb, when my ftate woulcl have me wiv’d, 
To give it her. I did fo ; and take heed of 't, 
Make it a darling, like your precious eye ; 

To lofc’t or give 't away, were fuch perdition. 

As nothing clle could match. 

— rrhere'k magic in the web of it : 

A Sib^ l, that had number’d in the world 
The fun to make two hundred compalfcs, 

In her prophetic fury few'd the work ; 

The worms were hallow'd that did breed the filk ; 
And it was dyed in mummy, which the fkilful 
Conferv'd of maidens beans. 


A Lover's Computation of Time, y 
What ! keep a week away > feven djgiai|Mgh^s ^ 
£ight-fc\ficight hou rs? and joyrfsabfcnt hours. 
More tediou^ihMMmWinsre^^ timer ? 

0 weary reckoning ! 

OtbeM s Speech^ after having received the Afan* 
date vibcn confirmed in bis*SuJpicions. 

Ay ; you did wiih that I would mBc^^ibsi^^urn : 
Sir, ihe can turn, and turn, and yet go on, 

And turn a^in; and ihe can weep, Sir, weep;. 
And ihc’B (£edient, as you oK^nt^ 

Very obedient — ^proceed you in your^rs. 
Concerning this, Sir--0 well painted paiuon !— 

1 am commanded home away^ 

I'll fend for you anon.— Sir, the mandate^* 

And wU) return to Venice— b^nce. avaunt \ 
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CafHo fhall have my place« And— *Sir, to-night, 

I do entreat that wc may fup together. 

You Hie welcome, Sir, to Cyprus — 

(Gloats and monkics ! [Exit Othello, 

^ His pathetic Uplnraitling of his IV'ife. 

Def, Upon my knees, wliat doth your fpeech 
I undtjfftand a fury in your words, [import ? 
But not your woras. 

^ 0th. Why, what art thou ? 

Your wife, my lord ; your true and loyal 
wife. 

Othf Come, fwcar it ; damn thyfelf ; 

Left, being like one of heaven, the devils thcmfclvcs 
Should fear to llizc thee : therefore be double- 
Swear thoO art honeft. [dainu'd; 

Heaven doth truly know it. 

. Oth. Heaven truly knows 
That thou art falfc as hell. 

Df, To whom, my lord ? 

With whom f* How am 1 falfc ? 

Oth. O, Derdomona, away ! away ' away 1 
Alas the heavy day I why do you weep r 
Am 1 the occafion of thefe tears, my lord ? 

If, haply, you my fatlier do rulpc6t, 

An inftruinent ot this your calling back, 

Lay not yoi 4 |: blame on me ; if you have loft him, 
Why, I have loft him too. 

Oth. Had it pleas'd Heaven, 

To try me with affli6linn ; had he rain'd 
All kind of fores, and lhames, on my bare head ; 
Steep’d me in poverty to the very Ups ; 

Given to captivity me and my utmoft hopes j 
I (hould have found in Ibmc part of my foul 
A drop of patience. But, alas ! to make me 
A fixed figure, for the time of fcorn 
To point his flow, unmoving finger at— 

O! O! 

Yet could I bear that too; well, very well ; 

But there, where I have garner’d up my heart ; 
Where either 1 muft live, or bear no life ; j 
The fountain from the which my current ruus, | 
Or elfc dries up ; to be difearded thence I 
Or keep it as a ciftern, for foul toads 
To knot and gender in ! Turn thy complexion 
there ! 

Patience, thou young and rofe-lipp'd cherubin ; 
Jfy, there, look grim as hell ! 

l;ho];ie my noble lord eftcems me honeft. 
pth. O, ay ; asi.in^er-flies arc in th^iamblcs, 
Thaiiqyicken even weed, 

Who art fo lovely fair, and fmclTft fo fweet. 
That the fenfe ^es at thee ; would thou ludft 
ne’er been born ! 

’ what ignorant fin have I committed? 
Was this fair paper, this moft goodly book, 
Madp to write whore upon ? what committed 1 
edmmitted^^ thou public comiponer 1 
I fliould j^tvery fpi|bs of my checks 
That wdoM to ciittters Dum up modefty, 

Pld 'ljyptTpeak thy dceds.- 7 >what committed I 
. Heaven ftops thymic at it, and the moon winks : 
The bawdy wind^ that kiffes all it meets, 

|s hu&*d wittuB the bo|]nw {a|ne fatthi 


And will not hear it ; what committed S 
Impudent ftrumpet ! 

Ve/: By Heaven, you do me wrong ! 

Oth. Arc not you a ftiumpct ? 

No, as I am a Chriftian, 

If to preferve this^ veffcl for my lord, 

From any other foul, unlawful touch. 

Be not to be a ftrumpet, I am none. 

Oth. What, not a whore ? 

Dff. No, as 1 fliall be faved. 

Oth. Is it pofliblc > 

Def. O Heaven forgive us ! 

Oth. I cry you mercy, ilicn ; ' ^ 

I took you for that cunning whore of Venice ' 
That married with Othello. 

Defdentonals Faithfukefs^ 

O good laeo, 

What lhall I do to win my lord again } 

Good friend, go to him ; for, by this Tight of heavei^ 
1 know not how 1 loft him. Here I kneel— 

If e’er my will did trcfpafs 'gainft his love, 
Fithcr in difeout Ic of thought, or adtual deed ; 
Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any fenfe. 
Delighted them in any other form ; 

Or that I do not yet, and ever did, 

And ever will— tnough he do (hake me off 
To beggarly divorcement— love him dearly, 
Comfort, forfwcar me j U nkindnefs may do much | 
And his unkindnefs may defeat my life. 

But never taint my love. 

A Bed^cbambert Defdemwa is dtjeotvert^ ajkep 
in bef Bed. 


Enter Othello, with a Light and Svmdx 
Oth. It is the caufe, it is the caufc, my fouJ<«« 
Let me not name it to you, you chafte ftan I 
It is the caufe.— Yet rll not flied her bloody 
Nor fear that whiter Ikin of hers than fsiow. 

And fmooth as monumental alabafter. 

[Laps down the fword* 

Yet (he muft die, clfe ihe’il betray more men. 
Put out the light, and then put out the light f 
If I quench thee, thou flaming minifter, 

I can again thy (ormer light imore, 

Should 1 repent me ; but once put out thy lights 
Thou cunning’ft pattern of excelling nature, 

I know not whpre is that Promethean heat 
That can thy light r^«lume. 

[Sets dawn the 

When I have pluck'd thy rofe, 

I cannot give it vital growth again, . 

It nec<)s muft wi^cr I'll fmeU it on the tree, • 


O balmy breath, tfiou dolt almoft peRuade' 
Juftice herfelf to break her fword ! One more. 

Be thus when thou art dead, and I wiltk|li tfiCCt 
And love thee after i one mqre, and thU w faftf 
So fweet was ne'er to fatal* I muft weep* 

But they arc cruel tears : this (birow'i heavenly $ 
It firikes wfietc it doth love, 

Othello’s 1 


Yes, 'tis ^Emilia:— 1^ and (he's dei4-^ 
Til likfi l^e cojOfa to of 
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Tl^c noifc was high. Ha ! no more moving ? 
Still as the grave. Shall fhc come in ? were t gf od 
J think (he ftirs again no.— What’s the beft ? 
Ir (he come in, (he'll fure fpeak to mv wife ; — 
My wife ! my wife ! what wife > I have no wife. 
O inlupptirtablc ! O heavy hour » 

Mcfhinks, it IhouKl be now a huge eclip/c 
Of fun ar.d moon ; and that the attVigLud glolic 
Should yawn at alteration. 

H/s Lmje^for her. 

Had flic been true, 

Jr heaven would make me fuch another world. 


§31 


, IJf one entire and perfedt chrylolite, 

Td not have fold her for it. 

His bitter Rem$rfe. 

Hehold ! I have a weapon : 

A berrer never did itfclf luftain 

Upon a (lildier’s thigh : Tve feen the day, 

Tiiat» with this little arm, and tltis good fword, 
I have made mjr way through more impediments 
Than twenty timc^ vourltop.— Hut, O* vain boatl ! 
Who can controul his fate ? *tis not fo now. 

Jie not afraid, though you do lee me weapon’d. 
Jl.re is my journey s end, hcrc'is my butt, , 
And ycry fca-mark of my utmoft fail. 

Do you gf) back difm^’d } Yis a loft fear ; 

Man but a ruih againu Othello's breaft, 

And he retires ;-^wlierc (houM Othello go ? 
Now— how doft ilwu lobk now ? 0 ill-ftarr'd 
wench ! 

Pale as thy fmock I when we (hall meet at compt, 
This IcKjk of fhinc will hurl my foul from heaven 
And (tends will fnatch at it. Cold, cold, niy girl 
lilcn like thy chaftity.— 

O curfed, curfed (lave ' — Whip me, ye devils, 
From the pofTctlioii of this heavenly fight ! 

Blow me about in winds ! roaft me in Ailphur! 
Wafli me in deep-down gulfs of liquid lire !— 

O Defdcmona > Defdemona ! dead ? » 

Dead? 01 O! OJ 

His hfl Sf^eecb. 

Soft you ; a word or two before you go. 

T Iiavc;lonc the ft ate fqmc fer vice, and they knowiti 
No more of that. — I pray you, in your letters, 
Wiicn you (hall thefe unlucky deeds relate, 
^pcak cf me, as I am ; nothing extenuate, 

Nor fet down aught in malice : thCn inuft you 
fpeak 

Of one that lov’d not wifely, but too well ; 

Of one not cafily jcalouS| but, being wrought. 
Perplex’d in the extreme ; of one whole hand, 
Like the bale Judean, threw a pearl away 
Richer than ail his tribe ; of one whofe iubdued 

Albeit uiluied to the ihetring mood, 

Dro^ ttm as faft as the Amian trees 
Their medicinaSle gum. Set you down this : 
Ahd fay> befides, that in Aleoj^ once, 

‘Where ^ malignant and a turoanM I'urk 
]B<^t a Venetian, and tradjixcM the date, 

I tpbk'by the tliroat the eircuflStiftd dt^, 
AW'lhjioto ; \JSt&bs himfelf. 


THE LIFE AND DEATH OF KING 
RICHARD II. Shakspeare. 
Reputation, ^ # 

^HE puicft treafure moital times afford. 

Is Ipotlc/s reputation ; that away. 

Men aie but gilded loam, or painted clay. 
Co'ivurciice. 

That which in mean men we intitle patfcnce, 
Is pale cold cowardice in noble breafts. 

Banijbmni*^ ConfoLition utuhr it. 

All places that the eye of Heaven vilits, 

Are to a wile man ports and happy havens ; 
reach thy ncceHity to rcafon thus j 
There is no virtue' like ncceinty. 

Think not the king did haiiifh thee ; 

But thou the king : woe doth the heavier (it 
VVhere it perceives it is but faintly borne. 

Gt», fay, 1 fent thee forth to purchafe honour, 
Anu not the king exil’d thee Or fuppufc, 
Devouring peftilencc hangs in our air, 

And thou art flying to a frclher clime. 

Look, what thy f>ul holds dear, imagine it 
To lie that way thou go’ft, not whence thou corn'd : 
Suppolc the fijiging-birds muliciansj 
The grafs whereon thou trcad’ft, the prefence 
ftrew’d ; • i 

The flow rs, fair ladies ; and thy ftcps,>no more 
Than a delightful mcafurC or a dance : 

^^or gnarling forrow hath IcTs power to bite 
The man that mocks at it, and fets it light. 

Thoughts inrffeaual to moderate 4^/V7/w/. 

O, who can hold a fire in his hand. 

By thinking on the frofty Caucafus > 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite, 

By bare imagination of a feaft ? 

Or wallow naked ui December fnow, 

By thinking on fantaftic fummer’s heat ? 

O, no ! the appiehcnfion of the good 
Gives but the greater feeling to the worfc : 

Fell forrow’s tooth doth never rankle more 
1 han when it bites, but lanctth not the fure. 
Popularity, 

Green, 

Obferv d his courtfhip to tne common people : 
How he did.fcem to dive into their hearts, 
vV ith humble and familiar courtefy ; V 

What rcv'crence he did throw away on (laves* ; 
Wooing ^craftfm en, uM the craft of (miles* 
And patient utnferabtfSfing^ )iis fortune, ^ 

As twere, to banilh their afFctts with him. 

Off goes his bonnet to an oyftcr- wench j 
A brace of draymen bid— God (]^d him well. 
And had the tribute of his fuppfc 
With— •« Thanks, my countrymen, 

As wre our England in rcvcrfion his, [friends/* 
And he oar fubje^s* next degree ilN^pe. 

I EngUmd, iTv 
ThU iwal throne of kings, this fccpscr’d ifle* 
This ca^ of majefty, this feat of Mars, ^ 

This other Eden, demy Paradillft^ 

A foiwcfs, built by nature for herfelf, 

Againft infe^ioii, and thes^d of war ^ 

This 
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This liappy breed of men, this little world ; 

This precious ftone fet in the filvcr fea, 

Which ferves it in the ofRcc of a wall, 

Or as 'a vioat dvfcniive to a houfc, 

Againft the envy of lels happier lands, 

England, bound in with the triumphant fea, 
W^hofe rocky Iht'rc be^ts back the envious fiege 
Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with (liamc, 
With inky blots, and rotten parchment-bonds ; 
That England, that was wont to conquer others. 
Hath made a lhameful conqudl of itillf. 

Gritf, j 

Each fubftance of a gritf hath twenty (hadows, 
Which Ihevj like grief iifelf, but arc not ib : 

For forrow’s eye, glazed with blinding tears, 
Divides one tiling entire to many objc^s ; 

Like pcrlpcftivcs, which, rightly gaz’d upon, 
Shew noticing but confuiion ; c)cd awry, 

Diltinguilh form. 

HoJiC ilccelifitL 

I will dcfpair, and be at enmity 
With cozening hope; he is a fljtiercr, 

A iwrafite, a teeper-bark of death, 

^Vhf) gently would diftoivc the bands of life, 
Wliich fallc hope lingers in extremity. 

# • Pro^nwji/i's of IP^at , 

The bay-trees in onr country all arc wither’d, 
, And meteors friglit the fixed liars of heaven ; 
The palc-facM moon looks bloody on the earth ; 
And lean -look’d prophets whifper fearful change; 
Rich men look iad, and ruffians dance and leap. 

Richard to England^ on bis AmvaL 
As a long-parted mother with her child 
Plays fondly with her tears, and finiles in meeting; 
So weeping, fmiling, greet I thee, my earth, 

And do thee favour with my royal hands. 

Feed not thy fovercign’s foe, my gentle earth, 
Nor with thv fweets comfort bis rav’nous fenfe : 
But let thy fpiders, that fuck up thy venom, 

And heavy-gaited toads, lie in their way ; 

Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet 
Which with ufurping fteps do ti ample thee. 
Yield Hinging nettles to mine enemies : 

And when they from thy liofom pluck a flowV, 
Guard it, I pray thee, with a lurking adder ; 
Whofe double tongue may with a mortal touch 
Throw ideath upon thy fuvcrci^’s envies. 
Mock not mv fenfetefs conjuratioo ; 

ThA earth mall have a feeling, and thefe Hones 
Prove armed foldkrs, ere her native king 
Shall falter under foul rebellious arms. 

72k Sud fifing after a dark Nights 

^liiat, when the fearchtng eye of heaven is hid 
Behind the and lights the lower world, 
Then thi^^^and roblfm ranp abroad unfeen, 
In mu^m, and m outrage, bloody here', 

But w&u from under this terreftnal Mi 
He 6st^ the proud pf the ealHem pines, 

And darts his light through evety guilty hole, 
Then fl^urders, tmafons, iiA demed Bus, 


M A T 1 C. 

I The elwk of night being pluck’d frem of tliJf 
backs, 

Stand bare and naked, trembling at thimfilvcs f 
On the ydniiy of Power, and Mihy of Ksng*^ 
No matter where ; of comfort no num fpc.ik ; 
Let’s talk of graves, of worms, and cpitajiUs; 
Make duH our paper, and with rainy eyes 
Write forrow on the bolbm of the (;aith. 

Let's chufe executors, and talk of uilU ; 

Ami yet not fo — for what can we bequeath, 

Save our dcpofcd bodies to i!ic ground • 

Our lands, cur lives, and all, are Bolingbrt kc v 
And nothing can we call < ur own, but death; 

And that fmall model of rlic barren earth, 

W l.ich ferves as palle and cover to our bones. 

I’’(»r heaven’s fake, let us fit upon the ground. 

And tell fad ftorics of the death of kings; 

How fome have been depos'd, fonic flain in war; 
S<nnc haunted by the gl oHs ihcy have depos’d ; 

Sf me pin lim’d by their wives, fome llceping kill’d ; 
All inuider’d : — I'or within the hollow ciouo 
That rounds the mortal temples of a king, 

ICetys Death his court : and there the antic fits. 
Scoffing his Ihte, and gi inning at his pomp;. 
Allowing him a breath, a little Iccnc 
To morarchizc, be fear’d, and kill wUh looks; 
InfuHng him with felf and vain conceit; 

As if this fleffi, which walls about our life. 

Were brafs impicgnablc ; pnd, humour’d thus. 
Comes at the liH, and with a little pin 
Bores through liis caHlc walls,and— farcwcl kin/ ’ 
Coyer Youi heads, and mock not f?clh and bUiil 
Witii folcmn revVence ; throw aw'ay rcfpfa, 
riadiiion, form, and ceremonious duty.*. 

For you Iiavc but miftook me all this while : 

1 live with bread like you, feel want, uHc grlcF^ 
Need fiiends : — lubjcclcd thus, 

How can you fay to me— I anj a king } 

Mehmcboly Stories* 

In winter’s tedious r.i’ghu, fu by the fire. 

With gold oUl folks, and let them tell thee tilci 
Of wot’ul ages long ago betid : 

And, ere thou bid good night, to quit their grief, 
Tell thou the laiTienrabltf'fall of me, 

And fend tlie hearers weeping to their beds. 

A Defriptiwi of BoUngbroke' s and RiebaseCsEnt.y 
into London* 

Then, as I faid, the duke, great Boltngbrukc, 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery Heed, 

Which his afpiring rider rccm*d to kuow-f- 
With flow, but Hatcly pace, kept on his courffi; 
While all tongues cned, God lave thee, Poiiiu- 
brokc! ^ 

Y ou would have thought the very windows-fpake,. 
So many greedy looks of young and old ‘ * 
Through cafcmctits darted their deling cycf 
Upon his viiage ; and that alt the wallf, 

With painted imag’ry, had faid at once, 

Jefu prcferyc theo! welcome Bolingbfokc ? / 
WhilH he, from one fide to the other turning, 
Bare*hciedcd, lower tKan his proud Heed's iicckj/ 
Befpoke them thank you, countrymim tf 

And thue Hill doing, ite be pisfli’i alftrtgi- * 
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l)ucb* Alas, poor Richard \ where rides he the 
while ? 

Tori. As \tk a theatre the eyes of men, 

After a well -grac’d aflor leaves the (iage, 

Are idly bent on him that enters next. 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious : 

Even fo, or with much more contempt, men’s eyes 
Did fcowl on Richard ; no man ci icd, God fave him; 
No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home ; 
But duft was thrown upon his facred head $ 
Which with fuch gentle forrow he ihook.o^. 

His face ftill combating with tears and finilcs, 
The badges of his grief and patience-*^ 

That had not God, for fornc ftrong purpofe, ftocIM 
The hearts of men, they muftperfoice have melted, 
And barbarifm itfclf have pitied him. 

Violels, 

Who are the violets now, 

Thatftre\v the green lap of the new-come Ipring ? 

King RichfniCs Solihfu^ in Prifon, 

1 have been ftudying hotv 1 may compare 
This prifon, where 1 live, unto the world : 

And, for bccaufc the world is populous, 

And here is not a creature but mylclf, 

I cannot do it— yet I’ll hammer it out. 

My brain Til prove the female to my foul ; 

My foul, the father : and thcle two beget 
A generation of ftiil-breeding thoughts. 

And thefc fame thoughts people this little world ; 
In humours, like the people of this world, 

For no thought is contented— 

Thoughts tending to content, flatter thcmfclvcs 
That they are not the firft of fortune’s (laves. 
Nor (hall not be the laft; like filly beggars. 
Who, fitting in the ftocks, refuge their fhamc — 
That many have, and others mull fit there : 

And in this thought they find a kind of cafe. 
Bearing their own misfortune on the back 
Of fuch as have before endur’d the like. 

Thus play 1, in one prifon, many people. 

And none contented. Sometimes am £ a king ; 
Then treafon makes me wifh myfclf a beggar j 
And fo I am ; then crufhing penury 
Ferfuades me I was better when a king; 

Then am I king’d again : and, by and by, • 
Think that I am unking’d ^ Bolingbrokc, 

And ftraight am nothing. — But, whate’er I am, 
Nor I, nor any man, that but man is, 

With nothing (hail be pleas’d, till he be cas’d 
With being nothing.— 


f 31 . THE LIFE AND DEATH OF KING 
RICHARD III. SHAKS PHARE. 

Richard^ w bis own Deformty, 

are our brows bound with vidlorious 
wreaths; * 

Our bruifed arms hung up for monuments ; 

Our ftern alarums chang’d to meny meetings ; 
Our dreadful marches to delightful meafuies. 


Grim-vifag’d war hath fmooth’d his wrinkled 
front; 

And new — intfeSd of mounting barbed Heeds 
To fright the fouls of fearful advcrfaricc— 

He capers nimbly in a lady's chambej;, ^ 

To tlic lafeivious pleafing of a lute, 

But 1, that am not fhap’d for fpoitivc tricks, 

Nor made to court an am’jrous looking-glafs ; 

I, that am rudely flampt, and want love’s itlajcHy, 
To 111 ut before a wanton, ambli-.g nymph ; ' 

I, that am curtail’d of this fair proportion, 
Cheated of feature by diilcmbling nature. 
Deform’d, unfinifh’d, fent before my time 
Into this breathing world, fcarce iialf made up, 
And that fo lamely and unfalhionable, 

That dog? bark at me as I halt by them— 

Why I, in this meek piping time of peace, 

Have no delight to pats away the time, 

Unlefs to fpy my Ihadovv in rhe fun. 

And defca-u on my own deformity : 

And therefore — fince I cannot prove a lover, 

To entertain thefe fair, wcll-fpoken days— 

I am determined to prove a villain. 

And hate the idle plcafurcs of thefe days. 

Richarct s Lo'Ve for Lady Anne, 

Thofc eyes of thine from mine have drawn fait 
teais, * * 

Sham’d their afpefls with (iorc of childilli drops ; 
Thefe eyes, which never Ihed rcmorfcful tear— , 
Not, when my father York and Edward wept, 

To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made, 
When black-fac’d Clifford (hook his fword at him; 
Nor when thy warlike farher, like a child, 

Told the fad (lory of my father’s death ; 

And twenty times made paufc, to fob, and weep, 
That all the ftanders-by had wet their cheeks, 
Like trees bedalh’d with rain ; in that fad lime. 
My manly eyes did fcorn an humble tear ; 

And what thefe forrows could not thence exhale, 
Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with weep- 
[ never fued to friend, nor enemy ; 

My tongue could ncx'er learn Iwcct Ibothingword; 
But now thy beauty is propos’d my fee, 

My proud heart fues, and prompts my tongue to 
fpcak. 

On bis (non Pajon, after bis fuaefsful Addrejfesm 
My dukedom to a beggarly denier, . . ^ 

I do mifi^c my perfon all this wiiile : • 

Upon my riti;^ll)e find.*, altltough I cannot, 

Mylelf to be a marvellous pioper man. . » 
ril be at charges for a looking-glafs ; 

And entertain a fcore or two of taylors. 

To (ludy faihions to adorn my body : 

Since I am crept in favour with myfcli^,^. 

I will maintain it with Ibme little coft* 

^een Margaret's Execration, 

The worm of jpEience ftill begnaW thy foul! 
Thy friends fufpfflFfor traitors while tno^: liv’ft. 
And take deep naitor^ for thy deareft frieuds ! 

No llecp dole up that deadly cyj^of thine? ^ 

Unlefs It be vi hcri fomc tormenting dream 
Afthghes thee with <1 iicil of ugly devilt 1 

The* 
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Thou elvilh-markM, abortive, rooting hog ! 

Thou that waft ical’J in thy nativity 
The flavc of nature, and the fon of hell ' 

Thou flajdcr of thy heavy mother’s womb ! 

•Thou Irathed iffuc of thy father's loins ! 

Thou rag of honour, thou detefted— 

'• HigbBhth. 

I was born fo high, 

Our aiCfy buildeth in the cedar’s top, 
xAnd dallies with the wind, and fcorns the lun. 
Riebaref s Hypocrify. 

But then I figh, and, with a piece of feripturg, 
Tell them that God bids us do good for evil: 

And thus I clothe my naked villany 
With old odd ends, ftolen forth of holy writ. 

And feem a faint, when moft 1 play the devil. 

Clarcnce'7*t>ream. 

Brak, What was your dream, my lord ? I pray 
you tell me. PTower, 

Chir, Meihouglit, that I had broken fiom the 
And was embark'd to crofs to Burgundy ; 

And, in my company, my bi other Glo’llcr; 

Who from my cabin tempted me to walk 
Upon the hatches : thenee we look’d toward 
. England, 

And cited up a thoufand heavy times, 

During the wars of York and Lancaftcr, 

That had bcfdlen us. As we pac’d along 
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches, 

Ahought that Glo’ftcr tumbled; and, in falling, 
Struck me, that thought to ftay him, overboard, 
Into tlic tumbling billows of the main. 

O Lord' methought, what pain it was to drown! 
What dreadful noije of water in my cars \ 

What fights of ugly death within mine eyes ! 
Methought 1 faw a thoufand fearful wrecks ; I 
A thoufand men that filhes gnaw’d upon ; ^ 

Wedges^f gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl, 
Incftimable Hones, unvalued jewels. 

All fcatter’d in the bottom of the* fea. 

Some lay in dead men’s Ikulls j and, in thofe holes, 
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept 
(As 'twerc in fcorn of eyes) reflcAing gems, 
That woo’d the (limy bottom of the deep. 

And mock’d the dead bones that lay fcattcr’d by. 

BraJt, Had you fuch leifurc in the time of death 
T^ gaze upon thefc Iccrcts of the deep ? 

Methought I had; and often did I drive 
To yield <hc ghod : but dill the enviou^ Hood 
Kept in my foul, and would not let it torth 
To fuJd-thc empty, vad, and wand’ring air; 

But fmothcr’d it within my panting bulk, 

Which almod burft to bclcli it in the fea. 

Bwk. Awak’d you not with this fore agony ? 
C7/gr. G.i-o, my dream was lengthen’d after life; 
began the temped to my foul ! 

X pafs’d, methought, the melancholy dood. 

With that grim ferry-man which poets write of, 
Unto thej^ngdom of perpetual night. 

The AtiBQkat there ^d greet my drangef foul, 
Wasmy^rcat father-in-law, renowned Warwick; 
Wlio cried alou#^“ What fcouree for perjury 
Can this dark moifarchy afford falfe Clarence ?’• 
And fo he vanift’d. Then came waiid’ring by 


A diadow like an angel, with bright hair 
Dabbled in blood ; and he Ihriek’d out aloud— 

“ Clarence is come, falfe. Heeling, perjurid Cla* 

“ rcncc— 

“ That dabb’d me in the field by Tcwklbury; 
Seize on him, furies, take him to your cer^ 
“ ments 1” 

With that, methought, a legion of foul fiends 
Jnviron’d me, and howled in mine ears 
Such hideous cries, that, with the very noife 
r trembling wak’d ; and^ for a feafon after, 

Could not believe but that 1 was in hell ; 

Such terrible imprcllion made iny dream. 

BraJt, No marvel, lord, that it affriglited you; 

I am afraid, methinks, to hear you lell it. 

CJur. O, Brakenbury, I have done thofe things 
That now give evidence againd my foul, 

For Edward’s fake; and fee how he requites me I 
O God ! if my deep pmyers cannot appeafe thee. 
But thou wilt be aveng’d on my mifdccds, 

Y cf execute thy wrath on me alone ; 

0 fpare my guiltlcfs wife, and my ^loor children f 

Sorrow. 

Sorrow breaks fcafons and repofing hours, 
Makes the night morning, and the noon-tida night. 
0) ratnefsy its Cares* 

Princes have but their titles for their glories, 

; An outward honour for an inward toil ; 

1 And, for unfclt imaginations. 

They often feel a world of rcdlcfs cares ; 

So that, between their titles and low name, 
There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 
Dtuhtjs of York on Misfortunes of her I'of/tiiy* 
Accurfed and unquiet wrangling days I 
How many of you have mine eyes beheld! 

My huiband lod his life to get the crown. 

And often up and down my foiis were tofs’d. 

For me to joy and weep their gain and lofs : , 
And being feated, and domcdic broils 
Clean overblown, thcmfelvcs, the conqueron. 
Make war upon chcmfclvcs ; brother to brother, 
Blood to blood, (elf againd felf O prepoderous 
And frantic outrage ^ end thy damned fplccn^ 
Or let me die, to look on death no more. 

Deceit. 

Ah! that deceit diou Id deal fuch gentle IhnpeS; 
And with a virtuous vizor hide deep vice f 
Submijfion to Heaven^ our Duty* 

In common worldly things, 'tis call’d ungrateful. 
With dull unwillingncfs to pay a debt, 

Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent % 
Much more, to be thus oppofite with Heaven, 
For it requires the royal debt it lent you. 

^be y^anity ofYrufl in Mart. 

O momentary grace of mortal men. 

Which we more hunt for than the grace of GodI 
Who builds hjs hope in air of your fi^ir looks. 
Lives like a drunken Tailor on a mad ; 

Ready, with every nod, to tumble down 
Into the fatal bowels of the deep. 

Contemplation. 

When holy and devout religious men 
Arc at their beads, 'tis hard to draw them thcnccf 
So Tweet is zealous cooreinplation. 

% biferiptM 
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Defcription of the Murder of the Hooyomg Pri/tces 
in the lower. 

The tyrannous and blocdy aft is done ; 

The moft arch-deed of plreinis mairacrc, 

That ever yet this land was guilty of. 

Dighton, and Forreft, whom 1 did i’uborn 
To do this piece of ruthlcfs butchery, 

Albeit they were flelh’d \illaini., bloody dogs. 
Melting with tcnderncTs and mild companion, 
Wept like two children, in their death’s lad ftory. 
“ O thus,” quoth Dighton, “lay thcgt ntle babes; * 
** Thus, thus,*’ quotii Forreft, “ girdling one niio- 
“ Within their alabafter innocent arms ; [thcr 
** Their lips were four red roles on a Italk, 

“ Which, in thcirl\immcrheauty,kifVdt;;u:hother. 
** A book of prayers on their pillv»v l.iv; [mind; 
** Whichoncc,*’quothForreft,“almoftchrjig\liny 
But, O the devil:*’ — there the villain Itopt. 
When Dighton thus tohlon-r“ We linothcred 
“ The moft replenifhcd Iwct t work of nWurc, 
That, from the prime creation, e’er Ihe fram’d.” 
Hence both are gone with confcicncc and renu>rlc: 
They could not fpcak ; and fo I left them both 
To Scar thefe tidings to the bloody king. 

Exped/iioti, 

Come — I have learn ’d that fearful commenting 
Is leaden fervitor to dull delay ; 

Delay Irads impotent and fnaiUpac’d beggary : 
Then fiery expedition be my w ing, 

Jove’s Mercury, and herald for a king ' 

Sateen Mtr.'gareP i V.vlrohuion. 

I call’d thec th.cn, poor (hadow, painted queen; 
One heav’d ahigh to be hurl’d down below : 

A mother only mock'd with two fair babes ; 

A dream of what thou waft ; a gaiifli Hag, 

To be the aim of cv’ry dang’rous Ihot j 
A Cgn of dimity, a breath, a bubble ; 

A queen in jeft, only to till the fccne. 

Where is thy hufband now? where ’uc thy brothers? 
Where be thy two fons ? wherein doft thou joy ? i 
Who lues, and kneels, and Uys, God favx the 
queen ? 

Where be the bending peers that flatter’d thee? 
Where be the t|ironging troops thatfollo\y’dihcc' 
Decline all this, and I'ee what now thou art. 

For happy wife, a moft diftrefted widow ; 

For joyful mother, one that wails the name ; 

For one being fued to, one that humbly fues j 
For queen, a" very caitiff crown’d with care; 

For one that fcorn’d at me, now fcorn’d of me; 
For one being fear’d of all, now fearing one; 

For one commanding all, obey’d of none. 

Thus ^ ^“the courle of jufticc wheel’d about, 
And but a very prey to time ; 

Havingllb more but thought of what thou wert, 
To^irture thee the more, being Avhat thou art. 

His Mother^ s CbaraSier of King Kichcerd, 

Tetchy and wayward was tlw infancy ; 

Thy fchool-days frightful, dclp’ratc, wild, and 
furious ; [turous ; 

,Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and ven- 
Thy age confirm’d, proud, fubtle, fly, and bloody. 
3 


Hope, 

True Hope is fwift, and flics with fwallows 
wings ; 

Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatwres kings. 

A jint Vyjening, • 

The weary fun hath made a golden fet; 

And, by the bright track of his fiery car, 

Gives token of a goodly dajr to-morrow. ^ 

I)ii\-brt ak. ' 

The fileiitlibuis fteal on. 

And flaky darknels breaks within the call. 
Richmond's Prayer, 

O thou ! whofe captain 1 account myfelf, 

Look on my forces with a giacious eye ; 

Put in their hands thy bruifing irons f>f wrath, 
'i'hat they may crulli dt>wn with a heavy fall 
I’lie ufurping helmets of our adverfarics ! 

Make us thy minifttrs of chaftifernenr, 

I'liat we may praife rhcc m thy viftory ? 

To thee I do commend my watchful foul, 

Kre 1 let fall the windows of mine eyes ; 

Ski ping, and waking, O defend me ftill ! 

Richard Jiardn^ ani qi his Dream. 

Give nil another horfe — bind up my wounds— 
Hnve inert y, jefu ! — Soft, I did but dream. 

0 coward conlciencc, how doft thoii afilift mef 
The lights burn blue — is it not dead midnight ? 
Cold fearful drops ftand on my trembling fldh. 
Wh.’.r do 1 fear ? mylUf ? theic’s none die by.’ 

Confcitncc. 

CoTil’ilencc is but a word t’tat cowards ufe, 
Devis’d at lirl't'to keep the ftrong in awe. 

Richard before tbe Battle, 

A tuourand hearts arc great within my bofom. 
Adv«mce our ftandards, I’tt upon our foes; 

Our umfi(*nt word of courage, fair St. George, 
Iiifpirc Ub with the fplccn of fiery dragons ! 

Upon them ! viftory fits on our helms. 

Alarum, Enter King Ruhard. 

K. Riihafd. A horl’c ! a horfe ! my kingdom 
for a horfe ! 

Caitjh. Withdraw, my lord, I’ll help you t# 
a horfe. 

K, Richard. Slave, I have fet my life upon a Caft, 
And 1 will ftand the* hazard of the dye : 

1 think there be fix Richmonds in the field: ^ 
Five have I flain to-day, inftcad of him. 

A horliS ! a horfe ! my kingdom for a horfe ! 

f^Exeunt, 


§33. ROMEO AND- JULIET. 

ShaII' PEARE. 

Love. 

T OVE isa fmoke rais’d with the fume of fighs; 
" Being purg’d, a fire fparkling in lovers eyes; 
Being vex d, a fea nourifh’d with lovhjs tears ; 
What is it elfc ? a madnefs moft diftniv;* 

A choaking gall, and a preferving fvvect# 

On Dreanrk, 

O then, I fee, queen Mab hath been with you. 
She is the faiiies' midwife, and flic comes 


In 
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In lliapc no bigger than an agate (lone 
On the fore-fingi.r of an alderman, 

Drawn with a ream of little atomies, 

,Athwallt men's notes as they lie adeep : 

Her waggon fpokes made of loiig^fpinners legs ; ' 
The cover, of the wings of gratslioppers ; 

The traces, of the fmalled fpidcr's web ; 

The collars, of the moonlhine’s wat*ry beams : 
Her Vhip, of cricket’s bone; the lath, of film; 

. Her waggoner, a (mall grey-coated gnat, 

Kot half To big as a round little worm, 

Prick’d fiom the lazy finger of a maid : . 

Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut, 

Made by the joiner Iquirrcl, or old grub, 

Time out of mind the fairies’ coach-makers. 

And in this Hate the gallops night by night. 
Thro* lovers brains, and then they dream of love ; 
On courtiers knees, that dream on curtfies 
ftraight ; 

O’er lawyers fingers, who ftraight dream on fees; 
O’er ladies lips, svho ftraight on kiffes dicam, 
Which ofr the angry Mab N\ith blifters plaj'ues, 
Ikcaufe tlieir breaths withfwectnicats tainted arc. 
bometime flic gallops o’er a courtier’s nole, 

And then dreams he of fmelling out a fuit: 

And fomciimcs comes (lie with a tythc-pig’s tail, 
Tickling a parfon's nofe as a lies allcep, 

Then dreams he of another benefice : 

Sometime flic driveih o’er a foldier’s neck, 

*AiuI then he dreams of cutting foreign throats, 
Of breaches, ambufeadoes, Spanilli blades, 

Of licalths five fathom deep; and then anon 
Drums in his ear, at which he ftirts and wakes; 
And, being thus frighted, fwcars a prayer orttvo, 
And llecps again. This is that very Mab 
That plats the manes of horfes in the night ; 

And bikes the elf-locks in foul iluttifli hairs, 
Which, once untangled, much misroituiic bodes. 
This is^he hag, when maids lie on their backs. 
That preffes them, and learns them firll to bear, 
Making them women of good carriage. 

This is (he 

Rom. Peace, peace, Mcrcvitio, peace j 
Thou,Ktlk’ft of nothing. 

True, I talk of dreams : 

Which are tlic children of an idle brain, 

Begot ci nothing but vain phantafy ; 

Which is as thin of lubftance as the air ; 

And more inconftant than thc*wind, who W'Oos 
Ev’n novv the frozeii bolbm of the north, 

And befng anger’d, putfs aw^ay from theucc, 
Turning his face to the dew-dropping fouth, 

J BSkuty deferibed. 

O, flic doth teach the toiclies to burn bright I 
It feems (lie hangs upon the check of night, 
Likrwa rica jewel in an ALthiop’s ear; 

Beauty too rich for ufc, for earth too dear ! 

(hews a fnowy dove trooping with crows, 

As yonder lady o’er her fellows (hews 
!^be Coux^ip between Romeo and Juliet, in the 
, Garden. 

. ^^^Enter Romeo. 

Rom, He jeft^&cars, that never felt a wound — 
But, foft !. thro’ yonder wwdoW' breaks 


It is the eaft, and Juliet is the fun 1 

[Julut appears abo-ve at the nvindow, 
Arife, fair lun, and kill the cMivious muon, 

Who is already fick and pale with grief, 

.That thou her maid ait far more fjir than flic. 

Be not her maid, fince flic is envious ; 

Her veftal livtiy is but fick and green, 

And none but lools do wear it ; cad it off— 

She (peaks, yet (he (ays nothing ; what of that > 
Her eye^diicourfes, 1 will anlwer it. 

I am too bohl, ’tis not to me (he fpeaks : 

Two of the faireft ftars in all the heaven. 

Having fome bufincls, do curreaf licr e\es 
Fo twinkle in their (pliercs till they return. 
What if her eyes were there, thev in her head ? 
The brightnel's of her check would fhamc thofe 
liars. 

As da\ light doth a lamp ; her eye in heaven, 
Would till o’ the -airy region ftream fo blight, 
That birds would (ing, and think it were not 
night. 

See, how (he leans her check upon her hand I 
O, that I were a glove upon that hand, 

Thjit I miglit touch that check ! 

JuL Ah me ’ 

Ro?ft. Silt* (peaks — • 

O, fpeak again, bright angel ’ for thou art 
As glorious to this night, being o’er my head^ 

As is a wfinged meifengf r of heaven, 

Unto the white upturned woiid’ring eyes 
Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him, 

When he beftridis the lazy-pacing clouds, 

And fails upon the bofoni of the air. 

Jid. O Ro’nco, Romeo ^ — wliercfore art tho.i 
Deny thy father, and refufe thy name: [RoniwO? 
Or, if thou wilt not, be but fn^orn iny love, 

And f’ll no longer bi- a Capukt, 

Rom. Shall I hear move, or (hall I fpeak at 
tliis - \Aftde, 

Jnl. ’Tis but thy name that is my enemy — 

What’s in a name ? that wliich wc call a role. 

By any other name would fmell as iweet; 

So Romeo would, were hj nor Romeo call’d, 
Rf'tain that dear perfetiion which he owes, 

I Without that title ; Romeo, doff thy name; 

And for that name, w'hich i^ ivi part of thee, 
Take all myfclf. 

Rom* I take thee at thy word • 

Call nic but love, and I’ll be new baptiz'd; 
Henceforth I never will he Romeo. 

Jul. What man art thou, that, thus bcfcrcen’dl 
in night. 

So ftumbicft on my courJbl } 

Rom. By a name 

r know not how to tell thee v l;o I arfi ; 

My name, dear faint, is hateful to myfelf, 

Bccaufc it is an enemy to thee ; 

Had I it written, I would tear the word. 

Jut. My ears have not yet drunk a hundred 
words 

Of that tongue's utterance, yet I know the (bund ; 
Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague ? 

Rem. Neither, fair faint, if citUer^tiiee diflike. 
h Jui. 



ELEGANT EXTRACTS, Book IH. 


Jul* How cam’ft thou hithcri tell me ? and 
wherefore ? 

The orchard walls are high, and hard to climb ; 
And the place death, conlidcring who thou art, 
If any of my kinfmen find thee here, 

Rom» With love’s light wings did I o’er-perch 
thefe walls ; 

For ftony limits cannot hold love out : 

And what love can do, that dares love attempt ; 
Therefore thy kinfmen are no let to me. 

yuL If they do ite thee, they will murder thee. 
Koni* Alack ' there lies more peril in thine eye. 
Than twenty of their fwords; look thou but fwcet. 
And I am proof againft tlieir enmity. 

Juh I would not for the world they faw thee 
here. [fight- 

"Rom, I have night’s cloak to liidc me from their 
And', but thou love me, let them find me here j 
’My life were better ended by their hate, 

Tlian death piorogued, wanting <»f thy love. 

JuL I^y wliofc direftion fouiid’ft thou out thii 
place ? 

Rofft. By love, that firfi: did prompt me to cn- 
IIc lent me counfcl, and I lent him eyes- [quire; 
1 am no pilot; ytt wert thou as far 
As that \all fhore wafii'd with the fartheft fea, 

I would adventure for fuch mirchandi'/c . 

Jul- I'hou know*ft, the malk of night is on 
rny face ; 

Elfc would a maiden blufh bepaint my cheek, 
For tlvat which thou had heaid me fpeak to-night. 
Fain would I dwell on form; fain, fain deny 
What I have fpoke ; but f.ncwel, compliment! 

thou love me? 1 know thou wilt lay Ay, 
And I will take thy word : — yet, if thou fwcar'ft, 
Thou mayft prove filfc; at lovers perjuries. 
They fay, Jove laughs. O gentle Romeo, 

If thou deft love, pronounce it faithfully ; 

O:, if thou think’d I am too quickly won, 

I’ll frown, and be perverfe, and fay thee nay^ 

Bo thou wilt woo; but elle not for the world. 

In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond ; 

And therefore thou mayft think my ’liavlour light: 
But truft me, gentleman, I’ll prove more true 
Than tho.Q: that have more cunning to be ftrangc. 
T ihould have been more ftrangc, I muft coafcls. 
Bat that thou ovcrhcard’ft, ere I was ’ware, 

My true love’s palfion ; therefore pardon me; 
And not impute this yielding to light love, 
Which the dark night hath fo difeuvered. 

Rom. Lady, by yonder blcfled moon I vow, 
Tliat tips with filver all thefe fruit-tree tops — 
Jul. O fwcar not by the moon, th’ inconftant 
moon, 

That monthly changes in her circled orb. 

Left that thy love prove likcwife variable, 

Rom% What lhall t fwcar by ? 

JuL Do not fwear at all— 

Or, if thou wik, fwcar by thy gracious felf, 
Wlilch is the god of my idolatry, 

And ril btlieve thee. 

Rein. Jf my hcarr’s dear love— — 

Jul. Well, do not fwear: altho’ I j<y in thee, 
I have no joy of this contradf to-night; 


It is too rafli, too unadvis’d, too fuddeu ; 

Too like the lightning, which doth ceafe to be 
F>c one can fiy, it lightens— fwcet, good- night! 
This bud of love, by fummer's rip<*iiing breath. 
May prove ;* beauteous flow’r when neat we meet. 
Good-night, good-night ' — as fweet repofeand reft 
Come to thy Juart, as that within my brt).”ft* 

Rom. O, wilt thou leave me lb uiifat^fied ? 
Jul, What fatisfadlion canft thou IiaVc to- 
night » 

Rom, The exchange of thy love’s faithful vow 
for mine- ' ' 

JuL 1 gave thee mine before thou didft rcqutft it: 
And yet 1 would it were to give again. 

Rom. W'ouldft thou withdraw it? For what 
purpofe, love ^ 

Jul. But to 1)0 frank, and give it thee again. 
And yet I wilh but for the thing 1 have : 

My bounty is as boimdlefs as the fea, 

My love as deep ; the more I give to thee. 

The more I have, for both arc infinite. 

1 hear fomc noife williin; dear love, adieu f 

[ Nurfe calls ^within* 
Anon, good nurfe’ — Sweet Montague, be true. 
Stay but a little, I will come again. lExit. 

Rom. O bleifcd, blelfecl night ! T am afeard. 
All this is but a dream I hear and fee; 

Too llarteriiig 1‘wcct to he fubftantial. 

Re-enter Juliet above. 

Jul. Three words, dear Romeo, and good-night 
indeed. 

If that thy bent of love be honoiiiabJc, 

Tby purpolc marriage, fend me word to-morrovy, 
By one that I’ll procure to come to thee, 

Where, and what time, tliou wilt perform the rite ; 
And all my fortunes at thy foot I’ll lavj 
And follow thee my lord throughout the world. 

Madam! 

I come anon— But if thou mean’ll: not well, 

I do befeech thee — [IFitbin: Madam!] By ami 
by 1 come 

To ceafe thy fuit, and leave me to my grief: 
To-morrow will I fend. 

Rom, So thiivc iny foul. ^ ^ 

Jill. A thoufand times good*night ’ 

Rom, A thoufaiul times the worfe to want thy' 
light. » 

Enter Juliet again, 

Jul. IJift’ Romeo, hift! O, for a faulcoper’s voice, 
'I'o lure this talltl-gcntlc ba(!k again ! 

Bondage is hoarfe, and may not I'pcak aloud $ 

Elfc would I tear the cave where Echo lies, 

And make her airy tongue more hoarfe than mine. 
With repetition of my Romeo’s name. 

Rom. It is my foul that calls upon my name r 
How filver fwcet found lovers tongues by nigU(, 
Like fofteft mufic to attending ears I 
Jul, Romeo ’ 

Rom, Madam. 

Julm At what o’clock to-morfow 
Slvdl I fend to thee ? ' 

Rom, At the hour of nine. 4^ .• 

Jul. I will not fail; ’ik twen^';car8 till then.-* 
I have forgot why I did call thee* b^ack. 

5 ^ R^m. 
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^Rom, Let me ftand here till thou remember it. 
Jut, I Ifeall forget, to have thee ftillftand there, 
l^ememb’ring how T love thy company. 

- And ril IbU (lay, to have thee ftill forget. 

Forgetting any ot!\er home but this. 

JuL 'Tisalmoft morning, T would have theegone: 
AfttT^t no furtlv^r than a wanton’s birdj 
Wht^ltls it hop a liai^Jrom her hand, 

Like acoor ptifoner inhis twilled gyves, 

And wi\h a thread plucks it back again, 
Walous of his liberty. 

Rom, 1 would 1 were thy bird. 
yuL Sweet, lb would I j 
Yet 1 fliould kill thee with much cherifliing. 
Good-night, good-night! Parting is fuch I’weet 
forrow. 

That I (hall fay good-niglit, till it be morrow. 

lExit, 

Leave's Heralds. 

Love’s heralds Ihould be thouglus. 

Which ten times fafter glide than the fun-beams. 
Driving back lhadows over lowring hills : 
Therefore do nimblc-pinioii’d cloves draw love, 
And thercfoic hath the wind-fwift Cupid wings. 
Violent Delights not lajiing. 

Tliefc violent delights have violent ends. 

And in their triumph die; like fire and powder. 
Which, as they kil’s, conlbnic. 

Lovers light of Foot. | 

O, lb liglit a foot ' 

Will ne’er wear out the cverUfiing flint : j 

A lover may bellride the goflamours, 

That idle in the wanton fiimmer air, 1 

And yet not fall ; fo light is vanity. I 

J Lover's Impatience. 

Gallop apace, you fiery -footed Heeds, 

To Pheebus’ maniionj fuch a waggoner , 

As PJ^ocron would wliip you to the weft, 
ATT^I^ring in cloudy wighi immediately. 

Spread thy dole curtain, love-performing night ! 
7'hat run-aways eyes may wink ; and Romeo 
Leap to thefe arms, nntalk'd of, and unfeen ! 
Lovcrjv P^au fee to do their am’rous rites 
By tttirir own beauties : or, if love be blind, 
it beft agrees with night. 

Romeo, on his Bamjhm‘>nt. 

Rom. Ha' banilhment' be merciful, fay death: 
For exile.hath more terror in his look 
Than d.eatlt, much more : do not fay banifliment. 

Fri. Hence from Verona art thou banilhed: 

Be patient, for the w.^'rld is broad and wide. 

Rom. There is no world without Verona walls, 
But purgatory, torture, hell iifelf. 
llcncc banilhed, is banifli’d from the world, 

And world’s exile is death ; then banifliment 
fs death mifterm’d : calling death banifliment. 
Thou cutt’^ my head off with a golden axe, 
*^And fmin^^upon the ftroke that murders me. 

g<M eadlv fin * O rude unthankfuftftfs ! 
Thv talj^ur law calls death ; but the kind prince, 
.Taking thy hath rufti’d afidc the law, 

And turn’d thwjjjffack word death to banifliment: 
This is dear^ercy, and thou feed it not. 


Rom. *Tis torture, and Rotmcrcy: heaven is here, 
Where Juliet lives; ami every cat, and dog, 

And little moule, every unworthy tiling, 

Live lierc in heaven, and may look o.\ licr, 
lint Romeo may not. Xvlorc validi v, 

More honouiable Hate, inoic courtfhip lives 
In cairiOn flits, than Romeo*: tiiey ir\iy fc’ue 
On *hc white wonder of deai juhet's hand, 

And Heal immortal hlcHing from her lips ; 

But Romeo may not, he is |)anilhcd ! 

Hadtt thou no poifon mix’d, no fliarp-ground knife, 
No fudJeo mean of death, though near fo rlitaii^ 
But— ^banifhtd— to kill me j baniflied ? 

0 friar, the damned ufe that woici in liell ; 
Howlings attend it : how hail tboii the heart, 
Being a divine, a ghoflly confcllbr, 

A fin abfolvcr, and my friend profefl, 

To mangle me with that word — banifliment ? 

Fri. Thou fond madman, hear me bur fpeak a 
word 

Rosn. O, thou wilt fpeak again of banifliment I 
Fri. 1 ’ll give tlicc armour to keep off th«t word; 
Adverfity’s fweet iiiiLk, philofophy, 

To comrort thee, though thou art baniflied, 

Rom. Y et baniflied ? hang up philolbpiiy 1 
Unltfs philofophy can make a Juliet, 

Difplant a town, reverfe a prince’s doom, 

It helps not, it prevails not; talk no mo»e, 

Fri. O then 1 fee that madmen have no ears. 
Rom. How flioulcl they, when that wife men 
have no eyes > 

Fri. Let me difputc with thee of thy eftate. 
Rom* Thou canft not IJieak of what thou doft 
not feel : 

Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy love. 

An hour but married, Tybah murdered, 

Doating like me, and like me baniJhtd, 

Then iniglu’ft thou fpeak, then might’ll thou tear 
thy hair, 

And fall upon the ground, as I do now, 

Taking the mcafure of an unmade grave. 

JuHeVs ebamher, looking to the GdrJert* 
Enter Romeo and Ju'iet above at a vsindov^si 
a ladder of ropes fet. , 

Jul. Wilt thou be gone? it is not yet near day; 
It was the nightingale, and not the lark; 

That pierc’d the fearful hollow of rhine car; 
Nightly (he fings on yon pomegranatfe-tree ; 
Believe me, love, it was the nightingaie. 

Rom. It was the lark, the herald of the morn. 
No nightingalp : look, love, what edvious ftreaka 
Do lace the fevering clouds in yonder call : 
Night’s candles arc burnt out, and jocund day 
Stands tiptoe on the miily mountain tops; 

1 mull be gone and live, or flay and die. 

I Jul. Yon light is not d^-light, I know it; 

^ It is fomc meteor tliat the uin exhales, 

To be to thee this night a torch-bearer, 

I And light thee on thy way to Mantua : 
Therefore flay yet, thou needft not to be gone. 

Rom. Let me be ta’en, let me be put to death; 
I am content, fo thou wilt have it fo. 

I’ll fay yon grey is not the morning’s eye, 

*Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia’s brow> 

ha Met 
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that is not the lark, whole notes do beat 
The vaulry heaven lb high above our heads. 

I have more care to ftay, than will to go. 

Come dtath, and welcome ' Juliet wills it fo. — 
How is ’t, my foul ? let’s talk, it is not day. 

Juliet's Rffoluticn, 

O bid me leap, rather tUaii marry Paris, 

From off the battlemcnis or yonder tower; 

Or walk in thievilh ways; or bid me lurk 
Where ferpents arc; chain me with roariiigbcars; 
Or (hut me nightly in a chainel-houl'p ; 
O’ercover’d quite with dead men’s rattling bones, 
WitM rciky Ih.inks and yellow chaplcfs Ikulls; 
And hidi; me with a dead man in his Ihroud — 
O'hingsrhar tohcartliem told liavemadcnic tremble; 
And I will do it without fear or doubt. 

To live an unftain’d wife to my fwcer love. 

Juliet's Soliloq-fj on drinkh^ the Potion. 
Favevvel — God km)ws, when wc fhall nitetagain’ 
1 have a faint cold fear thrills through tny \eins, 
That alrnoft fiec'/ts up the litat of life : 

I’ll call them back again to comfort me. — 

Hurfc !- what Ihould fnc tlo here ? 

^ly difmal feene 1 need/ mult ai"t al«me : 

Come, phial what if this inixiure do not w oik 

at all? 

Muft I of force be married to ilic coiinly ’ 

Ho, no! this lhall foihid u — lie thou there. 

{ Pointing to a dagger. 
What if it be a poifon, which the fiiar 
Subtly hath niiniller d, to lla^c me dead ; 

Left in this marriage he llmuld be difhonour'd, ' 
Becaufc he married me befcM c to llonico ' 

1 fear it is ; and yet, nicthinks, it lliould not, 

For he hath Hill been i.icd a holy man : 

I will not entertain fo bad a thought. — 

How if, when 1 am laid into the tomb, 

I wake before the time that Romeo 
Come to redeem me ? there’s a fearful point * 
Shall I not then be Ititled in the \ault, 

Towhofe foulniouthnohealihlbme air breathesin, 
And there die ftraiigled ere rny Konieo comes 
Or, if 1 live, is it nor vciy like 
The horrible conceit of death and night, 
Together w ith the terror of the plact- — 

As m a vault, an ancient receptacle, 

W’here, for thefe many hundred years, the bones 
Of all my buried anceiiors are pack’d ; 

Where bloody Tybalt, yet i)ur green in earth. 
Lies fcfl-’riug in liis fliioud; where, as they lay, 
At fomc honis in the n’glit ibiilts refort — 

Alack ! alack ’ is it not like that I 
So eaily waking — w'har with Kinthfomc fmclls; 
And Ihrieks, like mandrakes t(»ni out of the earth, 
That living mortals, hearing them, run mad — 

O I if 1 wake, lhall i not be dillraugbt, 
invironed with alt thefe hideous fears 
And madly play with my forefathers joints ? 

And pluck th^‘ mangled Tybalt fiom his Ihroud? 
AikI, in this rage, witii fomc great k in fman ’shone, 
As witli a club, dalh out my dLlp'rato brains? 

O look ! metliiiiks I fee my coiifnrs ghoft 
Seeking out Romeo, tV.ai did fpis his body 
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Upon a rapier’s point ’—Stay, Tybalt, Hay ! 

Romeo, I come ’ this tio 1 drink to thee. 

[She throws herfelfon the bed. 

Joy and Mirth turn'd to their Contraries, • 

All things that we ordained feftiv^*/ 

Turn from ihcir office to black fu*-'eral : 

Our inftruments, to melancholy Is , 

Our wedding cheer, to a/ad ’ irial feaft;. 

Our folcmn hymns --o fulien dirges chanti 
Our bridal flow’rs i’erve for a buried corlf 
And all things change them to the ^ 

Romeo's Defeription of\ and Difeourfe njoith^ the 
Apothecary. 

Well, Juliet, I w'ill lie with thcc to-niglit. 

Let’s fee for means ; — O mifehief ! thou art I'wift 
To enter in the thoughts of defperate men ' 
r do rLiiiember an apotliccary— 

And hereabouts he dwells — whom late I noted 
In tatter’d weeds, with overwiu lining brows, 

Culling of fimples; meagre were liis looks, 

Sharp inifery had worn him to the bones : 

And in his ntedy lliop a torroii'e huug, 

An alligator Ihiit, and other ikiiis 
Of ill-lliap'd lifhe's ; and about l.is fhelvci 
A beggar ly accfiunt of empty boxes, 

Green caitlien pots, bladders, and mufty feeds, 
Remnants of packthread, and old c'>kes of rofea, 
Were thinly icattur’d to make up a fliow. 

Noting this peniirv, to myfelf I I'.iicl — 

And if a m.in did need a prafon now, 

Whole fall* is prefent dentil in Mantua, 

Here lives a caitiff w'letch would fell it him. 

O, this lame thought did but fore-run my need ; 
And this fame needy man mult fell it me. 

As 1 remember, this Ihould be tlie lioufc. 
licing lioly-d.ty, the hcggai’s lliop is lliut,— 

What, ho ’ apothecary ! 

Enter Apothecary, 

^p. Who calls fo loud ? »“*• 

Rom. Come hirlier, man. — T fee that thou ait 
Hold, there is forty ducats : let me have 
A dram of poifon; fucli Ibrjn-I'pceding geer. 

As will elilptrfe iifclf through ail the veins, 

'I hat tlic life-wxary taker may fall dead? 

And that the* trunk may be difeharg'd of breath 
As A iolently, as bally powder fir’d . » 

Doth hurry fiom the fatal cannon’s womb, 

Ap. Such mortal di ugs J have , but Mantua’s law 
L de'atli to any he that utters. them. 

Rum. Art tliou lb bare, and full of wretdhednefs* 
And fe'ar’ft to die ? famine is in thy che'cks ; 

Need and opprellion fiarveth in thy eyes, 

Upiui thy back hangs ragged mili:ry ; 

be world is not thy friend, nor^he world’s law, 

T lie 'xvorld affords no law to make thee rich ; 

"I lien be no: poor, but break it, and t^kc iliis. ' 

Ap, My poveity, but not my will, coiifents. 
Rom. I pay rhy poverty, and not t\y will. .. , 
Ap. Put this in any liquid thing yoiVwill, * 
And drink it off; and, if you hail thtf'/l.-grri 
Of twenty men, it w'ould difpatch^vcu tl’rjight, 
Rom, There is thy gold; w'or^poifoii to incn’r 
fouls, 

tL Doing 
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more murders in this loathfome world 
Tiiaii thefe poor compounds that thou mavft not 
fell: 

J fell tHee poifon, thou haft fold me none 

Farcwcl j*^^uy food, and get ihyfelf in ilelh. 

- and Paris. 

t Stop th^itnhallow ’d toi I , v ilc Mountague ; 
geaiicc be pfr: iwdJjjrthcr than death > 
|ned ^llain I I doa^rehend thee : 
rvvith me ; for thou muft die. 

^huft indeed ; and therefore came I 
hither. 

Good gentle youth, tempt nor a defp*ratc man; 
Fly hence and leave me — think upon thefe gone ; 
Let them affright tlicc. — 1 hcfcceh thee, youth, 
Heap not another fin upon my head, 

Ky urging me to fury. — O, be gone ’ 

By heaven, f love thee better than inyfelf ; 

For I come hither arm’d againft inyfelf. 

Par. I do defy thy conjurations, 

And do attach thee as a felon here. 

Rom. Wilt thou provoke me * then have at thee, 
boy. [fTbev Ji^ht. Paris falls. 

Par. O, 1 am (lain * if thou be merciful, 
Open the tomb, lay me with J ulier. 

Rom. In faith 1 will : — let me perufe this face. 
Mercutio’s kinfman, noble County Paris : — 
W’h.it faid my man, when my betofled foul 
Did not attend liim as we rode ? — I think 
He told me, Paiis fhould have married Juliet : 
Said be not fo ? or did 1 dream it fo '* 

Or am ] mad, hearing him talk of Juliet, 

I'o tlunk it w'as fo - — O, give me thy hand, 

One writ with mt m four misfortune’s book ? 

Romeo^s lad Speech over Jrliet in the Vault. 

O my love ’ my wife • 

J')earh, that has fuck’<l the honey of thy breath, 
Hath^’.iad no pow’cr yet upon thv beauty ; 

Flum art not conquer’d; beauty's enfign yet 
Js crimfon in thy lips and in thy cheeks. 

And death’s pale flag is not advanced there.— 
Tybalt, lieft thou there in thy bloody flicct } 

Of wh/;;- more favour can I do to thee, 

TltSh with that hand that cut thy youth in twain, 
To funder his that was thine cnemv ^ 

Forgiv# me, coufin * — Ah, dear Juliet ! 

Why art tliou yet fo fair.^ fhall I believe 
That unfubftantial death is amonnis ; 

And that tlic lean Abhorred monfler keeps 
Thee here in dark to be his paramour 
For fear of that, Ljvill ftill ft^iy wiih thee; 

And never from tins palace of dim night 
Depart again ; here, here w'ill I remain. 

With worms that are thy chambermaids— O, here 
Will J fet up my everlafling reft ; 

*^nd fhake the yoke of inaufpicious ftars [laft ’ 
From this^rld-wTaried flcfti.— *liycs, look your 
J Arms, take your laft embrace ! and lips, O you 
■' ’ ' '' l1 with a righteous kifs 

grolfing death ! — 
come, unfav’ry guide ! 
Thou defp’ratt^iloi, now at once run on 
TliG dafliinj^ocks thy fea-fick, weary bark I 



Here’s to my love ! O true apothecary ! 

[Drinks the Poi/hn. 

Thy drugs are quick.— Thus ^\lth a kifs I die. 

[iDiVr, 

§ 34. TIMON OF ATHENS. 

SUAKSPKARE. 

Painting. 

painting is almoft the natural man ; 

^ For fince diflioiiour traffics with man’s nature^ 
Me is but ourlidc : thefe pencil’d figures arc 
Even fuch as they give out. 

The Grace of a Cynic Phihfnpherm 
Immortal gods ! 1 crave no pelf; 
r pray for no man but myfelf : 

Grant I may never prove fo fond. 

To truft man on his oath or bond; 

Or a liarlot, for hei w'ccpiiig ; 

Or a dog, that feems a-fleeping.; 

Or a keeper, with my freedom ; 

Or my friends, if I fhould need ’em. 

Amen ! fo fall to ’r. 

Rich men fin, and I cat root. 

A faithful Stenvard, 

So the gods biffs me, 

When all our offices have been oppreft 
With riotous feedeis ; when our vaults have wept 
W'ith drunken I'piJth of w ine , when every room^ 
Hath blaz’d wath lights, and bray’d w'ithmiiiftrelfyj 
I have retir’d me to a w'afteful cock, 

And fet mine eyes at flow. 

The Ingratitude of Timon's Friends, 

They aiifwer, in a joint and corporate voice, 
That now they .11 c at full, want treal’ure, cannot 
Du what- they wnmld; are furry — you aic ho- 
nourable — 

But yet they could have w'ifh'd — they know not— 
Something hath been amifi: — a noble nature 
May catch a wrench— w’ould all were w'ell— ’tis 
pity— 

And fo, intending other ferious matters, 

After cUftaftcful l(K>ks, and thefe hard fraftions. 
With certain half-caps, and cold-moving nods, 
They froze me into filencc. 

Tim, You gods, 'Tt ward them !— 

Pr’yrhcc, man, look checrly : thefe old fellows 
Have their ingratitude in them hereditary : 
Their blood is cak’d, 'tis cold, it feldom flows; 
’Tis lack of kuully warmth, they arc not kind ; 
And natuic, as it grows again toward earth. 

Is falhipn’d tor the journey, dull, and heavy. 
Againft Duelling, 

Your words have took llich pains, as if they 
labour’d 

To bring maiiflaughtcr into form, and fet quarrcl- 
Upon the head of valour; which, indeed, [ing 
Is valour mi fbegot, and came into the world, 
When fe£ls and faflions were but newly born. 
He’s truly valiant, that can wifely fuffer 
The worll that roan can breathe, and make hia 
wrongs y [lefsly; 

His outfidcs ; to wear tltcm,Ukc his raiment, carc- 
h 3 And 
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An A ne’er prefer his Injuries to his heart, 

To bring it in^o danger. 

Without" the Walls of Athens. 

Ti/non*s Execrations on the Athesiians. 

Let me Icok back upon thee, O thou wall. 
That girdlcft in thole w olves ’ dive in the earth, 
Apd fence not Athens ! Matrons, turn incoii- 
tiaent ; 

Obedience fail in childicn > flaves, and fools. 
Pluck the grave wrinkled fenate from the bench, 
And niiniltcT in their Heads ! to general filths 
Convert o’ tne inibnt, g.cen viiginity ! 

Do’t in your parents c\es ! Bankrupts, hold fift; 
Katlier than render hack, o\:t with your knives, 
And cut ycurtiuilcis throats ! Bound i'ervants. 
Heal ! 

liarge-handcd robbers your grave miftcrs arc. 
And pill by law ! M.:id, to thy matter’s bed ; 
n^hy mittrefs is o’ the brothel ' Son of fixtcen. 
Pluck the lin’d crutch fmm thy old limping lire. 
With it beat our his brains ! Piety and fear, 
Religion to the gods, peace, juttice, tiuth, 
Ponicttic awe, night-reft, and neighbourhood, 
Tnttrutfion, manners, myftcries, and trades. 
Degrees, nhll rvance'*, cuftoins, and laws, 

De dine to your confounding contraries, 

And yetco.ifufton live '-^Plagues incident to men, 
Vour potent and infectious fevers heap 
On Athens, ripe for ftrokc ! Thpu cold fciatica, 
Ctipjdc our ienators, that their limbs may halt 
As lamely as their manners. Ltitt and liberty 
Creep in the mii'ds and marrows of our youth j 
That 'c^iinft the ftream of virtue they may drive, 
And drown themfelves in not ! Itches, blams, 
Sow all th’ Athenian bofoms j and their crop 
Be general Icprofy ! breath inft61; breath ; 

That their focicty, as their fricndftiip, may 
Be merrlv poifon ! Nothing I’ll bear from thee, 
^ut nakednefs, thou detcttable town ! 

A friend forfahen. 

As we do turn our backs 
Rrom our companion thrown into his grave, 

So his familia.s to his buried fortunes 

Shnk all away j lca\c their falfc vows with him, 

l.ikc empty purfes pick’d : and his poor feif, 

A dedicated beggar to the air, 

With his difeafe of alUlhunn’d poverty, 

\Valks, like contempt, alone. 

On Gold, 

What is here ? 

Gold ? yellow, glittering, precious gold ' No^, gods, 
J am no idle vptarift. Roots, you clear heavens ' 
Thus much of this will makp^ black, white; foul, 
fair ; 

yrrong, right; bafe, noble; old, young; coward, 
valiant. 

Ha, you gods ! why this } what this, you gods ? 
why, this 

Will lug your priefts and fervants from your fidcs ; 
Pluck ftout men’s pillows from below their heads : 
This yellowy 

Will knit^d’break religions; blcfs the accurs’d ; 
^akc thf IToar Icprofy ador’d ; place thieves. 


And give them title, knee, and approbation, - 
Wiih fenato' s on the bench ; this is it, 

I'hat makes the wappen’d widow wed again; 
She, whom the fpitallioufe and ulcerous f^res 
\\ ould caft the goigc at, this embalms and fpiccs 
To the April day again. Come, dr.'uned earth, 
Thou common whore of mankind »juat putt’^odds 
Among the rout of nations, l^p .*11 make i^icc 
Do thy right nature. • 

to Alcibtades.^ , 

Go on — here’s gold — go 
Be as a planetary plague, when Jove 
Will o’er Tome high-vic’d city hang his poifon 
In the fick air; let not thy fword Ikip one : 

Pity not honour’d age for his white beard ; 

He is an ufurcr. Strike me the cor nterfeit matron ; 
It is her habit only that is honett, 

Hcifclf’s a bawd. Let not the virgin’s check 
Mukc ioh thy trenchant fword; forthofemilk paps. 
That thi ough the window-bars bore ?.t men's eyes, 
Are not within the leaf of pity writ ; 

But fet them down horrible traitors. Sparc not 
the babe. 

Whofe dimpled fmilcs from fools exhauft their 
mercy : 

Think it a baftard, whom the oracle 
Hath doubtfully pronounc’d thy throat ftiall cut, 
And mince it fans remorfe. Swear againft objects ; 
Put armour on thine ears and on thine eyes, 
Whofe proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor 
babes, 

Nor fight of priefts in holy veftments bleeding, 
Shall pierce a jot. There’s gold to pay thy foldicrs ; 
Make large confufion ; and, thy fury fpent. 
Confounded be thyfclf ! Speak not, begone. 


Tip the Courtesans. 

Confumptions fow 

In hollow bones of man ; ftrike their (harp filing, 
And mar men’s fpurring. Crack the lawyer s'^tpiccj 
That he may never more fallc litle plead, *' 
Nor found his quillets flinlly : hoar the flamen 
That fcolds againft the quality of fiefb, 

And not believes himfclf : down with the nofc, 
Down with it flat ; take the biidge quite 
Of him that, his particular to forelcc, 

Smells from the gen’ralvvtal: make cuil’d-pato 
ruffians bald, 

And let the unfearr’d braggarts of tjic way 
Derive fomc pain from you. , 

Simon's Kefiedions on the Earth. • 

That nature, being fick of man's unkindnefs^ 
Should yet be hungry ! Common mother, thou, 
Whofe womb unmcafurable, and infinite bread, 
Teems, and feeds all; whofe felf-famc mettle, 
AVhereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is pufr, 
Engenders the black toad, and adder blue. 

The gilded newt, and ey clefs venon’d worm. 
With all the abhorred biiths below criL« heaven. 
Whereon nyrerion's quickening fire doth Ihine ; 
Yield hifn'; who all thy human Tons doiijjfgfft. 
From forth thy plenteous bofom, one pf £i»rqfl]C f 
Enfear thy fertile and conceptious^g^’dmb ! 

Let it no more bring out ingratef^man ! 
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0^j;rcat with fygers^ (kagons, wolves, and bears, 
TeSi with new monfters, whom thy upward face 
Hath to the marble manfion all above 
Never Drefentcd ! — O, a root — dear thanks ^ 
*Dry up thf marrows, vines, and plough-torn leas, 
Whereof irfj^^ateful man, with iiquorilh draughts, 
And jnoricls d^uous, greales his puic mind, 
^pm it ah onfideration flips ! 

timons Dt/courp^'^fyi^li Apemantus. 
Apef\T\J. is in thee a nature but allc£fed : 
ffanly melancholy, fprung 
^ From change ot fortune. Why this Ipadc ? this 
plaice > 

^This flavc'likc habit ? and rhefc looks of care ? 
Thy flatt’rers y^wcar filk, drink wine, lie fofL; 
Hug their difeas a perfumes, and have forgot 
'^hat ever Timou was. Shame not thclc woods, 
BjNputting on the cunning of u carper. 

Be tUoii^ ^tt’rcr now, and leek to thrive 
By that whicli hath undone thcc : hinge thy knee, 
And let his veiy breath, whom ihou’lt oblervc 
Blow oif thy cap, praile his moll vicious ftraiii. 
And call it excellent. Tnou waft told thus ; 
Thou gav’ft thine ears, like tapfters, that bid 
welcome 

To knaves, and all approachers : *iis moft juft 
That thou turn rafeal ; hadft thou wealth again, 
Ral'cals fliuuld have ’t. Do not aflume my likenefs. 
Tim, Were X like thcc, I'd throw away myl'elf, 
Apem, I'hou haft caft away thyielf, being like 
thyfelf, 

A madman lb long, now a fool : what, think’ft 
That the bleak air, thy boifterous chamberlain, 
Will put thy fliirton warm? will thclc moift trees, 
'1 hat have outlivM the eagle, page thy heels, 
And Ikip when thou point’ll out ? will the cold 
brook, 

Candied with ice, cawdle thy morning tafte, 

To cure thy o’er-night's lurfeit? Call the crea- 


Whofe naked natures live in all the fpitc 
Of wreakful heaven ; whofe bare unhouild trunks. 
To the conriitling elements expos’d, 

Anf .'tv mere nature — bid them flatter thcc ; 

' thou flialt find 

T im. Thou art a Have, whom fortune’s tender 
• arm 

With favour never clafp’d ; but bred a dog. 
Hadft tlwu, like us^ from our firft fwath, proceeded 
The fweet degrees that this brief world affords 
T'o fuch as may the paHive drugs of it 
Freely command, '■Jiou wouldll have plung’d thy- 
lu general riot ; melted down thy youth [lllf 
In different beds of lull ; and never learn’d 
The icy precepts of refpeft, but follow’d 
The fugar’d eai ne before the e. But myfcif. 
Who had tbigjWl^smy COAfedionary, [men 
'I'he inoiyffs, the tongues, the eyw, and hearts of 
_^At dutyj^ore than 1 could framc^wnployment ; 
^berlefs upon me ftuck, asTe3f«*es 
Do^n^iS^ak — have with one winter’s brulh 
Fell froinmlife^ boughs, and left me open, bare, 
For ev^ry ft^ro that blows ; — I, to bpar this, 


That never knew but better, is fome burthen. 
Thy nature did commence in futferance ; time 
Hath made thcc hard in ’t. Why (houldft tho» 
hate men ? 

They never flatter’d thcc. What haft thou given I 
If thou wilt cuile thy father, that poor rag 
Mull be thy lubjc6t ; who in fpitc put fturf 
To Ibme flie-beg^r, and compounded thee 
Poor rogue hereditary. Hence ' be gone. 

If thou hadft not been born the worft of men, 
Thou ha«Jft been a knave, and flaiicier. 

On Colli. 

0 thou fwcet king-killer, and dear divorce 

[Looking on the got A, 
’Twixt natural fon and flic I tliuu bright delikr 
Of Hymen’s pureft bed ! thou valiant Mars ' 
Thou ever young, frclh, lov’d, and delicate wooer, 
Whole blulh doth thaw the conflcrared Ihow 
That lies on Dian's lap ' thru vifible god, 

That foldcr'ft dole impoliibihtiLS, 

And mak’ll them kifs ! that fpcak’H witli every 
tongue, 

To every purpofe ! O thou touch of hearts ! 
Think, thy Have man i'lL'cIs : and by iliy virtue 
Set them into confounding odds, that beafts 
May have the world in empire. 

Timon to the TbUves, 

Why Ihoiild vou want? behold, the earth hatb 
roots ! 

Within this mile break forth an hundred fprings j 
The oaks boar malls, the briers Icarlet hips ; 

The bounteous Kufwife, nature, on each bulb 
Lays her full mefs before you. Want ! why want ^ 

1 Thief, We cannot live on grafs, on berries, 

water, 

As beads, and birds, and fifties, 

1 im. Nor on the beads rhcml’elvcB, the birds, and 
filhes \ 

You mull cat men. Yet thanks I muft you con, 
That YOU arc thieves profell ; that you w'ork not 
In holier Ihnpcs : for there is boundlefs theft 
in limited profelfions. Pwafcal thieves. 

Here’s gold : go, fuck the lubtlc blood o* the grape, 
Till the high fever feetlit your blood to froth, 
And fo ’Icape hanging : rruft not the ph\ fician j 
His antidotes are poiien, and he flays 
More th^n you rob ; take wealth and lives to* 
gether : 

Do viilany ; do, flnee you profefs to do 't. 

Like workmen : I’ll example'you with thievery, 
'Phe fun’s a thief, and with his great attraflion 
Robs the v.nft fea ; the moon’s an arrant thief, 
And her pale fire i|| fnatches from the funj 
The fea 's a thief, wofq liquid furge refolvcs 
The raocm into fait tears ; the earth *s a thief. 
That feeds and breeds by a compofture ftoletx 
From gen'ral excrement: each thing’s a thief ; 
The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough pow'r 
Have uncheck’d theft. Love not yourlelvcs ; away; 
Rob one another. There’s moic gold : cut throats^ 
All that you meet arc thieves : to Athens, go, 
Break opdu Ihops ; nothir.g can ypu 
But thieves do I^fc 

h X 
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Oft bU honefi Steward. 

Forgive my gen’ral anti exccprlel’s raflinefs, 
You perpctual-lbber gotls » J do protLiiin 
On9> honed man— millakc me not — but one; 

No more, I pray— and he is a (lewartl. 

How fain would I have hated all mankind, 
And thou redeem’d thyfclf : but all, lave thee, 
•1 fell with curies. 

Methinks, thou art more honed now than wife; 
For, by opprclJing and betraying me, 

Thou miglit’d have fooncr got another fcrvicc : 
For many fo arrive at fecond madurb, 

Upon their firll lord’b neck. 

IVrong and hifalence. 

Now breath lefs wrong 

Shall fit and pant m your great clunrs of cafe; 
And purfy inlMencc Ihill break his wind 
With fear, and hoi rid flight. 


§35. TITUS ANDRONICUS. 

SiIAKSPIlARE. 

Mercy. 

•ITWILT thou draw near the nature of the gods - 
Draw near them then in being merciiid : 
Sweet mercy is nobility's true badge. 

‘ThanJiS, 

Thanks, to men 

Of noble minds, is honourable meed. 

M Jnvitatkit to Lo've, 

The birds chaunt melody on cvciy hnfli ; 

The fnakc lies rolled in liio cln crful fun ; 

The green leaves qui\er with the cooling wind, 
An<l make a chcqucr’tl ilridow on the ground : 
Under their fwcet lhadc, Aaron, let us lit ; 

And — whilft the babbling echo mocks the hounds, 
Replying flirilly to the well-iuii'd horns. 

As if a double hunt were heard at once — 

I.et us fu (biwn, and mark their yelling noife : 
And after confiift — fuch as was fupposM 
The waiid’ring prince and Dido once enjoy’d. 
When with a h.ippy ftorm rliev were furpris’d, 
And cuitain'd with a coiinfeUkceping cave — 
We miy. each wieathed in the other’s arms, 
Our paflimes done, poflefs a golden Humber; 
Whiles h.:i;nds and horns, and fwcet ineiodious 
Be unto us 3s is a nurfe’s long [biids, 

Qf iull.iby, to bring her babe afleep. 

a dark and melancholy one deferihed. 

A barren detefled vale, you fee, it is : 

The trees, tho’ fummer, Ye®5rIorn and lean, 
O’erconie with mofs, and haliful miffcitoe. 
litre never Ihines the fun ; here nothing breeds, 
Unlcfs the nightly owl, or fatal raven. 

And, when tliey fliow’d me this abhorred pit, 
They told me, here, at dead time of the night, 
A rhoul'and fiends, a thouiand hilling fnakes, 
Ten thoufand fwclling toads, as many urchins, 
Would make fuch fearful and confulcd cries, 

As any moi tal body, hearing it, 

Shouiu flraight fall' mad, or el(b die fuddenly. 


A Ring, in a dark Pit* ^ 

Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 
A precious ring, that lightens all tlie hole. 
Which, like a taper in fonie moiuiinent,^ 

Doth fliinc upon the dead man's c.iitlr.« cliccks, 
And fliews tlic ragged entrails of t^ii pit. 

Toiifig Lady playing on the Lv^ and Jin^.gyr' 

Fair Philonuda, flic bpt ’,*'*'Ticr tonguL 
And in a tedious fw*^)ref lew’d her mind 
But, lovely niece, that mean is cutVrom/hcc ; 

A craftier Tcreus hall thou met vvirai^I^ 

And he hath cut tliofe pretty Angers oft* 

That could liavc better few d than riiilomcl. - 
O, had the monfter feen thofc lily har/is 
Tremble, like afpen leaves, upoi^ a lute, 

And make the filken llrings dc'‘.Jlit to kifs them ; 
lie would not then have touch’d them for his life ; 
Or had he heard tlie heavenly harmony, 

W'hich that fwcet tongue hath made, 

He would have dropt his knife, aiui'^iell afleep, 
As Cerberus at the Thracian poet’s feet, 

A Ladys Tongue cut out. 

O, that delightful engine of her thoughts, 
That hLib’o’d ihem v\ ilh fuch plcafing eioqiKiicc, 
Is loin fn.ni firth that pativ hollow cage; 
Wheic, like a fwcet inehnlicAis biid, it lung 
Sweet vai led notes, enchanting every ear ' 

A Perfon in Dcfpair compared to one on a 
Rockj C' V. 

For now T (land as one upon a rock, 

Kn\ iron'd with a wildenicfs of fea; 

Who marks the waxing tide gi ow \\ avc by wavCi 
Ivxnecniig cier when Ionic envious furge 
Will in liis ’orinifn boweh fwalhnv him. 

Tears compared to Dew on a Lily. 

When 1 did name her brothers, then fi-cfli tears 
Stood on Jiei cheeks; at doth the honey-dew 
Upon a gather’d lily almoft wither'd. 

Refleclions on killing a Fly. 

Mar, Alas, my loid, I have bur kill’d a fly. . 

lit. Burho\v,ifihatfly hi’da father and mother.' 
How would lie hang his flendor, gilded ^ 

And buz lamenting doings in the air ! 

Poor harm lefs fly ! 

Tint with his pretty buzzing melody, * 

Caine here to make us merry ; and thou haft kill’4 
him ! 

Revenge. * 

Lo, by thy fide where rape, and murder, ftands j 
Now gi\ e fome furance that thou art revenge, 
Slab them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels j 
And then I’ll come, and be thy waggoner. 

And whirl along with thee about the globe, 
Provide thee two proper p/alfries, as black as jet^ 
To hale thy vtngefnT waggon hvi^- away. 

And find out i^arderers in their guiltjicavcs : 
And, whenjJ^y car is loaden with thciirhcads, 

I will (IHThount, and by the waggon ' 

Trot, like a fervilc footman, all il " ' 

Even from Hyperion’s rifing in th 
Until his very clownfal in the fea? 
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J-'je. TROILUS ANP CRESSIDA. 

Shakspeare. 


, J^o*ve in a brave young Soldier* 

pALL hV my varlct, I’ll unarm again : 

^ Why (hou\w J war without the walls of Troy, 
Xfirfi'ffH ftich Cl . H battle here within } 

Each '^'rijan, that is'V* of his heart, 

Let himto fieW ; Troilus, hath none. 

1 . 

' arc ftrong, and Ikilful to their 

ftrength, 

•Viwfce to^eir (kill, and to their ficrccncfs valiant; 
I3ut I am than a woman’s tear, 

Tamer than llet^rk fonder than ignorance; 

I.cl's valiant than virgin in’ the night, 

Jjiid ikill-lcfs as unpra&is’d infancy. 


O T tcil thcc, Panclarus 

When I do te/1 thee, there my hopes lie drown’d. 

Reply not in how many fathoms deep 

They he indrench ’d. I tell thee, 1 am mad 

In Creind’s love. Thou anfwer’rt, (he is fair; 

Pour'll in the open ulcer ^»f my heart 

Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait, her voice ; 

Hdiidleft in thy dilcourfc — O, that her hand, 

Jn \\liofe compaiifon all whites are ink, 

Writing their o\\ n reproach ; to whole foft (ci/.urc 
The cygnet’s down is harfli, and Ipirit of fenfe 
Hard as the palm of ploughman ! This thou teil’il 
me, 

As true tlion tcll’ft me, when I fay I lovelier; 
Put, laving thus, inllcad of oil and balm, 

'Fhcni lay’ll in every gafh that love hath given me 
The knife that made it. 


Succefs 7iot equal to our Hopes. 

The ample propofition that hope makes 
In ail dehgns begun on earth below. 

Fails in the promis’d largcncfs : cheeks and dif- 
allcis 

Gj-ow in the veins of a6lions higheft rear’d ; 

As knots, by the conllux of meeting fap, 

Infe^I the found pine, and divert his grain 

and errant from his courfu of growth. 


* On Degree, 

Take but degree away, untune that firing. 
And, hark, what dilVord follows ! each tiling meets 
‘In mcr® oppugnancy. I'hc bounded waters 
Should lilt their bofoms higher than the lliorcs, 
And make a (op oGall this folid globe : 

Strength (hould be lord of imbccillity, 

And the rude fon (liould ftrike his father dead: 
Force (hould be right; or, rather, right and wrong 
(Between whofc rclides) 

Should lofc tlj^#Mrames, and 10 fltould juftice too. 
Then everj^ing includes itfelf in^wer, 
^V’ovvcr into w'ill, will into appetite 
JfAtc, an univerfal wolf, 

So d^wblf^^nded with will and power, 

’Mu ft makc^t^ircc an univcrlal prey, 

^nd lafi ca^ up itfclf. 


Condufl in War fufertor to APlton, 

The ftill and mental parts ; 
hat do contrive how many. hands (liall firike, 
Wlicn litncfs calls them on ;'an(l know, by nicafurc -- 
Of their oblcrvant toil, the cncinics’ weight— 
Why, this hath not a finger’s ch^nit) ; 

They call this, bed-work, majjp’ry, clofct war: 

So that the ram, that batters down the wall, 

For the great fwing and rudenefs of his poize, 
They place before his hand that made the engine ; 
Or thole, that with the finenefs of their fouls 
By reafon guide his execution. 

Adverjity the Trial of Man* 

Why then, you princes. 

Do you with checks abalh’d behold our works, 
And think them lliamcs, which are, indeed, nought 
But the protradive trials of great Jove, [tile 
'Fo find pcrhltive conltancy in men ? 

The lincncfs of which metal is not found 
In fortune’s love : for then the bold and coward. 
The wife and fool, the artift and unread, 

The hard and fofe, ftcni all afl'in’d and kin : 

But, in the wind and tcmpcll of ht i- fr nvn, 
Diftinftion, with a bro.id and pow’rful fan. 
Puffing at all, winnows the light away ; 

And what hath mafs, or matter, by itfelf. 

Lies rich in virtue, and unmingled. 

Achilles deferihed by Ulyjfes. 

The great .4^illes — whom i^piniun crowns 
The finew and the fere-haiul of our hoft — 
Having his car full of his airy fame, 

Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent 
Lies mocking our defigns : with him Patroclus, 
Upon a lazy bed, the live-long day 
Breaks fcurril jefis ; 

And with ridiculous and aukward action 
(Which, (landcrcr, he imitation calls) 

He pageants us. Sometime, great Agamemnon, 
Thy toplcfs deputation he puts on ; 

And, like a ftrutting player — whole conceit 
Lies in his hamfiring, and doth think it rich 
To hear the wooden dialogue and found 
’Tw'ixt his ftrctch’d footing and the Icaffoldagc— 
Such to-bc-pitied and o’ciwrefted fecining 
He adts thy greatncls in : and when he fpenks, 
’'Fis like a chime a mending; wdth tei ms uniciuar'd. 
Which, fiom the tongue of ro iringTyphon diopt, 
W^ould feem hyperboles. At this fully Huff*, 
'Fhe large Achilles, on his prclt bed lolling, 

From his deep chell laughs out a loud applaufc , 
Cries— “ Excelhnt ! ’fis Agamemnon jull 1 
Now play me Nefior — hem, and ftroke thy beard, 
As he, being dreft to foinc oration.” 

'I hat’s done — as near as the extremeft ends 
Of paiallcls; as like as Vulcan and his wife: 
Yet g';od AchiJics flill cries — “ Excellent ! 

’Tis Nefior right ! Now play him me, Patroclus, 
Arming to anlwcr in a night-alarm.” 

And then, forlboth, the faint defefls of age 
Mull be the feene of mirth ; to cough, apd fpit. 
And, with a pally fumbling on his gorget, 

Shake in and out the rivet and at this Iport 

I Sir 
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j&ir Valour ; cries— “ O ? enough, Patroclus, 
Or give me ribs of ftecl ! 1 ihall iplit ail 
" In peafure of my fpleen.” And, in this faihion, 
All our abilities, gifts, natures, iliapcs, 

Severals and generals of grace cxa£l, 
Achievements, plots, ordersj preventions, 
Excitements to the held, or fpcech for truce, 
Succefs or lofs, what is or is not, ferves 
As ftudf for tliefe two to make paradoxes. 

Refpe^. 

I alk, that I might waken reverence. 

And bid the cheek be ready with a blufh 
Modeft as moi ning, when ihe coldjy eyes 
The youthful Pheebus. | 

Doubtm 

The wound of peace is furcty, 

Surety Iccure ; but modeft doubt is call’d 
The beacon of the wife, the tent that fearches 
To the bottom of the worft. 

Fleafure and Revenge. 

Phafurc, and revenge, | 

Have ears more deaf than adders to the voice i 
Of any true dccifion. | 

Ifbe SubtUty of Ulyjfes^ and Stupidity of Ajax, 
Ajax. I do hate a proud man, as I hate the 
engendering of toads. 

Ifefi. Yet he loves himfelf : is it not (Irangc ? 
Vlyf. Achilles will not to the field to-morrow. 
Aga. What’s his cxcufe ? || 

Vtyf He doth rely on none j 
But carries on the fifeam of his difpofe. 

Without obfervance or refpeft of any, 

In will peculiar, and in fclf-adinilfion. 

Aga. Why will he not, upon our fair requeft, 
Untent his perfon, and (hare the air with us > 
Ulyjf. Tilings Imall as nothing, for requcCl’s 
fake only. 

He makes important : poffeft he is with greatnefs ; 
And ipeaks not to hiinfelf, but with a pride 
That quarrels at felf-breath : imagin’d worth 
Holds in his blood fuch fwoln and hot difeourfe, 
Thar, *twixt his mental and his a£livc parts, 
Kingdom’d Achilles in commotion rages, 

And batters down himfelf : what iliould I fay ^ 
He is fo plaguy proud, that the death- tokens of it 
Cry, No recovery.’* 

Aga. Let Ajax go to him.— 

Hear lord, go you, and greet him in his tent : 
'Tis faid, he holds you well ; and wdll be led. 

At your requeft, a little from himfelf. 

O Agamemnon, let it not be fo ? 

We’ll confecratc the fteps that Ajax makes. 
When they go from Achilles : Ihall the proud lord, 
That baftes his arrogance with his own fcam. 
And never fuffers matter of the world 
Enter his thoughts, favc fuch as do revolve 
And ruminate himfelf — (hall he be worlhipp’d 
Of that we hold an idol more than he ? 

Ho, this thrice-worthy and right valiant lord 
Muft not fo ftale his palm, nobly acquir’d j 
Hor, by jmy will, affubjugate his merit, 

A$ amply titled as Achilles is, by going tp Aehillcs : 


That were to cnlard his fat-already pride, ’ 

And add more coals to Cancer, when he Wna 
With entertaining great Hyperion. 

This lord go him ! Jupiter forbid 1 
And lay in thunder — “ Achilles, him.** 

M^/f. O, this is well ; he rubs J vein of him. 

> fAdd' 

Die. And how his filencj^^inks up' 
plaufe ! ^ 

Ajax. It I go tG him, with mj' armo 
I’ll palh him o’er the face, \ ' 

Aga. O no, you Ihall not go. >* 

Ajax. An he be proud with me. I’ll pheefe his 
pride : let me go to him. - 
Ulyf. Not for the worth that^j?iigs upon 
quarrel. § ' 

: f^iiow 


lAfd'. 

Wide. 


Ajax. A paltry, infolent ! 

Neji. Now he deferibe' tiimielf! 

Ajar. Can he not be fociablc ? 

Uljf. The raven chides blacknefs 
Ajax, ril lot his humours blood. 

Aga. He’ll he the phyfician that Ihould be the 
patient. \_Aftde. 

Ajax. An all men were o* my mind — 

Vlyf. Wit would be out of fafhion. \_AJidem 
Ajax. He (hould not bear it fo ; 
lie Ihould eat fwords firft : Ihall pride carry it ? 
Neft. An 'twould, you’d carry half. [ Afide., 
Vlyf. He would have ten lharcs. [Afde* 
Ajax. I will knead him, I’ll make him fupple, 
Nefl. He IS not yet through warm*, force him 
with praifes, pour in, pour in j his ambition is dry. 

[dfide. 

Vlyf. My lord, you feed too much on thisdiflikc. 

Our noble general, do not do fo. 

Dio. Y ou muft pre pare to figl it vv i thou t Achil les. 
Vlyf. Why, ’tis this naming of him does him 
Here is a man — but ’tis before his face — [harm. 

I will be filent. 

Wherefore Ihould you fo ? 

He is not emulous, as Achil Its is. 

Vlyf. Know the whole world, he is as valiant, 
Ajax. A whorefon dog ! that fluU palter tlius 
with us ! 

Would he were a Trojan ! 

Neft. What a vice were it in Ajax now— 

Vlyf, If he were proud ^ 

Dio. Or covetous of praife ? 

Vlyf Ay, or furly borne ? 

Dio. Or ftrange, or felf-aff^6tcd > 

Vlyf. Thank the heavens, lord, thou art cf fwcet 
compofure ; 

Praife him that got thee, flie that gave thee fuck ; 
Fam’d be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature 
Thrice fam’d beyond, beyond all erudition ; 

Put he that difeiplin’d thy arms to fight,^ 

Let Mars divide eternity ip .twain. 

And give him hpTfr'ahd, forV..;*‘"'igour, 
Bull-bearing Milo his addition yicfci\ 

To fincwVjgJ^ax. I will not praife tlij^wifdoTn^ ^ 
Whiclt;"l'iEc a bourn, a pale, a fliore, 

Thy fpacious and dilated parts : 
inftrufted by the antiquary times-f-^ 

He mu(t, he is, he canno; bi^t wife; 
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But pardon, father Neftor ; were your days 

green as Ajax, and your brain fo temper’d, i 
'Vdu (hould not have the eminence of him, i 
be as Ajax. i 

Ajax. Smil I call you father ? 

• Vlff. Ay, good fon. 

Be rur<rV‘v him, lord Ajax, 

V "r ^living here; the hart Achilles 

f'ach Vrjket; pleatc u general 

Let him Lather all his ftute or ^ ar; 

*■ " ^arcfbmctoTroy : to-morrow, friends, 

all our main of powV (land faft, 
And here’s a lord — conic knights from call to weft, 
And cijlL^ieir flow’r, Ajax lhall cope the beft. 

- Go council. I.et Achilles llcep : 
Light boats fail i^t, tho’ greater hulks draw 
^ deep. lExeunt. 

Aft expeSih^ Louver, 

No;r^i^4:;^arus ; I ftalk al^qut her door. 

Like a llr.in’^ /oul upon the Hty^ia’.>'banks 
Staying for waftage. O, be thou my Charon, 
And give me fwift tranfportance to thofc ftclds, 
Where I may wallow in the lily beds 
Propos’d for the deferver ! O gentle Pandarus, 
Prom Cupid’s Ihouldcrs pluck his painted wings, 
And fly with me to Creilid f - - - 

I am giddy ; cxpcttaiion whirls me round. 

'I'he imaginary relifti is fo fweet, 

That it enchants my fenfc ; what will it be, 
When that the wat’ry palate taftes indeed 
Love’s thrice reputed ntdar ? death, 1 fear me; 
Swooning dcftru6lion ; or loinc joy too fine, 

'I'oo fubtle-potent, and too (harp in Iwcetnefs, 
For the capacity of my ruder powers ; 

] fear it much ; and 1 do fear befides 
That I fliall lofe diftiin^iion in my joys ; 

As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps 
The enemy flying. - - - - 

My heart beats thicker than a feverous pulfe ; 
And all my powers do their beftowing lofc. 

Like valfalagc at unawares encount’ring 
"I'hc eye of majefty. 

Conflancy in Love protefled. 

^rnilus. True fwains in love lhall in the world 
..V*” to come [rhimes, 

Approve their truths by Troilus: when their 
Tull of proteft, of oath, and big compare, 
Want/fimilcs : truth tried with iteration— 

As tn\c as ftccl, as plantage to the moon, 

■ As fuii ,to day, as turtle to her mate, 

As iri6ii to adamant, as cai th to the centre— 
Yet, after all comp'^ifons of truth, 

As truth’s authentic author to be cited, 

As true as Troilus, (hail crown up the verfe. 
And fandtlfy the numbers. 


loy 


Crf^Prophct mav_vmi be ? 
If I bofatteps^ii 


^ , ..|f1l^£rvc atiSirfrwn truth, 

When timwW old and hath fbrgol^t^felf, 
'■’V^pry.^ w^r»-drops have worn the of Troy, 

Ji.-'i.'^dind^jbliYion fwallow’d cities up,' 

And migtf^ftates charaffcrlcfs are grated 
•To diifty no*5i.’»g ; yet let memory, 

'jFrQiU falfe to falfc, wong falfe maids m love, 


U pbratd my falfehood ’ when ihcyhave laid as faUe 

As air, as water, wind, or fandy earth, 

As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer’s calf, 

Pard to the hind, or ftep-dame to her fon— 

Yea, let them fay, to ftick the heart of falfehood. 
As faife as Crcllid. 

Pride cures Pride. 

Pride hath no other glafs 
To llicw itfelf, but pride ; for fupple kneos 
P'ecd arrogance, and are the proud man’s fee*. 
Greatnefs contemptible *wben it declines. 

’Tis certain, greatnti's, once fallen out with for- 
tune, 

Muft fall out with men too: what ihc declin’d is, 
ITc (hall as foon read in the eyes of others, 

As feel in his own fall : for men, like butterflies. 
Shew not their mealy wings but to the fummer: 
And not a man, for being funply man, 

Hath any honour ; but honour for thofc honourr 
That are without him, as place, riches, and favour. 
Prizes of accident as oft as merit ; 

VV^hich, when they fall, as being ft ipjicry ftanderi. 
The love that lean’d on them as flippciy too, 

Do one pluck down another, and together 
Die in the fall. 

Honour^ continued ALls ftecejjfary to preferve itt 
Luji'rc. 

Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his back. 
Wherein he puts alms for oblivion, 

A great fiz’d monfter of ingratitudes: [vour'd 
Thofe feraps arc good deeds pad ; udiich arc dc- 
As ftift as they are made, fbrj'.ot as foon 
As done : perfcvcrance, dear my lord. 

Keeps honour bright : to have doi.e, is to hang 
Quite out of ftilhion, like a rufty mail 
In monumental mockery. Take the iiiftant way; 
Fox* honour travels in a ftrait fo narrow, 

Where one bur goes abreaft: keep then the path^ 
For emulation hath a thou land fons, 

That one by one purfue *, if you give way. 

Or hedge alide from the diredV forthright, 

Like to an enter’d tide they all rufli by, 

And leave you hindmoft — 

Or, like a gallant iiorfc fall’n in firft rank. 

Lie there for pavement to the abjc£l rear, 
O'er-run and trampled on : then what they do w 
prefent, 

Tho’ lefs than yours in paft, muft o’er-top your*. 
For time is like a faibionablc hoft, 

That nightly (hakes his parting gueft by the hand; 
And with his arms outftretch’d, as he would fly, 
Grafps in the comer : welcome ever fmilcs. 

And farcwelgocs out fighing. O, let not virtue feck 
Remuneration for the thing it was; for beauty, wit^ 
High birth, vigour of bone, defert in fervlce. 
Love, friendfliip, charity, are fub]c£ts all 
To envious and calumniating time. 

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin— 
Tliat all, with one conrent,ptaire new-born gawds, 
Tho’ they are made and moulded of things paft. 
And give' to duft, that is a little gik, 

More laud than gilt o’er-dufl;ed. 

The prefent eye piaifes the preieitt objeft. 
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Ln<v€ Jhook off by a SoUier, 

Sweet, roufc yourfeif ; and tlic weak, wanton 
Cupid 

Shall from your neck iinloofo iii*: ainVous fuld 
And, like a dew-dn^p from the lion’:* mane, 

Be (hook to air. 

Lovers parting in the Morning, 

^Troil. O CrcHlda ! but that the buiy day, 
\Vak*d by the lark, has rous’d the ribald crows, 
And dreamine night will hide our joys no longer, 

I would not rro»ii thee 

Creff, Night hath been too Ir. ief. 

^roiL Bclhfcwthcwitch’ with vcnoniousxvights 
(he (lays. 

As tedioufly as hell ; but flics the grafps of love 
With wings more momentary Iwiftthan thought. 

Lovers Fare^weL 

Injurious time now, with a robber’s haftc. 
Crams his rich thicvciy up, he knows not how : 
As many farewcls as he ftars in heaven, 

With diftintl breath and cotifign’d kilTcs to them. 
He fumbles up into a loolc adie'u ; 

And (cants us with a fiiigle familh’d kifs, 
Diftallcd with the fait of broken tears. 

T roilus's CharaBer of the Grecian Youths 
The Grecial youths are full of quality, 

They're loving, well compos’d, with gifts of na- 
ture flowing, 

And fvveUing o’er with arts and cxercife ; 

How novelty may move, and parts with perfon, 
Alas ’ a kind of godly je doufy 
(Which, 1 befcech you, call a \irtuous fin) 
Makes me afeard. 

A Trumpeter, 

Now crack tbv lungs, and f]>lit thy brazen pipe: 
Blow, villain, till thy fplicrcd bias clieek 
Oiit-fwell the colic rf pufr Aouilon : 

Come, flrctch thy elu fl, and let thy pour blood ; 

Thou bleiwTt for Ilcvlor. 

Diomedcs's Manner of ^^val'ing, 

*Tis lie, 1 ken the rrnnner of his gait^ 

He rifes on the toe : that fpint of his 
In afpiration lifts him from the earth. 

Dtfeription of Creffida, 

Thcrc’slangiiage in her eye, her cheek, her lip, 
Nay, her footTpeaks; her wanton fpirits look out 
At every joint Jind motive of her body, 

O thefe cncountcrcrs, fo glib of tongue. 

That give a co.ifting welcome ere it comes. 

And wide unclalp the tables of their thoughts 
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To every ticklifli reader I fet them down 4 
For fluitilh fpoils of opportunity. 

And daughters of the game. 

The CharaBer of Trotlus^ ' 

The youngiil fon r)f Priam, a knight ; 
Not yet mature, yet matchlcis j^^m of word 
Speaking in deeds, and deedlu(R in his tUftgTI?V 
NotfiMia pi o vok’d, nor Jjjjijj«^^ovok’d,fcijpn calm’d 
His heart and ha#6^oth open, and botn free ; 
For what he has, he gives; what thinks/lie (he\v« 
Yet gives he not till judgment giiidg,M» bounty, 
Nor dignifies an impair thought with breath ; 
Manly as Ileclor, but more d ingerousj^ 

For Hedor, in his blaze of wra^i^ J j^roi^ibu^ 

To tender objedfs ; but he, iiillat of adtion, ’"** 
Is more vindicative than jcti^JfiiOs love. 

HeBor A' Battle, 

I have, thou gallai^Frojan, fecn th^ 
Labouring Oir^d>y«n?y, make crue^; 

Thro’ ranks ol: Greekilh youths: and I have fcei 
thee, 

As hot as Perfeus, fptir thy Phrygian ftced, 
Defpifing manv forfeits and fubdiumcnts, 

When tliou hafthungthy advanced fword 1 ’ the air 
Not letting it decline on the declin’d ; 

1‘hat I have laid to fome mv ftanders-by, 

Lo, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life 
And I have fecn thee paufe, and take tliy breath 
When that a ring of Greeks have hemm ’d thee in 
Like an Olympian w'lefthng. 

Achilles furveymg UeBor, 

Tel! me, you heavens, in wliieh pint of his bodv 
Shall J deftroy him' whether there, there, there. 
That I may give the local wound a name ; 

And make diftindi- the very breath, w'licreout 
Hedlor'b great fpirit flew\ Anl'wcr me, heavens ' 

Honour more dear than Life, 

Mine honour keeps tiic weatlier of my fate ; 
Life every man lioids dear; but the brave man 
Holds honour far more piceiouw-dear than life. 

Pity to be difearded in War. • 

For the love of all the g(»ds 
r.et’s leave the hermit pity with our miahci^j^ 
And when wx have our armours buckled on, ^ 
The vcnoin’d vengeance ride upon our fvvoids* 

Bajb Vo vos, 

The gods arc deaf to hot and \>ccvifli voysj 
1'hev are polluted ofli-rings, /n(,re abhorr];4 
"J'han fpotted livers in the lacrifice. " i 
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PATHETIC PIECES. 


' 4* ^ Dorax. D r y d E n. 

Ke'-mter Dor ax, taken off his Turban, 

and put on an Habit, 

' i)5r. TSjOW'^ do you know me > 

Seb. 'Ihou lliouldft be vVlonzo. 

Dor. So you fliould be Seballian ; 

But Sebaflian ceas’d to be himfelf, 

I (.e ib’d ro &. 

Seh. At in a 'oi*V:iiii 

T Jee rhee bcrc, an<?^rce believe mine eyes. 

D.r. I s it lb I'll angcTo^d me w'ncrc my wiongs, 
j\na • anr inhuman tyraiw^', have fent me > 

Tin lit nbf'V'U dream : or, Juy injuries 

Shall call To loud, that Icih.ugy ihould wake j 
And de ith fliould give you back to anl’wer me. 

A rlioulaud nights ha\ c brulK’d their balmy wings 
Over thele eyesj but ever when they cloa’d, 

Youi tyrant image forc’d them ope again. 

And dried the dews they brought. 

'riu* long-expciSled Imur is come at length, 

By manly imgcancc to redeem my fame : 

And, that once clear’d, eternal llcep is welcome. 

Seb. [ li ue not yet forgot J am a king, 

\VJiofe ro\al ofTite is rcdieis of wrongs : 

If 1 h;uc wrong'd ihcc, charge me face to face; 

J lia\c not yet forgot I am a Ibldicr. 

Dor, ’T'is the firlt jufticethou hafl ever done me; 
Then, tho’ I loathe this woman’s war of tongue, j 
Yet Ihall my caule of vengeance flrft be clear: | 
And, Ho’vini , be thou judge. ' 

Seb. iionour hcfrieiid us both. 

Beware, 1 warn thee yet to tell thy griefs 
In teiius becoming imjefly to hear : 

T wain tiit-e tin s, bccaiile J know thy temper 
Is inlblent and haughty to fupciiors: 

Ik)W often half thou brav’d my peaceful court, 
T'iird it with noify brawls, and windy boafls ; 

A vjl 'virli pair fervicc, naufeoufly repeated, 
fteproacli’d even me, ihy prince ! 

Dor. And well I might, wliciiyouforgotrew^ard, 
'The uart of Heaven in kings : for puniflirncnt 
Is h;,^gm Ill’s work, and drudgery for devils. 

I mu'i^i and will rejjroach thee wirh my llrvice, 

* TyrJ»-> (it irkG me fo to call my ppmcc), 

But juft refentment raid hard ufage coin'd 
Til’ unwilling word ^ and, grating as it is, 

Take it, for ’tis thy due. 

Seb. How, tyrant ! 

Dor. I'yrant ! 

Seb^Tuho v! tl^nagnijcjhou can ft not echo back: 
That that clV'cd^^cifion 

111 hid beneath that robe, proclaiiiWthee traitor: 
'■ll;yj«^na.inc _ - \. ^ 

fci^than traitor be, *tis renegade.* [rant, 
D^r: a traitor, think, and blufli, thou ty - 

f \yiiofo injuiaea betray’d me into trealbii, 

Effac’d my loyalty, unhing’d my faith. 


And hurried me from hopes ©f heaven to hell ; 
All thefe, and ail my yet unlinilh’d crimes, 
When 1 fliall rile to plead before the Jaints, 

I charge on thee ro make tliy damning fuse. 

Seb. Thy old prefumptuous arrogance again, 
Tliat bred my liil't dilIikc,aiK! then my loatiiing. 
Once nioic be warn d, and know me for thy king. 

Dor. I'-owell 1 know thee, but for king nomorc; 
Tliis is not J.ifljon, nor the circle tins 
Where like a ftaiuc rhou haft ftoud i.elicg’d 
By fyeophants, and fools, the giowth of courts; 
Where thy gull’d eyes in ail the gaudy round 
Met notiiing but a lye in every face ; 

And the grofs flattery of a gaping crowd, 

Envious who firft fliould catch and firft applaud 
The fluff or royal nonl'enfe : when I i'poke, 

My lioneft homely words were carp'd and cenfur’d, 
Kor want of courtly ftylc : rt kited aftiors, 
Though modeftly re^ orted, pafs’d for boafts ; 
Stxure of merit, if I :ilk’d reward. 

Thy hungry minions thought their rights invaded. 
And the liread fiiatch’d fiom pimps and paralltes. 
Henii.jiu/ anfwcred, witli a ready lyc, 

To lave his king's, the boon was begg’d before, 
Seb. What fay’ll thou of Ilcnriquez ? Now by 
lleaicn 

Thou mov’ft me more by barely naming him, 
Than all thy ft-ul unnianner’d ftunil tiiuiits. 
Dor. And therefore ‘tv/as to gall thee, that I 
nam'd hiim 

That thing, ilnit nothing Init a cringe and finilc ; 
Thar womaii, bur more daub’d ; or, if a man, 
Corrupted to a woman ; thy man-miftrefs. 

Seb. All fail'c as hell, or thou. 

Dor. Yes ; full as falTc 
As that I I'erv’d ihec fifteen hard campaigns. 
And pitch’d thy ftandard in thofe foreign fields: 
By me thy greatnefs grew, thy years grew witli it. 
But rhy ingratitude outgrew them both. 

Seb. i fee to what thou tciid'ft; but tell me fiift, 
If thofe great r.ifls weve done alone for me ; 

If love produc’d not fomc, and pride the reft ? 

Dor. W by, love docs all that’s noble here below: 
But all tir ad\.int'»ge of that love was thine : 

For, coming fiviughtcd back, in cither hand 
With pedm and olive, vi6toiy and peace, 

I was mdteil piv. par’d to afk my own 
(For ^'iol mre’s tows were mine before) : 

'I’hv malice bed prevention, ere 1 fpokc; 

And alk'd me VioUiitc for IJeiiiiijuez. 

Seb. J mcjnt rlui* a reward of greater worth. 
Dor. Where juftice wanted, could reward be 
hop’d ? 

Could tl;c robb’d paffengcr cxpccl a bounty 
From tlofc rap.icious hands whoftripp’dhim firft* 
Seb. He iiad iny pfomife, cic I knew thy love, 
yjer. My fervjces dcfcr/’d thou iliouldft le- 
■ Yoke it. 


V 
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Seb, Thy infolence had cancclFd ail thy fervice \ 
To violate my laws, even in my court, 

Sacred to peace, and fafe from all affronts j 
Bven to my face, and done in my defpite, 

Vnder the wing of awful majefly. 

To ftrike the man I lov’d ! 

Dor, Ev’n in the face of heaven, a place more 
lacrcci. 

Would I have ffruck the man, who, prompt by 
pow’r, 

Would feizc my right, and rob me of my love : 

? ut, for a blow provok'd by thy injullicc, 

'he hafty produft of a juft dcfpair, 

When he refus’d to meet me in the field, 
Thatthou ihou I dft make a coward’s c^iufe thy own' 
Seb. He du.ft: nay, more, defir'd and begg’d 
with rears 

To meet thy challenge fairly : Was thy fault 
To make it public j but my duty then 
To intcqiofe, on pain of my difpleafurc. 

Betwixt your I'words. 

Dor. On pain of infamy 
He fhonld have dii'obey’d. 

Sib, The indignity thou didft was meant to me: 
Thy gloomy eyes were caft on me with Icorii, 

As who Ihould fay, the blow was there intended; 
But that thou didft not dare to lift thy hands 
Againft anointed power : fo was T forc’d 
To do a fovcrcign jufticu to myfclf, 

And fpurn thee fiom my prcfencc. 

Dor. Thou haft dar’d 
To tell me, what 1 durft not tell myfclf : 

I durft not think that 1 was fpurn \ 1 , and live ; 
And live to hear it boafted to my face ; 

All my long avarice of honour loft. 

Heap’d up in vouth, and hoarded wp for age : 
Has Honour’s fountain then fuck’d back the ilrcam? 
He has ; and hooting boys may drylhod paft, 
And gather pebbles from the naked lord. 

Give me my love, my honour; give them back : 
Give me revenge while 1 have breath to afk it. 

Sib. Now by this honour’d order which I wear, 
More gladly would I give than thou dar’ft afic it : 
Nor fhall the facred charadler of king 
Be urg’d to fhield me from thy bold appeal. 

If I hate injur’d thee, that makes us equal : 

The wrong, if done, debas’d me down to tlicc. 
But thou haft charg’d me with ingratitude j 
Haft thou not charg’d me ? Speak. 

Dor. Thou know’ll I have : 

If thou difown’ft that imputation, draw. 

And prove my charge a fyc. 

Sib. No; to difprove that lye I mull not draw: 
Be confeious to thy worth, and tell thy foul 
What thou haft done this day in my defence : 

To fight thee after this, what were it elfc 
Than owning that ingratitude thou urg’ft ? 

That ifthmus Hands between two ruHiing fcas j 
Which mounting view each other from afar. 
And ftrive -in vam to meet. 

Dor, I’ll cut that ifthmus : 

Thou know'll I meant not to preferve thy life, 
But to reprieve it, for my own revenge. 

^ lav’d tkee out of honourable malice ; 
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Now draw; T Ihould be loath to think thoudar’il not: 
Beware of fuch another vile cxcufc. / 

Sib. O, patience. Heaven \ f 

Dor. Beware of patience too ; 

That’s a fufpicious word : it had hytfh proper. 
Before thy foot had fpurn’d my now ’tis bafe?. 
Yet, to dil'arm thee of thy laft defence, 

I have thy oath for iny fecurity : 

The only boon WTtgg’d was this fair combat : 
Fight or be perjur’d now ; that’s all thy choice 
Sib, Now can I thank thee as thou wouldft 
be thank’d : IDrtryjAng, 

Never was vow of honour better paid, 

If my true fword but hold, than tly Ynail he. 
The fprightly bridegroom on \&. (vcdding-hight 
More gladly enters not the of love. 

Why ’tis enjoyment to )i;{»Vlimmon’d thus. 

Go; bear my mciragejf> llcnricpjez’ ghoft. 

And fay his mafter^^ his friend rc\p..^ a him. 
Dor. H‘r then is my rival dead? 

Seb. The qneftion is befide our prefent puipofc. 
Thou feeft me ready ; we delay too long. 

Dor. A minute is not much in cither’s life, 
Wlicn there’s but one betwixt us ; throw it in. 
And give it him of us who is to fall. 

Stb. He’s dead : make hafte, and thou mayft 
yet o’ertake him. 

Dor. When 1 was hafty , thou delay’ll me longer, 
I pr’ytiice let me hedge one moment more 
Into thy promife : for thy life preferv’d, 

Be kind ; and tell me how that rival died, 

Whofe death next thine T wilh’d. fknow ; 

Sib. If itwould picafe thee, thou lliouldft never 
But thou, like jcaloufy, ciiquir’ft a truth, 

Which found will torture thcc : he died in fight; 
Fought next my pcrlbn, as in concert fought ; 
Kept pace for pace, and blow for every blow ; 
Save when he heav’d his lliield m my defence, 
And on his naked fide receiv’d my wound : 
Then, when he could no more, he fell at once, 
Bur roll’d liis falling body crofs their way, 

And made a bulwark of it for his prince. 

Dor. 1 never can forgive him fuch a death ' 
Sjb. I prophcfied thy proud foul could nOit 
bear it. 

j Now judge thyfclf who beft deferv’d my love. 

[ 1 know you both; and (durft I fay ?) as^Hcavea . 
' Foreknew among the Ihining angel hoft ' 

Who Ihould Hand firm, who fall, . 

Dor. Had he been tempted lb, fo had hefFall’nj, 
And fo, had 1 been favour’d, had I ftoo^. ^ ^ 

Seb. What had been, is unknown; what is, ap- 
Confefs he juftly was preferr’d to thee, [pears: 

Dor. Had i been born with his indulgent liars. 
My fortune had been his, and his been mine. 

O, worfe than bell ! what glory have I loll, 

And what has he '’''-/.li d <uch a I 
I Ihould have ^aiJen by Sebaftian's -5de, 

My corpfe lyd been the bulwark of king : 

His glor’-us end was a patch'd work of tao 
III Ibrten with a fofc effeminate life : y ' 

It fuired better with my life than h* ' 

So to have died : mint had been of a piece, 

Spent itt your forvicc^ dying at your feet, 

Seh^ 
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S^. The more cfFeminate and foft his life, 
more his fame, to ftruggle to the field, 

)Xnd meet his glorious fate : confefs, proud Ipirit, 
(Vor I have it from thy very mouth) 

That bettc»\hc defer v’d my love than thou. 

Dor, O, wi.ither vvouldft thou drive me.’ I muft 
grant, 

Yes, I muft grant, but with a fwclling foul, 
Ilenriqucz had your love \r>^^,^more defert: 
yor you he fought and died ; I fought againft you ; 
Through all the mazes of the bloody field 

J facred life j which that I mifs’d 
. "Was the propitious error of my fate. 

Not rf iiiy^Joul ; my foul’s a regicide. 

&e6, Theiu J^,ight’ft have given it a moregentle 
name : 

Thou mean’ft to kil’^!^,w^ant, not a kirig# 

'‘•ik, didft thou not, /'^mzo } 

^an I fptak ? ^ 

Alas, I can**’; anfwer to 

No, Doiax cannot anfwer to Alonzo: 

Alonzo was too kind a name for me. 
Thcn,whcnlfoughtand conquer’d with your arms. 
In that blcft age 1 was the man you nam’d : 

Till rage and pride debas'd me into Dorax ; 

And loft, like Lucifer, my name above. 

Seb, '^et twice this day 1 ow’d ray life to Dorax. 
Dor, 1 favVI you but to kill you: there's my grief. 
Seb, Nay, if thou canft be griev’d, thou canft 
repent : 

Thou couldft not be a villain, tho* thou wouldft : 
Thou own’ll too much, in owning thou haft err’d; 
And I too little, who provok’d thy crime. 

Dor. O, ftop this headlong torrent of your good- 
It comes too faft upon a feeble foul, [nets ; 
Half-drovvn’d in tears before ; fpare myconfufion, 
For pity fpare, and fay not, firft you err VI. 

For yet I h.-ivc notdar’d, through guilt and lhame. 
To throw my fclf beneath your rosal leet. 

Now fpurn this rebel, this proud renegade ; 

'Tis juft you Ihould, nor will 1 more complain. 
Seb. Indeed thou Ihouldft not alk forgivenefs 
* firfl. 

But thou prevent’d me ftill in all that’s noble, 
y.*-, I will raife thee up with better news: 

Thy Violantc’s heart was ever thine ; 

'-CompeyVl to wed, becaufc Ihc w'asmy ward, 

Her foul was abfent when llie gave her hand : 
Nor '^uld my threats, or his purfuiiig courtftiip, 

» Effe6^ the confummation of his love : 

So ftiil Indulging tears, fhe pines for thee, | 

A widow and a maid. [blcfs’d me ! | 

Dor, Havel been curling Heaven, while Heaven 
I ihall run mad with ceftafy of joy : 

What, in one moment to be reconcil’d 
To Heaven, anil to my king, and to my love ? 
But'piwjjsmy fiip^Li*W4i?|(]ps me fhort, 

For my uiiKsf^ymal. Poor ^^^riquez ! 

Set. thou fo generous too/V pity him } 
h llffii I was unjuft to love him\ 'tlfr. 

Mere let rte ever hold thee in my arms ; 

AndLall quarrels be but fuch as thefe. 

Who (hall love bell, and clofcft (hall embrace : 

Be w'hat Henhquez wac— 'be my Alonzo. ' 


Dor, What, my Alonzo, fald you? my Alonzo! 
Let my fears thank you, for 1 cannot fpeaks 

^ could, [mine, 

words were not made to vent fuch thoughts aa 
Sib. Thou canft n.ot fpcak, and I can ne’er bs 
(ilent. 

Some ftrangc reverfe of fate muft fure attend 
This vaft profufion, this extravagance 
Of Heaven to blefs me thus. *Tis gold fo purc^ 
It cannot bear the ftamp without allay. 

Be kind, ye pow’rs, and take but hair awray : 
With eafe the gifts of fortune 1 refign ; 

But let my love, and friend, be ever mine. 

% 1%, Antony and Ventidius, Dryden, 
i^«/.'T'HEY tell me *tis my birth-day; and I'll 
keep it 

With double pomp of faclncfs. 

’Tis what the day deferves which gave me breath. 
Why was 1 rais’d the meteor of the world, 
Hung in the Ikies, and blazing as 1 travell’d. 
Till ail my fires were Ipent, and then call down-. 
To be trod out by C.*;far ? fwardn 

Vent, \_Afide'\ On my foul 
’Tis mournful, wondrous mournful? 

Ant. Count thy gains ; 

Now, Antony, wouldft thou be born for this ?• 
Glutton of fortune, thy devouring youth 
Has fiaiv’d thy wanting age. 

Vent, \^A/ide’\ How forrow (hakes him? 

So now the tempeft tcais him up by th’ rootij 
And on the ground extends the noble ruin. 

Ant, Iha^'ing thrown himjtlf dowjn,’] 

Lie there, thou lhadow of an emperor; 

I'he place ihou prefl’eft on thy mother earth 
Is all thy empire row : now it contains thee ; 
Some few days hence, and then ’twill be too Jarge^ 
When thou’rt contrailed in thy narrow urn. 
Shrunk to a few cold allies: tlicn 06lavia, 

(For Cleopatra will not live to fee it) 
Oitiviathcii will have thee all her own. 

And bear thee in her widow’d hand to Caj(ar. 
Cjefar will weep, the crocodile will weep. 

To fee his rival of the univerfc 

Lie ftill and peaceful there. I’ll think no more on 

Give me fome mufic ; look that it be lad, 

I’ll foothe my melancholy, till 1 fwcll 
And burft myfclf with fighing— 

’Tis I'omcwhiit to mv humour. Stay, I fancy 
I'm now turn’d wild, a commoner of nature ; 

Of all forfaken, and forfaking all ; 

Live in a lhady foreft’s fylvan fcciie, 

Stretch’d at my length henoath fome blafted oak, 
1 lean my head upon the inolfy bark, 

And look juft of a piece, as I grew from it ; 

My uftcomb’d locks, matted like miHetoe, 

Hang o’er my hoary face ; a murmVing breok 
Runs at my foot^— 

Vent. Methinks, 1 fancy 
Myfclf there too. 

Ant. The herd come jumping by mc; 

And fcarlefs quench their third while I look caj. 
And take me for their fellowcitizen. 


Mere 
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More of this image, more ; it lulls my thoughts. 
Vefit, I njuft diliurbhim ; I can hold no longer. 

[S ands before him* 

Ant* [St irintr »/.] Art thou Vcntidius ? 

Vent* Are you Antony ? 

likcr what I was, than you to him 
I left you laft. 

Ant. I’m angry. 

Vent. So am f. 

Ant. I would be private : leave me. 

Vent. Sir, I love you. 

And theiefure will not leave you. 

Ant. Will not leave me ? 

Where have you learni that anfwcr Who am I ? 

Vent. Mycmpcrorjtheman 1 love next Heaven. 
If I faid more, I think ’twere fcarcc a fin : 
Ifou’re all that's good and godlike. 

Art* Ail that’^ wretched. 

You will nor leave mcth.cn > 

Vent. 'Twcis u.o picfaming 
To fay f woi Id not: but I dare not leave you ; 
And ’tis unkind in you to chide me hence 
So foon, when I lo far }ia\c come to fee yon. 

Ant. Nc;\^■ tliou haft foen me, art thou latisficd ^ 
For, if a friend, thou haft beheld enough; 

And, if a foe, too much. 

Vent, l.ook, emperor, tliis is no common dew, 
I have not wept lliefc forty years ; but now 
My mother comes afrefti into my eyes ; 

I cannot l elp her foftnefs, [he weeps ’ 

Ant. By He ivcn he wec'ps, poor good old man ! 
The big round drops conde one anorher down 
The furrows of his clu.eks. Stop Vm Vcniidius, 

Or fliall I blufh to deatli ; they fet iny fluimc, 
That caus’d 'cm, full before me. 

Vent* I’ll do my belt. [friends-; 

Ant. Sure there's contagion in the rcais of 
Sec, 1 have caught it too. Hdieve me, ’tis not 
For my own griefs, but tliinc — nay, father — 
Vent. Emperor! 

Ant. Emperor ’ why tint’s the ftyle of viilorv. 
The conq’ring fohlicr, red with unfelt wounds. 
Salutes his general fo ; but never more 
Shall that found reach rnyears. 

Vent. I warrant 

Ant. A^^Tium, A6tiuin ' 0— 

Vent. It fits too near you. 

Ant. Here, here it lies ; a lump of lead by day; 
And in my Ihort, diftrai'ted, nightly liuinbers, 
The hag that rides niy dreams. 

Vent. Out w itii it ; give it vent. 

Ant* Urge not my lhame — 

I loll a battle. 

Vent. So has Julius done. [thou thinkTt ; 
Ant. Tiiou favoin’lt me, and fpeak'ft not half 
For Julius fought it out, and loft it fairly ; 

But Antony 

Vent. Nay, ftop not. 

Ant. Antony— 

(Well, thou wilt have it) — like a coward fled, 
pied whilchis foldiers fought ; fled firft, Venridius. 
Thou long'd to ciirfc me, and 1 give thcc leave. 

1 know thou cam’ll prepar’d to rail. 

Vent* 1 did. 


Ant. I’ll help thee — T have been a man, yenti- ^ • 
Vefit. Yes and a brave one ; but— [diu^. 
Ant. I know thy nitaning. 

Bur I have loft my reafon, have difgrac’d 
The name of foldier, with inylorioy.., cafe. 

Jn the full vintage of my llow'ing honours ' 
Sate ft ill, and faw it preft by otlicr hands. 

Fortune camcfmiling to my youth, and woo'd it, 
And purple gi*caj:|^ is met my ripen'd years. 

VV'hen iiift I canic to empire, 1 was borne 
On tides of people, crowding to my triumphs; 

1 he wilh of nations, and the willing wocki^ 

Receiv d me as its pledge of future peace. 

1 was fo gieat, fo happy, fo belov’d^ • 

Kate could not ruin me; till I t 9 '>k pains, 

And work’d againlt my fortune, ‘*chi<bhcr from me. 
And turn’d her loofe : yc/^^ill flic came again. 

My carclefs days, and^'jly luxurious nights, 

At length have we;n-', .1 her, and now IJj'.’. gone; 
Gone, gonv,^ijit»^9 for ever' 1-V''j7lnc, Ibldicr, 

To curie this madmin, this indnftnous fool, 

Who labour’d to be wTetclicd. Pr'ythee curfe me. 
Vent. No. 

Ant. Why ' 

Vent. You arc too fcnfiblc already 
Of whatyou ’ ve done, too confeious of yon r rai li r. gs ; 
And like a fcorpion, whipt by others lit ft 
To fury, fling yourfelf in mad revenge. 

J w-ould bring halm, and pour it in your wounds, 
Cure your diftemper’d mind, and heal your for- 
Ant* 1 know thou wouldft, ftune?. 

Vent.l^^\\\. 

Ant. Ila, ha, luu ha ! 

Vent. You laugh. 

Ant. I do, to fee officious love 
Give cordi.^ls to the dead. 

Vrnt. Yi>u would be loft then ? 

Ant. I am. 

Vent. I fay you arc nrtt. Txy your fortune. 

Ant. 1 have to th’ utmoft. Doll thou think me 
defpcraie 

Without juft caulc ' No, when I found all loft 
Beyond repair, I liid me from the world, 

And Icaint to fcorn ir here; which novv I do 
So licathly, 1 tliink ii is not worth n 

The coft of keeping. ^ 

Vent. C.€far thinks not fo: ^ 

lie II thank \ou for ilie yift he could not •take. 

'S ou would be kill’d like Tully, w-o-ald you ' Do 
Hold out your tin oat to Ckefar, and die tamely. 

Ant, No, lean kill myfeif; and fo rclblve. 

Vent* I can die with you too, when time lhall 
Btr h.Ttunc calls upon us now to live, [ferve : 

To light, to conquer. 

Ant. Sure thovi drcam'ft, Ventidius. [hours 
Vtnt. No, 'tis \ou drtam; you lleep away your 
In derpemte ftorh^pif- .^14d yhjlo lbnh^ — ^ ^ 

h*r hoi^tmr’s Lik*' ; tw elve lemons waityouy 
And long ttycall you chief. By painfi^J^joUrney;- . 

I led eqi,>pat<ent botli of meat and 

Down tiom the Parthian maiches to the Nile. 

'1 w ill do you good tO fee their luj^^urfit faces, 

I heir I'cari d cheeks, and chopt hands; there’s* 
^Mrtue in em ; 

They'll 
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TWy’ll fell thofe mangled limbs at deanr rates 
Than yon trim bands can buy, 

\ Au/. Where left you them ? 

fyy, in Lower Syria. 

A/I/, Unng ^cin hither j 
There may be life in thefe. 

‘ Fcni, They will not come. [misM aids, 

Ant, Why didft thou mock my hopes with pro- 
To double my defpair ? Tlu-yhc mutinous. 

Fcnt, Molt firm and loyal. 

Ant, Yet they will not march 
'i w iiiccour me. O trifler I 
Fcnt, They petition 
You would make hafte to head ’em. 

Ant, £ am bclieg’d. [hither? 

Fait, There’s butyjme way (hut up — how came 1 
Am, I will nor ftirt 
Fcnt, They would pc.\(pps defirc 
A betk.'jTfrafon. 

^ r 1 *■ ' L/I4U 3 

Ant. I l»avfc never us d 
My Ibldiers to demand a rcafon of 
My actions. Why did they refufe to march ? 
Fcnt. They faid they would not fight for Cle- 
opatra. 

What was’t they faid ? 

Fcnt. They laid they would not fight for Cle- 
ojiatra. 

Why fhould they fight, indeed, to make her con- 
Huer, 

And make you more a (lave ? to gain you kingdoms, 
Which for a Uvfs, at your next midnight feaft, 
You’ll fell to her?— Then fhc new names her 
jewels, 

And calls this diamond fuch Or fuch a tax; 

Each pendant in her car lhall be a province. 

Ant. Ventidiiis, I allow your tongue free licence 
On all my other faults; but, on your life, 

Ko word of Cleopatra ; flic deferves 
More worlds than I can lofc. 

Fcnt. Behold you pow’rs, 

To svliom you have entrufted human kind ; 

See Europe, Afric, Alia put imbalance ; 

And all weigh’ddownbyone light worthlcls woman! 
I think the gods arc Antonies, and give, 

Idkc prodigals, this nether world away 
To none but wafleful hands. 

Ant. Y ou grow prefumptuous. 

Fcr.t. I take the privilege of plain love to fpcak. 
Ant. Plain lovely plain arrogance, plain info- 
lencc » 

Thy men arc cowards; thou, an envious traitor ; 
Who, under fcemin^honefl:y, hath vented 
The burden of thy rank o’erilowing gall. 

O, that thou wert my equal; great in arms 
As the firft Caefar was, that I might kill thee 
Without Hain to my honour 1 
. 'yent. You may kill me. 

^ You have done more already ; callM me tcaitor. 

' An{^^t thou not one ? 

^ tw/. For IhCwing you yourfclf^ 

Which Dc^e elfe durU have done. But h^d I been 
That* name^' which I difdain to fpealt again, 
t needed not have fought your abje£l fortunes. 
Come to partake youx £ate^ to die with 


What hinder’d me t’havc led my conq’ring eagles 
To fill Odlavius' bniids > I could have been 
A traitor then, a glorious, happy traitor. 

And not have been fo call'd. 

Ant, Forgive mo, ibldier ; 

I’ve been too palfionate. 

Fait, You thoughr me falfe; 

Thought my old ago betray’d you. Kill me. Sir; 
Pray kill me ; yet you need not, your unkindiufs 
Has left your hvord no woik. 

Ant, 1 di<l not think fo ; 

T fiid it in my rage : pr’ythee forgive me. 

Why didlV thou tempt my anger, by difeovery 
Of what I would not hear ? 

P'nit, No prince but you 
Could merit that finccriry I us’d, 

Nor durfi another man have \cniur*d it: 

But you, ere love milled your ^^and’ri^g eves, 
Were fure the chief and lieft (»f human race, 
Fram’d in the very pride and boafr of nature. 

Ant, But Cleopatra - — — 

Go on ; for I can bear it now. 

P'ait. No more. [may ft : 

A/it, Thou dai’ft nottruft my pafTion ; buttliovL 
TliOu only lov'fl, the reft have natter’d me. 

Fcnfm Heaven’s bleffing on your heart,' for that 
kind word. 

May 1 believe you love me > Speak again. 

A/it. 1 ndeed I do; Speak this, and this, and this. 
Thy praifes were unjuft ; but I’ll deferve ’em, 
And yet mend all. Do with me what thou wilt; 
Lend me to victory, thou know’ft the way. 

F/nt. And, will you leave this— — • 

Ant, Pr'yrhcc do not curfe her, 

And I will leave her; tho’ Heaven knovvs I love 
Jkyond life, conquefi, empire, all but honour: 
But [ will leave her. 

Fcnt, Tluit’s my royal mafter. 

And (hall we light ? 

Ant. 1 warrant thee, old foldier : 

Thou (halt behold me once again in iron ; 
i^nd, at the head of our old troops, that beat 
The Parthian s, cry aloud, Come, follow me ! 

V'ent, O, now I hear my C!t)pcror ' In that W’ord 
06tavius fell. Gods, let me fee that day ; 

And, if I have ten years behind, take all; 

J’ll thank you for the exchange. 

Ant. O, Cleopatra ! . 

Fcnt, Again ’ . , 

A/it, I’ve done. In that laft figh (he went; 
Csefar (hall know what ’tis to force a lover 
From all he holds mod dear. 

Fcnt, Meihinks you breathe 
Another foul ; your looks arc more divine ; 

You fpeak a hero, and you move a god. . 

Ant, O, thou haft fir’d me ! my foul’s up in arms. 
And mans each part about me. Once again 
That noble eagernefs of fight has feiz’d me ; 
That eagernefs, with which I darted upward 
To Caihus’ camp. In vain the fteepy hill 
Oppos’d my way ; in vain a war of fpcars 
Sung round my head, and planted all my (hield; 
I won the trenches, while my foremoft hicn 
Lagg'd on the plain beloVr. 

, i ; • 
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tor filch another honour ! 

Afti, Come on, my foldicrj 
Our hearts and arms are Oill the fEimf. t long 
Once ihore to meet our foes i'that tluni and J, 
Like T1 me and Death, marching before our 
troops, 

May tafte fare to ‘eiti ) mow ’tm out a patfage, 
And, cnt’ring where tJie iitnioft fquadrons yield, 
Begin the noble barveft of the field. 


§ j04 ^beod'ifitts afid ^Ittrdan^ Lee. 

^'hco. OA! what rafli thing art thouj who 
^ feti’ft fo final 1 
A value on thy life, thus to prcfunie 
Agninll the fatal orders I liavc given, ‘ 

Thus to intrench on Csfar's Iblitudc*^ 

And urge me to rhy ruin ? 

M(ii\ Mighty Cefifar, 

T have tranlgreiVd j and ti\r my pardon boxy 
To rhec, as to the gods, when I offend: 

“Nor can J doubt your nicrcv, when y<ju know 
The nature of my crime. 1 am commillioird 
Trom all the earth to give thee thanks and praifes, 
Thou darling of mankind ! whofe conifringaims 
Already diown the glory of great Julius; 

Whofe deeper reach in laws and policy 
Makes wife Auguftus envy thee in heaven ! 
What mean the Fates by lucli prod-gious virtue? 
When fcarce the manly down yci fliadesthy face, 
Whth eonquclls thus to over- run t!ie world, 

And make barbai Jans trcrnbic. O ye gods ! 
Should Deftiny now end tlicc in lIk* bloom, 
Methinks I fee rhcc mouiird uho^e the lofs 
Of lov'd Gcrmaiiicus; thy fuiKuds, 

Like his, are foloinniz’d with tears and blood# 
Tlra, How, Marcian ! 

M<r. Yes, the raging multitude, 
lake torrents, no bound to their mad grief; 
Sluve their w ives heads and tear off their own 
hair : 

With wild defj>air they bring their infants out, 
To brawl their parents forrow in the llrects: 
Trade is no more, all courts of jullice ftopt ; 
With llones they dalh the windows of their tem- 
ples, 

Pull down their altars, break their houfeliold gods ; 
And liill the univcrfal groan is this— 

‘‘ Conftantinople’s loft, "our empire's ruin’d ; 
Since he is gone, that father of hib country. 

Since he is dead, O life, where is thy plcafurc ? 
O Rome, O conquer’d world, where is thy glory ?” 
‘J2>r©. I know thee well, thy cuftom and thy 
manners. 

Thou didft upbraid me ; but no more of this, 
Not for thy life— 

Mtr. What’s life without my honour? 

Could you transform yourfel/ into a Gorgon, 

Or make that bcardlcfs face like Jupiter’s, 

.f would be heard in fpitc of all your thunder; 

0 pow'r of guilt ! you fear to ftand the teft 
Which Virtue brings ; like fores your vices 
iliakc 
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Before this Roman healer. But, by the godsjT 
Before J go, I’ll rip the malady, 

And let tlic venom ftow besbre your eyes. / 

Tlirj IS a debt to th.e great Tlieodofiub^^ * 

T!ie grandfather of your illuftrious blood : 

And llie-n farcwel for ever. 

7brcf0 Prel'uming Marcian ’ 
vVhat cand thou uri^e againft rtiy innocence ? 
“riiro’ tl*e' whole cr^urfc (»f all my harmlefs youth, 
Ev'n to rhi‘' hour, I cannot call to mrnd 
One wicked adt which 1 have done to Jhamc me. 

Mrv, This maybe true: yet if you give tluM^ray 
To other hands, and your poor fubjedts futfer. 
Your negligence to them is as the caufe. 

0 Thcodofius, credit me, who kiywv 

The world, j»nd hear how foidiers ccnfurc kings; 
In after-timeo, if tlius yf^lliould go on, 

Your memory by warrws will be fcorn’d, 

As much as^KerojC^^^laligula loath'd 

They will dclpTle your Doth, and bnetward cafc| 

More than they hate the others’ cruelty. 

Aiul what a thing, yc gods, is fcorn, or pity 1 
Heap on me, Heaven, the hate of all mankind; 
r.oad me with malice, envv, dcicftation; 

Let me be horrid to all npprehenfion, 

And the world Ihun me, fo 1 ’feape but fcorn. 

[ 7ht'o» rr’yrh«,e no more, 
j Mai\ Nay, when the legkms make comparifon5|^ 
And fay, Thus cruel Ncio once refoK ’d 
On Gaiba’s infurredlion, for revenge, 

To give all France as plunder to the army; 

To poifon the whole fenate at a feaft ; 

To burn the city, turn the wiliLbcafts out, 

Hears, lion*?, ligcio, on the multitude ; 

T hat ft) oblrrud'ting thofe that quench’d the ftre^ 
He might .it once ileftroy rebellious Rome- 

1 Th o, O vnieltv ’ wliy tell’ft thou me of this? i 
, Am 1 of fnch a barh’rous bloody temper? 

I M(i, Yet fome will fay. This flievv’d liC had a 
I fpirir, 

However fierce, aveliging, and pernicious. 

That favour’d c»f a Roman ; but for you, 

What can your partial lycopliants invent. 

To make you rtiom among the emperorb ? 

Whofe utmoft is the fmalicft part of Nero j 
A pretty player, one that can ndl a hero, 

And never bu one. O yclmmortal goili, 

Is this the old Cceftirian majefty ? 

Now, in the name of our great* Romulus, 

Why ling you not, and iiddlo too, as he .did } * 

Why have you not, like Nero, a Phonafeuv ? 

One to take care of \ our ecleftial voice ? 

Lie on yemr back, my h)rd, and on your ftomach 
Lay a thin plate of lead, abftain from fruits; 

And when the bufinefs of the ftage is done, 

Retire with your loofe friends to coftly banquep, 
•While the lean army groans upon the grouiid.' 

"Tbeo. Leave rnc, I fay, left I chaftife thee ; 
Hence, be gone, I fay—— ^ /i 

Mar* Not till you have heard me out. ' ■’ 

Build too, like liim, a palace lin’d wi&goId| 

As long and large as that of th’ El'qiiiUnc ; 

Inelofc a pool too in it, like the fea, 

And at the empire’s coft let navies meet : 

Adohi 
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"TTd&rn your ftarry chambers too with gems 5 
Contrive the plated ceilings to turn round, 

With pipes to caft ambronan oils upon you : 
Confume«vith this prodigious vanity, 

Jn mere perfumes and odorous diftillations, 

Of Icftcrccs at once four hundred millions ; 

naked virgins wait you at your table, 

And wanton Cupids dance and clap tlicir wings. 
No matter what becomes of the poor foldiers, 

ISo they perform the drudgery they arc fit fur ; 
Why, let 'em ftarve for want of their arrears, 
as they go, and lie like dogs in diuhes. 

• 7bt'o. Come, you are a traitor ! 

Mar, Go to, you arc a bo}— ^ 

Or by the gods 

7 'Vo. If arrogance like tins, 

And to the emperor’s face, ihould Teape unpn- ' 
nilhed, 

ril write niyfelf a coward, tiicr, \ill:iin, 

A death too glorious for lb bad a man, 

By 'I’hcodornis’ hand. 

[ Mel) dan diU) m$ bint, Int is woumicu. 
Mar, Now, lir, where are you ^ 

What, in the name of all our Roman fpirits. 

Now chaims my hand from giving thee thy fate? 
Mas he not cut me off from all my honours' 
7'orn niy commillions, fliam’d me to the earth, 
Bjniih’d the couit, a vagabond for c\cr? 

33o not the Ibldicrs hourly alk it from me ’ 

Sigh their own wnmg's, and beg mete revenge \'m? 
What hinders n(jw,but that 1 mount the throne, 
And make, befide'*, this purple youth my Ibotftoul' 
7'lic armies co\rrt me ; ami my country’s caule, 
'riie injuries of Rome and Greece, perJ'uadc me. 
Shew but this Roman blood which he has drawn, 
They’ll make me emperor whether Iwill or no: 
Did not, for Ids than this, the lattei Brutus, 
liccajfche thought Rome wrong’d, inpcrl’onhcad 
Againft his fiicnd a black coiifpiracy, 

And ffab the majefty of all the world ? 

7hi'0. Aft as you plcafe: lamwithinyourpow'r. 
Mar. Did not the former Brutus, for the crime 
eff Sextus, drive old Tarquin from bis kingdom^ 
And lliall this prince too, by permitting others 
7'o adt their wicked wills, and lawld's plcafures, 
Ravilh from the empire its dear health, 
Wcll-bttng, happinel’s, and ancient glory ? 

Go on in this' di (honourable relt ? 

>Shall he, I fay, dream on, while the ftarv’d troops 
^Ide cold and wakin'g in the winter camp; 

And, .like pin’d birds, for want of fuftcnancc, 
Feed on the haws and berries of the fields r 
O temper, tempeV me, ye gracious gods ; 

Give to my hand forbearance, to my heart 
its conftant loyalty ! 1 would but (hake him, 
Roufe him a little from thi** death of honour. 
And (hew him what he (hould be. 

7bco. You accufe me, 

■^s ^f^!^'»ere fome monffer moff unheard of! 

as the ruin of the army ; then 
Of takinglyour commiilion : but by Heaven 
.1 fwcar, O Marcian ! this I never did^ 

Nor ne^’er intended it : nor fay I this 

To altcjr tlw deep ufage ^ fur wli;^ wlv^t 
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Thou’ft faid, and done, and brought to my re- 
membrance,' 

I grow already weary of rny life. 

Mar, My lord, I take your werd : you do not 
know / 

The wounds which rage within your country’s 
bowels ; 

The horrid nfigc of the fuffering foldicr : 

But why will not our Thcodofius know ? 

If you tntriift the government to others 
That a£t thefe crimes, who but yourl’clf s to blame ? 
Ik witnefs, O ye gods ! of my plain dealing, 

Of Marcian’s I’onefty, howe’er degraded, 
f thank you for my kmilhmciir : but, alas I 
\Ty lofs is little to '.chat l(»t)n will follow 1 
[b.-deft but on youriclf and your own jovs ; 

Let not this Icth.irgv for ever hold you. 

’Twas rumonr'd iliro’ ilu* cjtv, that you lov'd ; 
That vour efnoiifalj (hould be folemniz'd ; 

When on a fudden here you fend your orders 
Tim this bright Lvouiite, the lov'd Kudolia, 
Shoi.ld lofe her head. 

Ihi’o. O heaven and earth ! What fay ’ft thou.^ 
That I have feal’d the death of my Eudutia ! 

Mar, *Tis your own hand and fignct : yet I 
fv/car, 

Tlio’ you Imc given to female hands your fway, 
And thcrcdbre I, as well as the whole army, 

For ever ought to curfc all womankind ; 

Vet when tb.e virgin came, as (lie was doom’d, 
i\nd on the fcaff'id, for that purpofe rais’d 
W’ithoui the walls, appear’d before the army— 
T/m What • on a fcatfold ' ha ! before the army ? 
Mar, How quickly was the tide of fury turn’d 
To foft companion, and relenting tears! 

But when the axe 

Sever’d the brighteft beauty of the earth 
From that fair body — had you heard the groan, 
Which, like a peal of diftant thunder, ran 
Through all the armed hotl, you would have 
thought, 

By the immediate darknefs that fell round us, 

Vv hole nature was concern’d at I'uch a I’ulf’ring, 
And nil the godb were angry. 

7’heo, O Pu Idler ia I 
Cruel, ambitious lifter ' this muft be 
Thy doing. O, I'upport me, noble Marcian ! 
Now, now’s the time, if thou dar’ftftrike. behold, 
1 oft’er thee my biuaft ; with my laft breath, 

I’ll thank ihcc too, if now thou draw’ft my blood. 
Were I to live, thy counfcl (hould dirc£t me ; 
But Vis too late — — 

M.'v, He faints! What, boa, there! Lucius! 
My lord the emperor ' Ihulofia lives ; 

, She’s here, or will be in a minute, moment ! 
(^lick as the thought, Ihc caUs you to the temple. 

Lucius, help' — I’ve gone too far ; but fee, 

He breathes again.— Eudoiia has aw^ed him* 
Ibeo, Did you not name Eudolia? 

Mar, Yes, fhe lives: 

I did but feign the (lory of her death, 

To find how near you plac'd her to your heart : 
And may the gods rain all tlieir plagues upon me, 
If ever 1 rebuke you thus again I 
it . • ■ 



Ii6 ELEGANT 

Yet ’tis moft certam that you fign'd her deaths 
Not knowing what the wife PuTcheria offer’d, 
Who left it in my hand to ftartle you : 

Bur, by my life and fame, 1 did not think 
It would have touch’d your life. O pardon me, 
Dear prince, my lord, my emperor, royal mailer, 
Droop not becaufe I utter’d fomc rafh words, 
And was a madman. — By the immortal gods 
I love you as my foul : whate’er 1 faid, 

My thoughts wereotherwife ; believe thefe tears. 
Which do not ufe to flow : all ilia 11 be well. 

I fw^car that there are feeds in that fweer temper, 
T’ atone for all the crimes in this bad age. 

Thco, I thank thee firft for my Eudoha's life. 
What but my Jove could have call’d hack that life 
Whichthou haft made me hate? But,0,methought 
*T\vas hard, dear Marcian, very hard, fiom thee, 
From him I ever reverenc'd as my father, 

To hear fo harfli a meffage ’ — But no more ; 
WeVc friends: thy hand. Nay, if thou wilt not 
rife. 

And let me fold my arms about thy neck. 

I’ll not believe thy love : in this forgive me. j 
Fiift let me vved Kudoli.i, and wc’ll out; I 

We will, my general, and make amends 
For all that’s ^ aft : glory and arms', ye call, 

And Marcian leads mo lai ! 

AA*', Let her not reft, tlien ; 

Ffpoufe her ftraiglir : I’ll ftrike yoti at heat. 
XLiy this great humour get large growth within 
you ; ^ ‘ ^ 

And be encourag’d hy the emholcrning gods ! 

0 what a fight will rliis be to the foldier, 

To fee me bring vou drefb\> in iliiiiingr armour. 

To head the flioutmg fv|viadrons ' O ye gods ' 

^Methmks I hear the cciioing cries of jov. 

The founds of tmmpcrs, ami the lieat of drums ; 

1 fee each ftarving (oMier bound from earth. 

As if a gijd by miracle liad rais’d him ; 

And, with beholding you, grow fiit again ! 
Nothing but gazing eyes, and op’ning mouths, 
Clieeks red wiili joy, andJii.ed hands about you; 
borne w'ip'iig the irs that nicklc down 

With bioken Jo t., and wuli fobbing ra)>tuies. 
Crying To arms > he’s come ; our emperor’s come 
To wm the world ' — Why, is nor this far betici 
Than lolling in a i?dy's lap, and fleeping, 
Ftiftingor praying- Come, conic, youfhallbc merry: 
And for Eudofia, flic is your', already : 

Marcian has faid it. fir ; ihe fliall be yours. 

7hr'o. O Marciau ! O my brother, father, all ’ 
Tliou heft of friends ! moll faithful counfellor' 
J’ll find a match for tlxec too, ere 1 reft. 

To make thee love me. For when thou art with 
me, 

I’m ftrong and well; but when thou’rt gone, I'm 
nothing. 


§40. Glojfler md llafilngs, RovvE. 

\/rY lord, y' are well encounter’d ; here 
^ ^ has been 

A tubr peticioner dus morning with us \ 
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Believe me, Ihe has won me much to pity he. . 
Alas ! licr gentle nature was not made 
To buffet with adverfity. 1 told her 
How worthily her caufe you had befriended ; 
How much for your good fake wc meant to do; 
Thatyou had fpokc, and all things fhould be well. 
Haji, Your highnefs binds me ever to your fer-. 
vice. 

Glojl, You know your fricndlhipis moft potent 
with us, 

And fliarcs our power. But of this enough. 

For wc have other matter for your car; 

1 The ftatc IS out of tune : dillrafting fears, 

! And jealous doubts, jar in our public couiifclsj 
Amidft the wTaIrhy city murmurs rife, 

Lewd railings, and reproach on ihofc that rule. 
With open Icorn of government ; henCe credit. 
And public tnift ’tw-ixt man and man, are broke* 
The golden ftreams of commerce arc withheld, 
Which fed tilt w ants of needy hinds and artizans. 
Who therefore enrfe the great, and threat rehellion. 

HaJ}. The refty knaves are over- run witli cafe. 
As plenty ever is the nurlc of faflion ; 

If in good days, like tliefo, the headftroiig herd 
Grow madly wanton, and repine, it is 
Becaufc the reins of powV are held too (lack. 

And reverend authority of late 

Has worn a face of mcicy moic than jiiflice. 

Giffi. Beflircw my heart 1 but you have well 
divin’d 

The fourcc of tlicfc diforders. Who can wond^ 
If riot and mifrulc o’erturn the realm, 

When the crown fits upon a baby brow > 

Plainly to fpcak— hence comes the gen’ral cry, 
And lum or all complaint : 'twill ne’er be well 
With England (thus they talk) while children 
govern. [that? 

llafl. ’Tis true the king is young; but what of 
We feel no want of Edward's riper years, 

While Gloftcr’s valour and moft princely wifdQniL 
So well fupply our infant fovereign’s place, 

His youth s iupport, and guardian to his throne. 
Gloft, Tlie council (much I’m bound to thaulR, 
'cm for't) 

Have plac’d a pageant feeptre in my hand. 

Barren of pow’r, and fubjcdl to controul ; 

Scorn’d by my foes, and ufclel's to my fri/rn4(5. 

0 worthy lord ' were mine the rule indeed^ 

1 think 1 fliould not fuffer rank offence 
At large to lord ir in the commonweal ; , 

Nor would the realm be rent by difeord thus. 
Thus fear and doubt, betwixt difputed titles. 

Uaft Of this I am to learn ; as not luppofing 
A doubt like this — *<- 

GloJL Ay, marry, but there is ; 

And that of much concern. Have you not heard. 
How, on a late occafion, Doctor Shaw 
Has mov’d the people much about the kwfulittls ' 
Of Edward’s iffue ? By right grave authority 
Of Jeaniing and religion plainly proving, 

A baftard Icion never (hould be grafted 
Lpon a royal (lock ; from thence, at ftfll 
Difcourfing on my brother’s former contrail: 

To Lady Elisabeth Lucy, long before 
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Tris jolly match with that fame buxom widow 
The queen he left behind him— 

IJct/l, III befal 

Such meddling prieds^ who kindle up confulion, 
And vex the quiet world with their vain fcrujdcs' 
By Heaven, *tis done in perfeft fpite to peace. 
Did not the king, 

Our royal niaftcr, Edward, in concurrence 
With his edates ail'cmhlcd, well determine 
What courfe the fov’rcign rule fliould take hence- 
forward ' 

When lhall the deadly hate of faftion ceafe, 
When fhall our long-divided land have reft. 

If every peevifli, moody malccontcnt 
Shall fet the Icnielcls rabhle in an uproar, 

Fright them with dangers, and perplex their 
brains, 

Each day, with fomc fantaftic giddy change > 
C/oJi, VV'hatif Ibmc patriot, for tlie public good. 
Should vary from your feheme, new -mould the 
' • ftatc ? 

Hiifi. Curie on the innovating hand attempts it ' 
Remember him, the villain, righteous Heaven, 

In thy great day of vengeance! Blaft the traitor 
And iiis pernicious counfcls, who for wealth. 

For pow’r, the pride of greatnefs, or revenge. 
Would plunge his native land in civil wars ! 
Gloji, You go too far, my lord. 

Your higbnelV pardon*— 

Have wc lo (bon forgot thofc days of ruin, 

When York and Lancaftcr drew forth the battles? 
W^hen, like a matron butcher'd by her Tons, 

And caft befidc Ibme common way, a fpectaclc 
Of horror and affright to palfers by, 

Our groaning country bled at ev'ry vein ; 

When murders, rapes, and maflacrcs prevail’d 5 
W'hen churclics, palaces, and cities blaz’d ; I 
When infoleiicc an<l hailxirifin triumph'd. 

And fwept away difti nation ; pcafants trod 
Upon the necks of nobles ; low w^rc laid 
Tile reverend crofier and the holy mitre, 

And defolation cover’d all the land ; 

Who can remember this, and not, like me. 

Here vow to ffieath a daggei in his heart 
WJiofc damn’d ambition would renew thofe hor- 
rors, 

And fcbonce more that fccnc of blood tiefore us? 
Cio/f, How now ! fo hot ! 
iitjji. So brave, and fo refolv’d. j 

. (fioJL Is then our friend ffiip of lb little moment, 
That, you could arm your hand agaiiift my lifer 
I hope vour highncls docs not think 1 
meaS[t it ; 

Ho, Heaven forefend that e’eryour princely perfon 
Should come within the Icopc of my rclentmcnt. 
O noble Haftings! Nay, 1 inuft embrace 
you: 

' By holy Paul, y’ arc a right honeft man ! 

Jfhe time^is full of danger and diftruft, 

us to be wary. Hold me not 
Too apt fo^ jcaloufy and light furmife, 

If when I 'mean to lodge you next my heart, 

J put your truth to trial. Keep your loyalty, 
iivf^ yQur king a.nd country bdt lupporc; 


For me, 1 alk no more than honour gives, 

To think me yours, and rank me with your friends, 
Ha^. Accept whiit tlianks a grateful heart 
fhould pay. 

0 princely Gloltci ! judge me not ungentle, 

Of manners rude, and inlblentof Ipeedi, 

If, when the j)ublic llifcty is in t’uvftion, 

My 7cai llows warm and eager from my tongue. 
GJqfi» Enougn of ; to deal m wordy com- 
pliment 

Is much agamll tlu* plainnefs of my nature : 

1 judge you by inyfelf, a clear true fpirit ; 

And, as fucli, once more join you to my be Ibm. 
Farcwel, and be my friend. [Vuv/, 

HaJI. 1 am not read, 

Nor fkill’d and pradlis'd, in the arts of greatnefs^ 
Tu kindle thus, anvl give a fcope to p.diioM. 

The duke is funly noble ; but be touch’d m« 
Ev’n cm the tentrreft point, the maffer-ftring 
That makes luoft harmony or diicord to me. 

I own the glorious fijbjcf.t iiies my breaff, 

And niy foul’s darling palllon ftands confefs'di 
Beyond or love’s or frieiidfliip's facred band, 
Beyond myfelf, J prize my native land : 

On this foundation would 1 build iny fame, 

And emulate the Greek and Roman name ; 
Think England’s peace bought cheaply with my 
blood, 

And die with pleafurc for my country’s good. 


§ 41. Gujiavus and Dakcarlians, BuooKI* 

\Jl Dale^T ET us all fee liim I 

id Dale* Y es, and hear him too. 
yi Djlt\ Let us be lure ’tis he himiblf. 

4//6 Dak, Our general. 

5/^6 Dale. And we will fight while weapons cull 
be found. 

6//> Dak, Or hands to wield them. 

^tb Dak, Get on the bank, Guftavunw 
Anderfon. Do, my lord. 

Gufta^us. My countrymen !— -• 

\Ji Dale, Ho! hear him I 
id Dale, Peace ! 
yl Dale, Peace! 

4//> Dale, Peace ! [heartily 

GuJ, Amazement I perceive hath ftU’d your 
And joy for that your loft Guftavus, ’fcap’d 
Thro’ wounds, imprifonments, and chains, an4 
deaths, 

Thus fudden, tlius unlook’d for, ftands before ye. 
As one efcap’d from cruel hands I come, 

From hearts that ne’er knew pity, dark an4 
vengeful ; 

Who quaff the tears of orphans, bathe In blood. 
And know no mufic but the groans of Sweden. 
Yet, not for that my filler’s early innocence. 

And mother’s age, now grind beneath captivity ; 
Nor that one bloody, one rcmorfelefs hour 
Swept my great (ire and kindred from my (ide % 
For them Guftavus weeps not, iho* my eyes 
Were far lefs dear, for them I wiJJ not weep. 
But, O great parent, when I think on thee I 
Thy numberlefs, thy nantelefs,ihamifaiinfainlet. 
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My widowM country [ Sweden ! when I think 
Upon thy dcfolation, I'pitc of ratre— 

And vengeance that would choke them — tears will 
how, 

AffeL O, tliey arc villains, icv’ry Dane of them. 
Pradlis’d to hab and Imilc, to Itab the babe 
That fmiles upon thenu 
At». What accurfed hours 
Roll o’er thofo \vi etches who to fiends like thefe. 
In their de:tr liberty, h ive barter’d more 
Than worlds w'ill rate for i 

Gijf, O Liberty, Ilcavcn’‘j clioicc pferngative! 
True bond of law, thou fotial Ibiil of propcity. 
Thou breath of rcafon, life of life itlcli ! 

For thee the valiant bleed. O iucred Liberty * 
Wing’d from the fuminer’s fnare, from ilatt'ring 
ruin, 

Like the bold ftork you feck the wint’ry (horc, 
l.cave courts, and pomps, and palaces to Haves, 
Clea\c to the cold, and reft upon the florm. 
Upborne by thee, my foul dlfdainM the terms 
Of empire, oftlr’d at the lunuls of tyrants. 

With thee 1 ibughr this fav’jitc Uhl ; with thee 
Theft. fav’rite Ibas I fougrii; thy fons, O Liberty' 
For e’en amid the wilds <»f life you lead them, 
Lift their low-rafted cutt i/j to the cloudo. 

Smile o’er their heaths, and fiom their mountain 
tops 

Beam glory to the* nations. 

Ail. Liberty ! Liberty ’ 

Gi/f, Are ye not nuuk'd, ye men of Drdccarlia, 
Arc ye not mark’d by all the circling world 
As the great flake, the lafl clfort for liberty ? 
Say, is it not your wealth, the thirft, the food, 
The fcopc and bright ambition of your fouls ' 
Why clfc have you, and your renow n’d forefa- 
tiiero, 

From the proud fumrnitof their glitt’ilng thrones 
Call down the mightiefl of your lawful kings. 
That dar’d the bold infringement ? What but 
liberty, 

Thro’ the fam’d courfc of thirteen hundred years. 
Aloof hath held invaflon fri/m yoni hills. 

And fanftified their Ihadc ? — And vdll ye, will ye 
Shrink from the hopes of the expelling world ; 
Bid your high honours ftoop to foreign infultj 
And in one hour give up to infamy 
The harveft of a thoufand years of glory ? 
ifi Dale, No. 
zei Dale, Never, never, 

3 ^/ Dale, Pcrifli all firfl, 
i^b D.'ile, Die all ! 

Giif, Yes, die by piccc^meal ! 

Leave not a limb o'l.T'whicfi a Dane may trlumphl 
Now from my foul I joy, I joy, my friends, 

To fee ye fear’d ; to fee that t*cn your foes 
Do jullice to your valours .'—There they be, 
The pow’rs of kingdoms, fumm'd in yonder hofl. 
Yet kept aloof, yet trembling to aflail ye. 

And, O, when I lock round and lee you herp. 
Of jiumbcr Ihprt, but prevalent in virtue, 

My heart fvvclls high, and burns for the encounter. 
True courage but from oppofition grows; 

And what arc fifty, what a tliouland ilavps, 


Match’d to the Anew of a Angle arm -• 

I'hat ftrikes for liberty — that ftrikes to Aive 
His Adds from fire, his infants from the fword. 
His couch from luft, his daughters from pollution. 
And his large honours from eternal intamy ? 
AVhat, doubt we then' Shall we, llial I weftaml here, 
Till motives that might warm an ague’s froft. 
And nerve the coward’s arm, fiiall por^rly Icrvc 
To wake us to rcAftancc ?— Let us on ! 

O, yes, I read your lovely Aercc impatience ; 
You fhall not be withheld; w^c will rulh on 
them 

'Phis is indeed to triumph, where we hold 
Three kingdoms in our toil ! Is it nor gloriour, 
Thus to appal the bold, meet f*>rcc with turv , 
And pufli yon torrent back, till cv’ry wave 
Flee to its fountain ? 

3 -/ Dale, On, lead us on, Guilavus ; one w'ord 
moie 

Is but delay of conquefl, 

Grf. Talte ybur wifli. 

He w ho wants arms may grjipple w'ith the foe. 
And 11) be furnifli’d. You, mofl noble And trfoii, 
Di\ idt* our pow’rs, and with the fam’d Olaus 
T.4'c the left route— You, Eric, great in arms ! 
With the renown’d Nedprbi, hold the right, 

And Ikirt the foreft down : then wlicel at once, 
Confefs’d to view, and clofc up all the vale ; 
Myfelf, and my moft valiant coufin here, 

Til’ invincible Arvida, gallant Sivard, 

Arnoldus, and thefe hundred hardy vet’rans. 
Will pour dircftly on, and lead the onfet. 

Jo), joy, I lee confclVd from cv'ry eye, 

Your limbs tread vigorous, and your bicafts bcai 
high ! 

Thin tho’ our ranks, tho* fcanty be our bands, 
Bold arc our hearts, and nervous arc our hands. 
With us, truth, juftice, fame, and freedom dole, 
Each Angly equal to an hoft of foes : 

I ftel, 1 feel them fill me out for Aght, 

They lift my limbs as feather'd Hermes light I 
Or like the bird of glory, tow ’ring high, 
Thunder within his grafp, and lightning in hiscy-'^J 


§ 4 ft. Gufitvims and Crijiiern, BrooKE. 
Qijl, '^•ELL me, Guflavu§, tell why 
this. 

That, as a ftream diverted from the banks 
Of Imooth obedience, thou Haft drawn thofq mcT\ 
Upon a dry unchannell’d enterprize. 

To turn their inundation ? Are the lives 
Of my mifguided people held fo light. 

That thus thou’dft pulh thempn the keen rebukQ 
Of guarded majefly ; where juftice waits, 

All awful and refftllcls, to alTcrt 

Th’ impervious rights, the fan^litudc of kingr^ 

And blaft rebellion > 


Cf*f. Juftice, fanflitude, , 

And rights! O, patience ! Rights I what' 
thou tyrant ? . ' 

Yes, if perdition be the rule of pow’r^ 

If wrongs give riglit, O then, Supreme in mifehief. 
Thou wert the lord, tiic mqnareh c.f the wofld! 
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nJtoo narrow for tliy thiliT!. But if thou thinl/ft 
That crowns arc vilely propjriiLcI, like coin, 

To he the iTieansi, the Ipecialty of iiift, 

And fenlual attribution; if tliou think’ft 
That empire is of tilled birth or blood ; 

Tliar nature, in the proud Lchalf of one, 

Shall dilen£j[^aiichilc all her lordly race, 

And how her j^jcn’ral ifl'uc to the yoke 
Of private domination ; tiien, thii- p’^oud one, 
Here know me for thy kintr. Ihiwe’er be told. 
Not claim luTcditaiy, not tiic truit 
^Of frank rltdlion, 

Not ev’n the hi^h anoinnnj; hand of Heaven, 
Can authorife t)pprelli<jn, give a law 
For lawiefi: pow'r, wed faith to violation, 

On lealbn build mifrulc, or judly bind 
AlLgi.ince to injuliicc. Tyniiiny 
Ablblves all faith; and \\ho invades our rights. 
Howe'er his own ((eminence, can never be 
But an ulurper* But for thee, for thee 
There is no name. Thou haft ahjai d mankind, 
Dafh’d iiifety from thy bleak, unfocial fule, 

And wag'd wild war with univerfal nature, 

Ci if, IdccntioustraitorJ thou eanft talk it largely. 
Who made thee umpire of tlie rights ot kings, 
And p<m’r, prime attrilmtc — as on thv tongue 
The poife of battle lay, and arms of fou'C, 

To throw ileliance in the front of duty ? 

Look round, nniuly boy ! thy battle comes 
Like raw, disjointed muft’ring, feeble svrath, 

A war of waters, borne againft the rock 
Of our firm continent, tg fume, and chafe, 

And fhiver in the toil. 

Ciuf, Mifiaken nian ! 

I come impower’d and ftrcngthcn’J in thy weak- 
nei's ; 

For tho’ the ftim^turc of a tyrant’s throne 
Rife on the necks of half the fuff ring world. 
Fear trembles in the cement; pray Vs, and tears, 
And I'ecret curfes, i'ap its mould’ring bale, 

And fteal the pillars of allegiance from it : 

Then let a Tingle arm but dare the iwny, 
^Headlong it turns, and drive- upon deftrufVion. 
7;V. IVpfane, and alien to the love of heaven! 
Art thou ftill harden’d to the wrath divine, 
That hangs o*cr thy rebellion } Rnow'ft thou not 
Thou art at enmity with grace, call out, 
JVL|rf?an anathema, a eurl'c enroll’d 
Among the faithful, thou and thy adherents 
Shorn from our holy ehurph, and oftl^r’d up 
As facred to damnation } 

Cuf, Yes, I know, 

When fuch au.tUou, with ftcrilcgious hand, 
Seize on the apoftolic key of heaven. 

It then becomes a tool for crafty knaves 
To fhut out virtue, and unfold thofe gates 
That Heaven itfclf had barr’d againll the lulls 
Of avarice and ambition. Soft and fwcet, 

As looks of charity, or voice of lambs 
Thai (leat upon the mountain, arc the words 
Of Chr«llian mcekners! miflion all divine! 

The law of love foie mandate. But your gall, 
Ye Svvedilh prelacy, your gall hath turn'd 
The words of fwcGt, but indSgefted peace, 
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To wrath and bitternen?. Ye hallow’d men, 

111 whom vice laiiutifies, whole prerepts tcacii 
Zeal witlio Jt inith, religion wnrhout Mituc ; ^ 
Who in. cr preach Heaven but w ith a downv ard 
eye, [l-ofe 

That turns vour fouh to drofs ' wdio, Ihoiiti. g, 
The closes of hell upon u>. Thefts and rapes. 
Slick'd towns, and midnight howling., iljro’ the 
realm, 

Receive yinir faiufilion. O, ’tis glorious niifchicf ' 
When \ice tin ns b/dy, ]iuts religion un, 

AUliniew t)u robe pontifu'al, the eye 
Of faiiitly elfvaiion, hIcllLth iin, 

And maKes tlic Hal of Iweet nft'ended Heavcii 
A fign of hkx’d, a lahei for decrees 
That Hell w'ould llirink to own. 

CrijL No more of thh. 

Gullavus, wouldft thou yet return to grace, 

And hold thy motions in the fphere of duty, 
Acceptance might he found, 

("riif. Imperial fp'jiler ! 

Give me my father, give me hack my kindred, 
Give me the f irb'-rs of ten thou land orphans, 
Give me the Ions m w-ht-.n thy rut hie Is Hvord 
lias left our widows cnildlrls, Mnu tiiey were, 
Both mme, and ev'ry Swede’s, w hole patrii^t brt all 
BleecU in his country’s wouiulingj. (), thou c.inll 
nor ! 

Thou haft outfiiw’d all rtck’ning’ Give me tlioii 
My all that’s left, my itcmuIc mother thpic, 

And Ipare yon little trembler, 

Criji, Yes, on terms 
Of C(impa6l and I’vibmiHion. 

Guf, Ha ’ w’ith thee ^ ftiy, 

Compndl with thee' and mean’ll rhoii for my comi- 
For Sweden ? No, fo hold my lieatt bur linn, 
Altho’ it w'ring for’t, tho’ blcKKl drop for t. ir;-, 
And at the fight i,iy Itraining eyes Hart fortlw*- 
They both Ihall perilh lirft. 


§ 4J. Bvvlus and Titus, Lke, 

Titus, fpeak ; bow is it w ith thee 
now^ ? 

I w’ould , attend awdiile this mighty motion. 

Wait till tlie tempeft were quite overblown. 

That I may take* thee in tlie calm of nature, 
With all thy gentler virtues brooding on thee; 

So hulh’d a (lillnefs, as if all the gods 
Look’d down, and liften’d to what we w^crc faying; 

[ Speak then, and tell me, O my hell bclov’d. 

My for, my Titus, is all w'cil again } [thing; 

‘7//, So w'cll, that faying how mud make it no- 
So well, that 1 could wiih to die this moment, 
Forfo my heart withpow’rful throbs pcrfuadcs me; 
Thar w'erc indeed to make you reparation, 

That w'ore, my lord, to thank you home, to die: 
And that for Titus too would be moft happy. 
lirut. How's thar,.ipy fon ? Would death for 
thee be happy > 

Tit, Moll certain, fir; fur in my g»ave I ’fenpe 
All .thofe affronts which I in life mull lo)k for. 
All thofe icproachcs which the eye.''-, abd lingers, 
And tongues of Rome w'ill daily call upon me; 

i‘ 4 . ^ from 
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From whom, to a foul fo fenfible as mine, 

Each finglu fcorn would be far worfe than dying: 
Befides, 1 Hcape the dings of my own confcience, 
Which will for ever rack me with remembrance, 
Haunt mu by day, and torture me by night, 
Calling my blotted honour in the way 
Where’ermy melancholy thoughts fliall guide me. 
£ru/, Uvit is not death a very dreadful thing * 
7//. Nor to a mind refolv’d. No,ilir, to ilie 
It feems as natural as to be bc.'rn : 

Groans, imd conv-ulfions, and difeoiourM faces, 
Frit nds weeping round us, blacks and obfequics, 
Make it a dreadful thing; the pomp of death 
Is far more terrible than death itlclf. 

Yes, fir, 1 call the powVs of heaven to witnef,, 
Titus cures dir, if fo you liave dv.crfcd ; 

Nay, he lhall die with joy to honour Brutus, 

To make vour jufticc famiuis rhro’ the world, 
And fix rl.f liberty of Rome for exer: 

Nor but I mull conftls my we-ikncfs too; 

Yet It is grc.it li'us to relolec .igjinft it, 

To have the fMiltv of a mortal man, 

1 -J..L the llcurity f f the immortal gtuls. 

O Titus* O thou abtblute young man ! 
Thou riatr’iin r mirror of thy father’s image, 

W litre I bciioM ‘it Inch advantage! 

Thou p*^:rfcfiV glory of the Juiuan race ' 

Le»- me cnvlear thee once more to my bolbm| 
Gio.'.n a i etcrn.d f.irewLl to I’.iy ibul ; 

InftiMd of tears, weep blood, if po/lible, 

PI dJ, the iieart-blcod of Brutus, on his child ; 
F» • t'lou mull die, my Titus, die, my fgn ; 

I fwear the gods have dtjora’d thee to the giavc: 
The violated genius of ihy country 
Ke-irs his fad head, and p.uTe^ lenience on thee : 
Th<s morning fun, that lights my forrows on 
To he tiibund of this lion id vengeance, 

Sba’i ncs'cr He thee more. 

T/. Alas, my lord ! fforrow ^ 

Why are you mov’d ihus? Vx'hy am f worth your 
Whvfliouid the godlike Brutus lhake tudwoin me? 
Why all thefe trappings for a tiaitur’s heurfe? 
The gods will have it lb. 

Bnti. They will, my Titus : 

Nor htavcM nor earth can '"ax't it otherwife. 

Nay, Titus, mark : the de per that I learch, 

My harafs'd foul returns t ie more confirm’d : 
Methiuks I fee the very hand »'.r Jove 
Moving the dreadful win els of ihi-. alfair, 

That whirl thee, like a inarbine, to thy fate. 

It Hems as if the gods iiad pre-ordain’d it, 

To fix. the reeling Ipirits of the | enple, 

And fettle the loole liberty of Romt. 

*Tis fix'd ; O therefore let not fajicv fond thee : 
So fix’d thy death, that 'tis not in the pow’r 
Of gods or men to fave thee from the a\c. 

TiU The axe * O Ilcavcii ! then niuft I fallfb 
b:Tclv > 

What, Ihnll I pcrifli by the pommon hangman ' 
Briil. If thou deny me this, thou giv'll me no- 
tlung. 

Yes-, Titus, fince the gods have fo decreed 
That 1 mbll lofe thee, J wdll take th’ advantage 
pf thy impottant fate, cement Rome’s flaws, 
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And heal her wounded freedom with thy bloocU 
I will afeend myfelf the fad tribunal. 

And fit upon my fons 5 on rhee, my Titus ; 
Behold thee i'ufler all the fliame of death. 

The li£lor’s lafhes, bleed before the people ; 

Then with thy hopes, and all tliy youth upontliee, 
See thy head taken by the common 14 ^ e. 

Without a groan, without one pitying rear, 

If that the gods can hold me to my purpofe, 

To inake my jufiice quite tranfeend example. 

7//. Scourg’d like a bondman! ah! a beaten 
ll.ive ! 

But I deferve it all ; yet here I fail ! 

The image of this fuiF’ring quite unmans me ; 
Nor can 1 longer ftop the gulhing tears. 

0 Sir ! O Brutus I mull I call you fiithcr, 

Ytt ha\c no token of your tendernefs ? 

No fign of mercy What, not bate me that ! 

Can you refidve, O all th’ cxticmity 
Of cruel rigour ' to behold me too > 

To fit unmov'd, and lee me wliipt to death ? 
Where arc your bowels now } Is this a father > 
Ah, fir, why Ihould you make my heart fufpc61f 
That ail your late compaflion was dilfcmblcd ? 
How can 1 think that you did ever love me ? 
Bru/. Think tliat 1 love thee by my prefen^ 
palfion, 

By thefe unmanly tears, thefe earthquakes here, 
Thefe fighs, tliat twitch the very firings of life ; 
Think that no oilier Cviufe on eaitli could move me 
To tremble tiius, to fou, or flied a tear. 

Nor fliake my folid virtue from her point, 

But Titus’ death : O do not call it lliameful, 
That thus Iball fix tiic glory of the world. 

1 own thy lufi’rings ought t’ unman me thus, 

To make me throw my body on the ground, 

To bellow like a bcafi, to gnaw the earth, 

To tear my hair, to curfe the cruel fates, 

That force a father thus to drag his bowels. 

7//. O rife, thou violated tna jelly, 

Rife from the earth, or I fliall beg thofe fates 
Which you would curie, to bolt me rothe centre, 

I now fuhmit to all your threaten'd vengeance ; , 
Come forth, vou executioner-, of jullicc*, 

Nay, all )ou fi^tors, lla\/i:i.. and common hangmen, 
Come, ftrip me bare, uinobe me in his fight, 

And iaih me till J bleed, whip me like furies ; 
And when you’ve fcouig'd me till I foamantffiill, 
For want of fpiritb groi ding in the dull, . 
Then take my head, and give it his revenge ; 

By all tlie gods, 1 greedily refign it ! 

Brut. Nil more — farcwcl, eternally ferewcl ! 

If there be gods, tlicy will referve a room, 

A throne for thee in heaven. One laft embrace! 
What is it makes thy eyes thus fwim again ? 

7//. I had forgot : be good tq Teraminta 
When f am in alhes. 

Biui. Leave her to my care- 
See her thou mull not, for thou canll not bear it. 
O for one more, this pull, this tug of'iiCart- 
firings ! 

Farewcl for" ever ! 

7//. O Brutus ! O my father ! 

Brut, Caiift thou not fav farcwcl ? 

77 /, 
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Ill 


■SC/. Farcwcl for ever ? 

Brut. For ever then ! but O, my tears run o’er ; 
''iicoans choak my words, and I can fpcak no more. 


§ 44. Randolph^ ImU Randolph^ artd young ! 

known at the time to he Lad\' 
Randolph's Son, Home. 

Lady Ran, TTOW fares my Lord ? 

Lord Ran, That it fares well, thanks to this 
gallant youth, 

vVhofe valour fav’d me from a wretched death : 
As down the winding dale I walk’d alone, 

At the crofs way four armed men attack’d me, 
Rovers I judge from the licentious camp. 

Who would have quickly laid Lord Randolphlow, 
Had not this brave and generous ftranger come, 
Like my good angel, in the hour of fate. 

And, mocking danger, made my foes his own. 
They turn’d upon him : but his a6Vive arm 
Jjtruckto the ground, fromwhence they role no more, 
The lierceft two ; the others fled amain, 

And left him mafler of the bloody field. 

Speak, Lady Randolph; upon beauty’s tongue 
Dwell accents [ileafing to the brave and btdd. 
Speak, noble dame, and thank him for thy Lord. 
Latiy RaUf My I.ord, 1 cannot ipeak what now 
I feel. 

My heart o’erflows wiin irratitude to Heaven, 
And to this noble youth, nlic., all unknown 
To you and y^urs, deliberated not, 

Nor paus'd at peril — but, numan^.ly brave. 
Fought oil your fide agiinlt fuch fearful odds. 
Have you yet learnt of him whom we (hould thank, 
Whom call the fiiviour of Lord Randolph’s life * 
Lord Run, I alk'd that qucllion, and he anfwcr’d 
not: 

But I muft know who my deliverer is, 

[To the ftrangei', 
'Norv, A low-born man, of parentage obfeure, 
Who nought can hoaft but his defire to be 
A foidier, and to gain a name in arms. 

Lord Ran, Wlioe’crthou art, thy fpirit is enno- 
blcd 

By the great King of Kings ; thou art ordain’d 
And (lamp'd a hero by the To ve reign hand 
Of nal^ffc ! Blufli not, flow’r of modcfty 
A/^11 as valour, to declare thy birth. 

My name js Norval : on the Grampian 
• Hills 

My father feeds his flocks ; a frugal fwain, 
Whofe conftant C-rcs were to inercafe his (lore, 
And keep his^only Ton, myfelf, at home. 

For £ had heard of battles, and I longed 
To follow to the field fome warlike lord ; 

And Heaven foon granted what my fire denied. 
This moon, which rofe laft night round as my 
. (hicld, 

•H-Iad not Jet fill'd her horns, when, by her light, 
A band qfjicrce barbarians from the hills 
Ru fil’d like a torrent down upon the vale, 
'^weeping our flocks and herds. The (hepherds 
fled 


For fafety, and' for fuccour, I alone, 

With bended bow, and quiver full of arrows. 
Hover’d alx)ut the enemy, and mark’d 
The road he took ; then hailed to my friends; 
Whom, with a troop of fifty cholln men, 

I met advancing. Tiic purfuit 1 led. 

Till wc o’ertook the fpoil encumber’d foe, 

Wc fought, and conquer'd. Ere a (\vord wat 
drawn, 

An arrow from my bow had pierc’d their chief. 
Who wore that day the arms which now £ wear- 
Returning home in tiiuinph, £ difdainM 
The fliepherd’s fiotliful life : and having heard 
Thatou. good king had fummon’d his bold peer® 
I'o lead tlicir warriors to the Carron fide, 

£ left my father's hoiife, and took with me 
A chofen ILrvant to conduct my Heps : 

Yon trembling coward, who forlook his mailer. 
Journeying with this intent, £ palVd thefctow’ri; 
And, heaven -directed, came this day to do 
Tlic happy deed that gilds my humble name. 

Lord Run, He is as wife as biavc : was ever talc 
With fuch a gallant modcfty rehears'd > 

My brave dehv'rer ! thou Ihalt enter now 
A nobler lift ; and, 111 a monarch’s fight, 

Contend with princes for tlie prize or fame. 

I will prefent thee to our Seottilh king, 

Whole valiant fpint ever valour lov’d. 

Ha ! my Matilda ’ wherefore Harts that tear? 

Ladv Ran. I cannot fajr; for various affcftions. 
And llrangcly mingled, in my bofom fvvcll : 

Yet each of them may well command a tear. 

£ joy that thou art fafe ; and 1 admire 
Him, and his f(»rrnnes, who hath wrought thy 
fafety ; 

Yea, as my mind predifts, with thine his own. 
Obfeure and friendlcfs, he the army fought ; 

Bent upon peril, in the range o\ death 
Refolv’d to hunt for fame, and with his fword 
To gain diilindlion which his birth denied. 

£n this attempt unknown he might have pc- 
rilh’d, 

And gain’d with ail his valour but oblivion. 
Now, grac’d by thee, his virtue Icrvcs no more 
Beneath dcfpair. The foldier now of hope, 

He ftands confpicuous ; fame and great renown 
Are brought within the compafs of his fword. 

On this my mind reflefted, whilft you fpoke, 
And blcfs’d the wonder-working hand of hea- 
ven. 

Lord Ran. Pious and grateful ever arc thy 
thoughts ! 

My deeds (hall follow where thou point’d the way. 
Next to myfelf, and equal to Glcnalvon, 

In honour and command fliall Norval be. 

I^orv, 1 know not how to thank you : rude I 
am 

In fpeech and manners : never till this hopr 
Stood I in fuch a prcfcnce : yet, my lord, 
There's ibmething in my breaft: which ma^es me 
bold 

To fay,*that Norval ne’er will ihamc thy 
LatL Ran. Iwiilbefwornthou^iltno^' T)ipu 
(bait be 



122 


Book III, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


My knight ; and ever, as thou didft to dav, 
With happy ^alour guard the life of Randolph. 
l^ffd Well hall thou i'pukc. J-t t me forbid 
re]dy. \To Norvai. 

We are ihy debrovs ftill; thy high delcrt 
Oertops our gratitude, f muft proceed, 

As was at hr (I intended, to the camp ; 

Some of my train, 1 fee, are fpceding hither, 
Impatient, doubriefs, <if their lord's dclav. 

Oo with me, Norval ; and thine eyes lliall fee 
The chofen warriors of thy nati\e land, 

\V'’lio languifh for the light, and beat the air 
With brandifli’d fwords. 

Let us be gone, my lord. 


§ 4,:;. Norval inforTtis Lord Randolph 

bj u'bat Maans he aiqithtd a KnoivUd^e ht the 
"Art of Warm IloM E. 

NEATH a mountain’s brow, the moll remote 
And inacceffible, by llitplierds nod, 

In a deep cave, dug by no morLiil hand, 

A hermit liv’d ; a melanclioly man, 

Who was the wonder of our wand ’ring fwains. 
Aufterc and lonely, cruel to hiinl'clf, 

Did they report him ; the cold earth his bed, 
Water his diink, his food the Ihephcrds alms. 

1 went to fee him ; and my heart was touch’d 
W'ith reverence and with pity. Mild he fpakc, 
And, tnt’ring on difeourfe, fuch (lories told, 

As made me oft rcvifit his fad cell. 

For he had been a (oldicr in liis youth 5 
And fought in famous b.ittlcs, when the peers 
Of Europe, by the bold Codfredo le<l, 

Againll th’ ufurping Infidel difplav'd 

The crofs of Chrift, and won the Isoly Land. 

JMcus'd with my admiration, and the lire 

H i s fpeoch ftruck from me , the ol 1 1 man w on Id (hake 

J'li^ years awav, and a£l his young ciKoumers : 

Then,ha\iiigilicw’dhibWii;inds,he'dfitiiimdo\vn, 

And all the live- long day dilcourfc nt war. 

To help my fancy, in the fniooth green turf 
He cut the figures of the marihaird lu»fts ; 
Deferib’d the motions, and explain’d ru.e life 
Of the deep column, and the lengthen'd line; 
The fquare, the crefeent, and the phalanx lirnu 
For all that Saracen or Chriftinn knew 
Of war's vaft art, was to this litnnit known. 
•——1; nhappy man ^ 

Returning homewards by MclTina's port, 

Loaded with wealth and' honours bravely won, 
A rude and boift’rous captain of the I'ea 
Fallen 'd a quarrel on him. Fierce tht*y fought; 
The firanger fell ; imd, with his dying breath, 
Declar'd hifi name and lineage. Mighty Ood ! 
The foidier cried, my brother ! O my brother ! 
“They exchang’d forgivenefs : 

And happy, in my mind, was he that ilicd ; 

For many deaths has the furvivor fuffer'd.* 

Jn the wild defert on a rock he fits, 

Upon fume namelcfs ftream s untrodden bank«, 
And ruminates all day his dreadful fate. 

.At times, alas ! nor in his perfect mind, 

Holds dialogues with his lo\'d brother’s ghoft ; 


And oft each night forfakes his fallen couchu 
To malec fad onl'ons for him he (lew. 


§ 46. Doughiis Soliloquy in the Wood, vaithig} 
for Lady'’ Randolph, ajicY he 'iUiis to\ 

be her Son*. TloME. 

^HJS is the place, the centre oftiw grove. 

Here (lands the oak, the monarch of the wood. 
How fweet and folemn is this midnigln feenc ! 
Tlic (liver moon, unclouded, holds her way 
Thro’ Ikies, where I could count each litrlc (lar. 
The fanning weft wdnd fcarccly ftirs the leaveS 
The river, rulhing o’er its pebbled bed, 

Jmpofes fiience with a ftilly found. 

In fuch a place as this, at fuch an hour, 

If ancefiry can be in aught believ’d, 

Defeending fpirits have convers’d w'ith man, 

And told the fecrets of the uoild unknown. 


Eventful day ’ how haft thou chang’d my date ! 
Once on the cold and w inter-ftiadcd fide 
Of a bleak hill mifcliance had rooted me. 

Never to thrive, child of another I'oil : 
Tranfplantcd now ro the gay funny \alc, 

Like the green thorn of May, my foi tune flow ’i*<. 
Y e glorious ftars ! high heaven's rcCplcndtnt hoft ! 
To whom T oft have of my lot compLin’d, 

Hear, and record, my foul's unalter’d wilh ! 

Dead or alive, kt me but he renow n'd ! 

May llca’.en inl’pire foinc fierce gigantic Dane 
To give a bold dt fiance to our hol't I 
Reforc he fpcaks it out, I will accept : 

Like Douglas conquer, or like Douglas die; 


§ 47. CATO. Apdisoii. 

ACT T. 

Enter Fortius and Mar r us. 

For, ^HE dawn is ovcrcaft, the morning lowrs 
And heavily in cloudsbrings on the da^y, ^ 
The great, th’ important day, big with the fate 
Of Cato and of Rome — our father’s death 
Would fill up all the guilt of civil war, 

And clofc the feenc ot ^lood. Already Cafar 
Has ravag’d more than half the globe, ^u’,fcca 
Mankind grown thin by his deftrutlivc fw-^.J ; 
Should he go farther, numbjers would be \v-» 

To form new battles, and fupport his eVimes, 

Ye gods, what havoc does ammtion make* 

Among yopr works ! 

Marc. Tliy ftcady temper, Fortius, 

Can kx)k on puilt, rebellion, fraud» and C^sfar, 

In the calm lights of mild philofophy ; 

I’m tortur’d e'en to inadncfs, when I think 
On the proud victor ; ev’ry time he’s nam'd 
Pharfalia rifes to my view .Wl fee 
Th* infulting tyrant prancing o’er thctield, * ' 
Strew’d with Hume’s citizens, and drench’d in 
flaiigliter, 

His herfe's hoofs wet with partrician blood ! 

O Fortius ! is there not fomc chofen curfe, 

a Some 
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€''nic liidtlcn thunder In the ftorc? of Heaven, 
Keel with uncommon wrath, to blaft the man 
/ho ow.cn his greatnefi to his country’s ruin ? 
^r. liclicve me, Maicus, ’t;s an im^iious great- 
npfs, 

Andlfcx’d with too much hoiror to be eiuitd ; 
Jlow t)^ luftre of our father's a/ lions, 
Through ’nie dark cloud of ills that cen er him, 
Breakout, and burn with more triumphant bright- 
nefs ! 


His fuff'iings Ihinc, and fpread a glory round him ; 
Greatly unfoitnnate, he liglirs the caufe 
Of honour, virtue, hbeity, and Reme. * 

His fvvord ne’er fell bur on the giiiltv head ; 
Opprefhon, tyranny, ami pow’r ufurp’d, 

Hi aw all the \tngennce of his arm upon *cm. 
Murr. \\ ho knows not this ? But w hat can Cato 
do 

Agoinft a world, a bafe dcgen’inte world. 

That courts the yoke, and hows the iKek to Cajfar? 
Pent up in Utica, he \ainly forms 
A poor epitome of Roman greatnefs ; 

And, cover’d with Nuinidian guards, direfts 
A fuble army, and an empty Icnate, 

Remnants of mighty battles fought in vain. 

]5y Heaven, fuch virtues, join’d with fuch fuccefs, 
Dirtra^,l my very foul ; our fatlier’b fortune 
Would almch tempt Uo to renounce his precepts. 

Pow Rtmemhcr what our father oft has told us ; 
The ways of Heaven arc dark and intricate. 
Puzzled in mazes, and perplex’d with enurs; 
Our underftanding tiaces them in vain, 
f.rft and bv'Nvilder’d in the fruitlefs fcarch ; 

Nor fees with how much art the windings mn, 
Kor where the regular confufion e nds, 

Marc, Thcfeare fuggeftions of a mind at cafe: 

0 Portius, didil thou tahe but half the griefs 
That wring my foul, thou couldft nut talk thus 
Pahion impiticd, and fucccfslefo love, [coldly. 
Plant daggers in my heart, and aggravate 

other giiefs. Were but my Lucia Icind— 
Por, Thou I'eeft not that thy breather is thy 
^ rival ; IJy/i/c. 

But I muft liidc it, for I know' thy temper. 

Now, Marcus, now thy virtue’s on the pi oof ; 
Put forth thyutmofl ftrength, woik e^’ry nerve, 
And^all up all thy father in thy foul. 

To^^cll the tyrant love, and guard thy heprt 
Cm this weak fide, w-htre moft our nature fails, 
^^illiuld be a conciucft worthy Cato's fon. 

Marc. Porting, the counfcl which 1 cannot take, 
Inffead of healing, but upbiaids my w’takncfs. 
Bid me for hofrjur plunge into a war 
Of thickeft foes, and rulh on ceriaiii death, 

Then flialt thou fee that Marcus is not flpw 
To follow glory^'gfftr'conrcls his father. 

Love is not to pc rcafon’d down, or loll 
In high ambition, or a thirft of greatnefs ; 

^Tis lepond life, it grows into the foul. 

Warms ev’ry vein, and beats in cv’ry pulfe’j 

1 feel k4itTc : my refolution pelts. 

Behold young J uba, the Numidian prince, 
^Ith how much care he forms himfelf to glory, i 
breaks tlie herccnefs of his native temper, 


To copy out our father’s bright example. 

He loves our filler Marcia, guatlv lovis her; 

His eves, his looks, his naious, all betkiy il ; 

Bur flill the fmothcr’d fomlm Is burns w iihin him; 
Wb.en moll it Iwells, and labauis for a \etii, 
The fenfc of honour jnJ defiiv of fuiu: 

Drive the big ]nihion back ii'.to In*' heart. 

What ! fliall an Atrican, lliall Juba’s bi ir. 
Reproach gicaL Cato’s fon, and Incw the world 
A virtue wanting in a Roman fonl ^ 

ATaic. Poinus,noinore ! \oui \\oulslea\c ftings 
behind 'em. 

Whene’er did Juba, or did Portin?:, fhtw 
A viitue that has call me at a dilhincc, 

And thiown me out in the piufuits cf honour? 

Por. Marcus,! know thy gencnmsteni[)eTw ell; 
Fling but th* appearance or dilhonour or it. 

It lhaight takes lire, and m(>unis into a lila/e. 
j Mti}c. A brother’s fulf ’rings claim a brother’s 
pity. 

Por. Heaven knows Tpitythcc. Behold my eyes 
Ev’n whilft J fpCak-^do they not fwim in teais? 
Were but my heart as naked lo thy view, 
Marcus w'oiild fee it bleed in bis belrdf, 

Marc, W'hy then doll treat nc with rebukes, 

! in lie ad 

I Of kind condoling cares, and friendly forrew' ? 

, Por. O Marcus ! did I know the way to eaic 
Thy troubled heart, and miiigate tliy jiams, 
Maicus, believe me, I could die to do it. 

Maic, Thou bell of brothers, and thou bell of 
fi lends ! 

Pardon a weak, diftcmjicr’d foul, that fwdi* 
With fudden gulls, and finksas foou in cahm, 
The fpoii of palfions. But Sempronius ((»incs;. 
He mufi not lind this fofincl'> liangmt^, on me. 

[Jis. Marc. 

Evfcr Si ?ffpro7t}:i$. 

Si??i, Confpiiacies no f«'on<r lliould be form'd 
Than executed. What means Portius lieic ? 

1 like not that cold youth. 1 mull difieinblc, 
And fpeak a language foreign to niy heait. 

Good-morrow, Portius j let us once tnibrjcc. 
Once more embrace, wliile yet wc both aie frcc- 
To-morrow', Ihoiild we thus exprcfscur fi iendlliip, 
Kach might receive a Have into his arms. 

This kin, perhaps, this morning’s fun, *sthe laft 
That e’er lhall life on Roman liberty. 

Por. My father has this morning call’d together 
To this poor hall his little Kouian fenate, 

The leavings of Pharfalia, to confult 
If yet he can oppofc the miglity torrent 
I That bears dcMvn Rome, r.n*i .dl her gods before it. 
Or muft at length give up the wo; Id to C.ifar. 

Scm. Not all the pomp and majifly of Rome 
Can raife her fenate moie tl rin Cato’s prefeneC. 
His virtues render our alfembly awful, 

Ihcy ftrike wnrh fometbing like religious fear, 
And make e’en Caefar tremble at the head 
Of firmies flufh’d with conquell. O my Portius, 
Could I but call that wondrous man my father, 
Would but thy filler Marcia be propitious 
To ihy friend’s vovvs, I might be bieft indeed ! 
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Poi‘, Alas, Sempronlus ! wouldil thou talk of 
love 

To Marcia, whilft her father’s life’s in danger ? 
Thou might’ll as well court the pale trembling 
veftal, 

When Ihe bt holds the holy flame expiring. 

Sem, The more I lee the wonders of thy rare, 
The more I’m charm’d. Thou mull take heed, 
iny Portins ; 

The world has all its eyes on Cato’s Ion ; 

Thy father’s merit lets thee up to view, 

And fliews thee in the faireft point of light, 

To make thy virtues or thy faults a/r ipi-'uous. 
l^OTm W ell dolt thou fecin tocliLxk my ling’ring 
here 

On this important hour — T’ll ftraight away, 

And while tlic fathers of the llnaie meet 
Jn clofc debate, to weigh th’ events of war. 

I’ll animate the foldiers drooping courage i 

With love of freedom, and contempt of life; 

I’ll thunder in their ears tlicir country’s caufe, 
And try to route up all that’s Roman in ’em. 

"Tis not in mortals to command I'licccls, 

But we’ll do more, Sempronius, we'll deferve it. 

{Exit. 

Sfm, Curfeon the ftripling! how he apes his lire, 
Ambitioufly fententious ! — But I wonder 
Old Svphax comes not : his Numidian genius 
Is well diTpos’d to mifcliicf, wcic he prompt 
And eager on it ; but he muft be fpurr’d, 

And ev’ry moment quicken’d to tlic courlc. 

Cato has us’d me ill ; he has refus'd 
His daughter Marcia to my ardent vows. 

Bcfidcs, his bafiled arms, and ruin’d caufe, , 

Arc bais to my ambition. Crel’ar’s favour, 

That fliow’rs down greatnefs on his friends, will 
r.iife me 

To Rome’s full honours. If I give up Cato, 

I claim, ill my reward, liis captive daughter. 

But S)phax comes 

ErJ( I 

Sy. Scrap] onius, ail Is ready. 

I’ve founded my Numidians, man by man. 

And iiiul them lipc for a revolt : they all 
Complain aloud of Caro’s difeipline. 

And \v ait but the command to change their maftcr. 
Stfpj. Believe me, Syphax, there’s no time to 
Avaftt ; 

Ev’n Vhijft we fpeak, our conqueror comes on. 
And gathers ground upon us every moment. 

Alas ^ tlion know’ll not Csefar’s active foul. 

With what a dreadful couifc he ruflios on 
From war to war. In vain has nature form’d 
Mountains and oceans to oppof'e his paflage ; 

Ha bounds o’er all ; victorious in his march. 

The Alps and Pyreneans link before him ; 

Thro’ winds and waves, and ftorms, he works his 
way. 

Impatient for the battle ; one day more 
Will fet the viftor thuiid’ring at our gates. 

But, tell me, haft thou yet drawnoVr young Juba ? 
Tl;at (till would recommend thc^ more to CxUr, 
And challenge better terms. 


Sy. Alas, he’s loft ! 

He’s loft, Sempronius * all his thoughts are full 
Of Cato’s virtues. — But I'll try once more 
(For ev'ry inftant 1 expett him here) 

If yet I can fubdue thofe ftubborn prinej^/es 
Of faitli and honour, and I know not wifat, 

That have corrupted his Numidiar.^*;,iiper, 

And ftruck th* infection into all his foul. 

Stffj. Be lure to prefs upon him ev’ry motive. 
Juba’s furrendcr, fmee his father's death. 

Would give up Afric into Civfar’s hands. 

And make liim lord of half the burning zc»nc. ▼ 
But k it tiue, Sempronius, that your Ic- ' 
rate 

fs call’d togctlicr ' Gods ' thou muft be cautious; 

Cato has piercing eyes, and will dLl'cern 

Our frauds, unicl's they’re cover’d thick with art. 

Let me alone, good Syphax; I’ll conceal 
My thoughts in pafllon (’tis the I’m eft way) ; 

I’ll bellow out for Rome and for my country. 

And mouth at Ca^far, till 1 fluke the fcnatc. 

Your cdld hypociil’y’s a ftale device, 

A worn-out trick : wouldft thou be thought in 
earn eft, 

Clothe thy feign’d zeal in rage, in fire, in fury ? 

Sv. In ti oth, ihou’rt able to inftruft grey hairs ! 
And teach the wily African deceit. 

Setft. Cnee more be I'urc to try tliy (kill on J uba; 
Meanwhile I’ll haften to my Roman Ibldicrs, 
Inflame the muriny, and underhand 
Blow up their difeontents, till they break out 
Unlook'd for, and difeharge thcmfelves on Cat#. 
Remember, Syphax, we muft work in haftc ; 

0 think what anxious moments pafs between 
The birth of plots and their lall fatal periods. 

O, *tis a dreadful interval of time “ 

Fill’d up with horror all, and big with death f 
Dcftru6tion hangs on ev’ry word we I peak, 

On ev’ry thought; till the concluding ftrokc 
Determines all, and clofes our defign. [Exi/^ 

Sy. I'll try if I can yet reduce to rcafon 
This hcadftrong youth, and make him fpurn at 
Cato, - • 

The time is fliort ; Crcfar comes rufliing on us — 
But, hold ’ young Juba fees me, and approaches* 

E filer Juba, 

Jnb. Syphax, I joy to meet thee thus 

1 have observ'd of late thy looks are fall’n, “ ^ 
O’crcdft with gloomy cares and difcontcnt. ' 

Then tell me, Syphax, I conjure thee, tell me. 
What ai c the thoughts that knit thy brow in 

frowns, 

And turn thine eye thus coldly on tfSy prince? 

Sy. ’Tis not my talent to wnceal my thoughts. 

Or carry (miles an<! fijnfliine*!a my face. 

When difcontcnt (its heavy at my heart ; 

I have not yet fo much the Roman in me. 

Jub. Why doft thou call out fuch ungen’rous ^ 
terms 

Againft the lords and fovVoigns of the > 

Doft thou not fee mankind fall down before 
And own the force of their fuperior virtue ? .W* 

U tl>ct'c a nation in the wilds of 
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Amidft our barren rockt, and liumiDg fandt. 
That docs not tremble at the Roman nan>e } 

Gods > where’s the worth that feta thefa 
\ people up ^ 

Abo A her own Numklia’s tawny fons? 

Do the^with tout* her finews bend the bow } 

Or flics T. ^ l^v'lin fwifter to its mark, * 
Lauucird from the vigour of a Ruman arm > 
Who like our active African iiiftiu£ls 
The fiery ftced, and trains him to his hand 1 
Or guides in troops tli’ embattled cleplianf , }. 
Laden with war ? Thefc, thelc are arts, my Q^nce, 
Jn which your Zama does not (loop to 

Thefe all are virtues of a incaneimtik, 
Perfections that arc plac’d in bones and ner^’es. 
A Roman foul is |?cnt on hif^her views : 

To civilize th4i|n|^ unpolilh’d world, 

Andjay it uhd^^e reflraint of laws ; 

To make man tnild, and fcciable to man ; 

'J'o cultivate the wild, licentious favage, 

V^ith wifdom, difeipline, and lib’ral arts, 
Th’embdliflimcnts of life: virtues like 
2idakef!)hMll^.an nature fliine, reform the 

ar fierce barbarians into men* 
^e,kind Heavens ! excufe an old] 
nth. 

civilizing arts, ^ 
y and this fmootii bchavioaVi 
as tradable and tame f 
^difguiie our paflioni, 
rariance with our thoughtSf 
ts and fallicb of the foul,*' 

, And break olf all its commcice uiih the tongue : 
In fliort, to change us into other creatures 


What are 
This Roroi 
That renj 
Arc the' 
Tofet 
To cl 
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Wliere fliall we find the man that bears afflidioD, 
Great and majeftic in his giicfs, like Cato ? 
Heams ! with what ftrength, what fteadinefs of 
mind, 

He ttflbmphs in the midfi: of all his fuflTrings ! 
How does he rife againfl a load of woes, 

And thank the Gods that throw the weight upon 
him! 

Sy, ’Tispride,rankpride,and haughtinefsoffoulj 
1 think the Romans call it Stnicilin. 

Had not your royal father thought fo highly 
Of Romiui^virtue, and of Cato’s caulb, 

He had notfall’n by a flave’s hand inglorious: 
Nor would his llaughtcr’d army now have lain 
On A^c fands, disfigur’d with their wound-s. 
To finite the wolves and vultures of Numidia. 

yKiCTvniy doft thou call my forrows up afrefli ? 
My fiithcr’s name brings tears into my eyes. 

O that you’d profit by your father’s ills 1 
. What wouldfl tlK>u have me do ? 
Abandon Cato. 

h/S, Sypha^ I C^uld be more than mice an 

rfiackalof"' 



TJian what our nature, 
7^, To 


There may: 

The Romai 

While good, an< 



laii the gods defi}^ 
lunib — turn up 


lyes 


,Hc ftrii 
And 
The 
His 


t to what a gddlike height 
^ lift up mortal man. ^ 
]u(l, and anxious for h||^icnds. 
He’s fliTl j^pBcraly bent againfl himfcif; 
Renouncittg ilcep. and refl, and food, and cafe, 

‘ h thirft and hunger, toj^ and heat; 
3s fortune lets before liith all 

i pleafures that his foul ci^wiflk, 
^ijJE^ .will accept none. ^ 

prince, there’s not an African 
t OUT vaft Numidiati deikrt) 

, and lives upon his bow, 

' "^jioafted virtues ; 
irfortune of tile chace ; 
|m (lakes his thiril; 

I th'ilmrcaeh of night 
mows him down, 
till morn ^ 
wonted game ; 

' ance to find 


m’t difcertl!^ 
ice and choice, 
brute. 

al glow 
baits S fenfe, 



a 

As 


[or[>haa 

the tic that binds you ! 

You ilbg to call him father. Marcia’s charms 
VV'ork in your lieart unfeen, and plead for Cato. 
No wcAier you arc deaf to all! lay. 

^ft^'^ypnax, your zeal becomes importunate^ 
I’ve hitherto pennitted it to rave, 

And talk at large ; but learn to keep it in, 

Left it ftiould take more freedom than I’ll give it. 

Sir, your great father never u>’d me thus. 
Alas, he’s dead I but can you e’er forget 
The tender forrpws, and tlic p mgs nf nattaie, 
The fund embraces, and rej»cattd bleffings, 
Which you drew from him in your laft farcwcl * 
Still iiiuft I cherilh the dci^r fad remembrance, 
l ^t once to torowre and to pij^le my foul. 
pPThe good old king nt parting wrung my hand 
’ {Hi* eyes brim-full of tears) j then fighiiig, criedp 
Pr’ythcc be careful of my li>n !— His grief 
Swell’ll up fo high, he cold not utter more. 

yul^. Alas, thy Wy melts away my foul ! 
That btft of fathers ! how (hall 1 difcliargc 
The gratitude and duty which I owe him > 

Sy. ^ laying up hi* counfcls in your lieart.^ 
riis counicls ba& me yield to thy di« 
rc 61 ions: 

Thtt^lypbax, chide me in fevereft terms ; ^ 
Vent ^{1 ^ pallion, and I’ll (land its (liock 
Calm anctwrulHed as a fummer fva, 

When not a breath of wind flies o’er its furface. 
Alas, my prince ! I’d guide you to your 
fafety. 

Jttlf. I do be lievc thou would ft ; bu t tcl 1 me how ? 
Sy. Flv from the fate that follows Caefar’s foes. 
ifu^. IVIy father (corn’d to do it. 

•Sy. And therefore died. 

Jud, Better to die ten thouliuid deaths. 

Than wound my honour. 

Sy, Rather fay, your love. [temper. 

Juh, ' Syphax, I’ve promis’d to perferve my 
Why wilt thou urge me to coiifcfs a flame 
I long have Hilled, and would fain conceal ? 

# 
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Sy, BeHcvcnic,princc,tho’hardtoconqiierlove( 
*Tis cal’y to divert and break its force. 

Abfence rnii^ht cure it ; or a fccond miftrefs^ 
Light up another dame, and put out thij*. 

The glowing damcb nf Zainn> royal court ^ 
Have faces Hufti'd with more exalted chamis ; 
The fun that rolls his chan^.t o’er their heads, 
Works up more fire and colour in their cheeks : 
Were you with theft, my prince, you’d foon forget 
The pale, unripcn’d beauties of the North. 

’ Tis not a fet of features, or complexion] 
The tincture of a Ikin, that f admire:-" 

Ucaiity loon grows familiar to the lovet, 

Fades in his eye, and palls upon the fenfe. 

The virtuous Marcia tow’rs above her fex?^ 
True, Ihe is fair — O, how divenely fairlfl^^^'' 

But ftill the lovely maid improves her charms 
With inward greatnefs, unalFei^ded vvifdom, 

And fandli’-y of mm ; Cato’s Ibul 
Shines oat in every iliing Hie a6ts or /peaks. 
While winning mild.iers and attra45tive fmiles 
Dwell in her looks, and with be ck ing grace 
Soften the rigom of lier father’s 

How' does youi tongue graWwantonin her 
praife » ^ 

But on my knees I beg vou would confider— 
Hah ! Sypbax, is ‘t not Ihc r — Sli^^jmovcs 
this way : 

And with her Lucia, Taicius’s fair daughter. 

My heart beats thick — 1 pr’ytlicc, byphax, leave 
me. 

Sy. Ten tlioufand curies fallen on ’em both I 
Now will this woman, with a fmglc glance, 

Undo what I’ve been lab’ring all .bis while. 

[£.iv> Sypbax. 

Enter Marcia and Lucia, 

Jub. Hail, charming maid ! how does thybeautyj 


fmooth 


Thou virtuous maid ’ I’ll hajftcn to my troops, 
And fire their languid fouls withCato’s virtue. 
Ifc’tT I lead them to the field, when all 
The war lliall ftand rang'd in its juft array,/' 
And dreadful pomp; then tvill I think on,<liee# 

0 lovely maid ' then will I think on thei 
And, in the Ihock of charging hofts, ^"-.dember 
What glorious deeds Ihouid grace the man whd 

hopes 

For I^arcia’s love* \Kxit Juba, 

Licti Marcia, you’re too fevere : 

How Auld you chide the young good-natur’d 
^»rincc. 

And (ffltve him from you with fo ftem an air, 

A prince that lover, and doats on you to death ? 
Mar, * Tis therefore, Lutia^jto 1 chide him 
from me. 

His air, his voice, his looks, amfhqneft foul. 
Speak all fo movingly in his ’oehalf, 

1 dare not truft myfelf to hear him talk. 

^uc. Why w'ill you fight agaiaft fo fweet a 

palfion, 

1 your heart to fuch a we 
How', Lucia! would ft thou I 
away 

In pi call ng dreams, and lofe : 

VV^hen ev’ry moment Cato’s 1 
CaKar comes arm d with ttrro 
And aims his thunder at myj 
Should not the fad occalion f 
My other cares, and draw tfi 
Luc, \Vliv b ivc not [ this coi 
Who have fo i.iiiny griefs to try its force I 
Sure, ii«iturc form’d me of her Ibfreft mould, 
Enfe^d all my Ibul \#;^adcr palfions, 

And Kmk me even bclo w^y fex : 
Pity and love, by turns, oppr^J^Hncart. 

Mar, Luciri, difbarthen all'^g^res on me. 




The f ICC of war, and make even horror fmile ! 
At fight of thee my heart faakes pft' its fbrrow's; 
1 fuel a dawn of joy break in uiion me, 

And for a while foiget th’ approach of Cajfar, 
Mm\ 1 Ihould be griev’d, ) oung prince, to think 
my prefenc? * % 

Unbent yoUr thoughts, and flackciiM ’em ttiarmi. 
While, warm with llaughter, our vi£locioiHiy|K! 
Threatens aloud, and calls you to the 

Jub, O Marcia, let me hope thy kindcondem 
And gentle wilhes follow me to battl<: I ' f*’' 

The thought will give new vigour ttSShy arm, 
Add ftrcngrh andVeight ro my defeendingfword^ 
And drive it in a tempeft on the foe. 

Mar, My pray’rs and vviflics always (hall attend 
The friends of Rome, the glorious caufe of virtue, 
The men approv’d of by the gods and Cato. 

Juh, That Juba may deferve tby pious care.^ 
I'll gaze for ever on thy godlike father, 
Tranfplanting, one by one, into my life 
His bright pcrfe£lions, till I Ihinc like him. ' 
Mar, My father never at a time like this 
Would lay out his great foul in words, and waftc 
Such precious moments. 

Jvk^ Thy reproofs are juft, 


'W And' let me (hare iliy moll rci 

- /■— ;I-I I rr. It Si , . _ 



Cato. , 
filler’s 


Tell me wlio' niifus up this conHi6l in thee > 
Luc, I need not blufii to name 
tell thee 

TIicvVc Marcia’s brothers, and tlic 
Mar, They both behold dice uid? 

% e\ cs, 

And often have reveal’d their pa||ppL 
But tell me whofc addrefs thou 
I long to know, and yet I dread to hear it.v 
Luc, Which is it Marcia wilbe^^f 
Mar, For neither. 

And yet for both. — Tho^ttthS l 
In Marcia’s wilhcs*^and divide I 
But tell me whicli of ^hem I 
Lur, Marcia, they^|j||^ ajn 
But in my love— ‘why wlltfl 
him I 

Thou know ’A i 
Pleas’d and dif^ 

Luei Sup^xife 
my 

O Pqirtius, thiS 
With what a grat 




fiodK IH. 
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And breathes the fofteft, the finccrcft vows ? 
Complacency, and truth, and ntanly fwcetuefs, 
Dwt.ll ever on Iiis* tongue, and hnoothhis thoughts. 
Marcu > is over-v/arm ; his fond complaints 
)lavt; fo much eamcltncfs and palfion in them, 

I hear hi.n with a Iccrct kind ot horror. 

And tremble at his \ clicmencc of temper. 

Mur. Alas, poor youth 1 how canft thou throw 
him fi om thee > ,v 

Lucia, thou know'll not half the love he bears 
thee ! 

Whene’er he fpeaks of thee, his heart’s in flames, 
*Uc fends out all his Ibul in ev’ry word. 

And thinks, and talks, and looks like one tranf- 
poiterl. ^ 

Unhappy youth t^How will thv roldnefs raife 
Tempefts and dofms in his aiilicied bofom 1 
1 dread the ronlcquencc. 

Lul. You feem to plead 
Again (I yuiir brother Portiin. 

Mar. Hciu'cn forbid ! 

Had Portias been the unfuccefsful lover, 

The fame compatfuin would liavc fali’ii <3ti him. 

Liu . Was ever virgin love cllftreft like mine ! 
Portius himfelf oft falls in tears before me, 

As if he mourn’d his rival's ill fuccefs; 

Then bids me tbc motions of my heart, 




m 


Nor Ihcsv whi' 
The fad 
Muv. 

And 

ILit wal 

r Life. 



^ay it turns : fo much he fears 
‘ at it will have on Marcus. 

well how cftiily he’s hr’dj 
^ his brother in dclpair, 
nimes, and kindei moments, 
rftoolatc I rind myfclf involvM 
In endlcfs griefs and labyrinths of wocj 
Born to allli6t my Marcia’s family, 

And fow diflcnfion in the hearts of brothers. 
Tormenting thought ! it cuts into my foul. . 

Mar. Let us not^ Lucia , aggravate our forrowsj 
But to the god^ fubmit rh’ event of things. 

Our lives, dilcolour’d with our preiT^nt woes. 
May flill grow bright, and fmilc with happier 
hours. 

* So the pure limpid ftream,whcn f< 

Of rulhing torrents, and defeending rains, 
Works itltlf clear, and, as it runsj^irerincs ; 

Till, by degrees, the floating mirror fhincs, 
Rfefie^^ach flovv’r that on the bordci grows, 
Aii^ncw heaven in its f^r hofom flows. 

^ lExc^um. 


Lu^us, ScmpromiiSy wid 


Enfrr Cafo. 

Caio. F athers, we once again «^rc met in council j 
Caiar's approi^cli has fununon’d us together. 

And li^Omc attends her fate from our rdblvcs. 
How fball we treat thi's bold afpiring man ? 
Succefs Hill follows him, and backs liis crimes; 
Pharfalia g.ivc him Rome, Egypt has fuvee 
Receiv’d his )oke, and the whole Nile is Cc^far^s. 
Why iTiould I mention Juba’s overthrow, 

And Scipio’s death ? Numidia’s burning finds 
Still fmokawirh blood. 'Tia time w c lliould deci cc 
What courjfe'to fake. Our foe advances on us, 
And envies tls even T.ybia’s fulrry defaits. 
Fathers, pronounce your rhouglits : arc rlicy flill 
fix’d 

To hofd k out, and fight it to rlic laft ? 

Or are your hearts llibdued at length, and wrought 
l)y time, and ill fuccefs, to a liibiniliion ? 
SefUaiTonius, fpeak. 

w* My voice is flill for war. 

Gods 1 can :i Ronlifi fgiatc long debate 
Which of the two tdxliool'c— ‘iV-iv’ry or death ? 
Nq* leths rife at orite, gird on your fwoi ds, 

And at the head of our remaining troop*;, 

Attack the foe, break through the tluck array 
Of his throng'd legions, and charge licune inx>n 
fern. 

Perhaps fome arm, more Inck vAa n the red. 
May reach his heart, and fr^Rlie world from 
bondage. 

Rife, fathers, rife ' ’ris Rome demand-t your help ; 
Rife, and revenge her flaughtcr'd citizens, 

Or fliarc their fa'^e ! The corps of half her fenatc 
Manure the fields c-f Tiitlialy ; while we 
Sit here delib'rating in cold debates, 

If Ave fhould facriricB our lives to honour, 

Or wear them out in fervitude and chains, 

Roufe up, for fllamc ’ our brothers of Pharf; lia 
Point ar their wounds, ami cry aloud — To battle ♦ 
Great Pompey's fli.ulc c )nipl.uns that we are ihiW ; 
1 Apd Scipio’s ghoft walk.-, umeveng’d amongft us. 
)3Ctito. F^ct not a torrent of impetuous -ical 
ith ftains PTranfport thee thus beyond the bounds of reafon ; 



this aFTemblcd 


great exploits 
T that wifdom guides ; 




May all the guardian 


Cato’s friends, 

that glorioust citl 
,^^and open to us 
“"ark, he comes ! 

mti cf trHmpci 5. 

imc direiS^im ! 


True furrirude is feeii \^j 
Tliat juftice warrants, < 

clfe is tow’ring phrenzy and diftraclKm. 
the lives oi thefe who draw the fwoid 
defence entrufted t(; our care > 
dVe thus lead them to a field of (laughter, 
’impartial world with .cafon fay, 
ft our dentils the blood of thonfimds, 
race our fall, and make our ruin gloriou\ > 
Lucius, we next would know what's \ our opinion. 
Luc. My thoughts, I muft confefs, arc turn’d 
. on peace. 

LAlrcady ha^.-e our quarrels fill’d the world 
j With widows and with orphans : Scythia mourns 
Our guilty wars, and earth’s remoiLft regions 
Lie, half unpeopled by the feuds of Rome : 

‘“'ii time ro flieathe tiie fword, and fparc inan^ 
kind. 

It is not C?efar, but the gods, my fathers,* 

The gods declare againft us, and repel 
Our vain attempu* To urg^ the foe to battle 

(Prompted 
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lift 

(Prompted by blind revenge and wild defpair) 
"VVere to icfufe tli’ awards of Providence, 

And not to reft in Heaven’s determination. 
Already have we (hewn our love to Kotne^ 

JJow let us lliew fubiniflion to the gods. 

We took up arms, not to revenge ourielvcs, 

But free the commonwealth 5 when this end fails. 
Arms have no farther ufe. Our country’s caufc. 
That drew our fwords, now wrofts ’em from our 
hands, 

And bids us not delight in Roman bl(^ 
Unprofitably Ihed. V\ nat v. .'n cottld^^o, 

Is done already ; heaven and caith ^vtll witnefs, 
,If Rome muft fall, that we are innocent. 

Sim. This fmooth dilcourl'c, and mild beha- 
viour, oft 

Conceal a traitor. Something whifpers me 
All is not right— Cato, beware of Lucius. 

Xji/u/e t^^o. 

Cato, Let us appear nor rafli nor diffident 
Immod’rate valour iwclls ^ntdi^ fault } 

And fear admitted into piftfic Councils, 

Betrays like trcalbn. Let uArihun 'em , 
Fathers, I cannot fee that our afi&irs 
Are grown thus dcfp’ratc; we have bulwarks 
round us j 

Within our w.alU arc tnxips inur’d to tdB 
In Afric's hcat|jmd fcjibn'd to the fun ; 
Numidia's fpaclH||kingdom lies behind us, 
Ready to rile at^ young prince’s call. 

V'hile there is hope, do not (hilruft the gods : 
But wait ai leaft till Caefar’s near approach 
Force us to yield, *Tv ill never be too late 
To fuc for chains, and own a conouetor. 

Why fhould Rome fall a moment ere her time ? 
No, let us draw her tcim of freedom out 
In its full length, and fpin it to the hif. 

So (hall we gain llill one Jav’s libeity : 

And let roe perifli, but in Cato’s judgment, 

A day, an hour, of virtuous liberty 
Is wpith a whole eternity in bondage, 

)intCY Marcus. 

Mar. Fathers, this mqmciu, as I watch’d the 
gate, 

Lodg'd in my poft, a herald is arriv’d 
From CicLr’s camp, and with him 

Decius, ® 

The Roman knight j he carries in his 1 q(^^; 
Impatience, and demands to fpcak Cato.^^ 

ClUq. By your j>enniilion, father^— bid him 
enter. lExit Mdr^^ 

Decius was once my friend ; but other proipc^s 
Have loos’d thofe ties, and bound him raft to 
C.efar. 

His meflage may determine our rcfolvcs. 

EftUr Decius. 

Dec. CrTfar fends health to Cato— 

Cato. Could he fend it 
To Cato's ilaughtcr’d friends, it would be wel- 
come. 

not your orders to addreft the ienate } 


dittons. 
your vir- 

idlhipy 


Dec. My butinefs is with Cato; Cxfar (ccs 
The ftraits to which you’re driven ; and, as he 
knows 

Cato’s high worth, is anxious for your life. 

Cato. IVIy life is grafted on the fate of Rome. 
Would he favc Cato, bid him fpare his country. 
Tell your dictator this ; and tell him, Cato 
Difdains a life which he has pow’r to offer. 

Dice. Rome and her fenators fubmit to Csefar; 
Her’gen’rals and her confuls are no more, 

Who check’d his conquers, and denied his tri^ 
umphs. 

Why will not Cato be this Caefar's friend ? 

Cato. Thofe very rcafoiis thou haft urg’d, forbid 
it. 

Dec* Cato, J’ve orders to exwDftuIatc, 

And rcafon with you, as froitf friend to friend : 
Think on the ftorm that gathers o’er your 
head, 

And tl rifratcns cv’ry hour to burft upon ir. 

may you Hand high in your country’s ho- 
-/i^nours: 

Do but comply, and make your peace with 
Cffifar, 

RoiUe will rejoice, and caft its eyes ^ Cato, 

As on the fccond of mankind. 

Cato, No more ; 

1 muft not think on life on i 
Dec. Caefar is well acquaint^ 

tUCS, 

And flicrcftire ftts this 
Let him but know the priced 
And nann* v>>nr terms. 

C(4to. Bid him dilband his Icmns, 

Reftore the common weal to.liwrty. 

Submit his a£lions to the public cenfure, 

And ftand the judgment of a Roman fenate. 

Did hi in do this, and Cato is (us friend. 

D(C. Cato, the world talks loudly of yoaf 
wifdoin 

Cato. N.iy more — rho’ Cato’s voice' was ne’er 

f mploy’d 

guilty, and to vamifh crimes, 
nount the roftrum in his fevour. 
And ftrivc tCKgain his pardon from the people. 
Dec. A ftyle like this becomes a conqueror. 
Ciilo. Dccius, a ftyle like this become!: ;a Fto- 
man." 

Dee. What is ^Rfeian, that is 
Cato. Greater th|[i Caefar: he^lfejn ^i« 
virtue. ‘ *' 

Dec. Confidcr, C^tfOjfiipu're in ^ 

And at the head of yo 
You don’t now thunder in 
With all the mouths'’ c 
Cato. Let him confidMlI 
hither ; 

’Tis Caifar’s fword has no^e Rq 
■ thinn’dv^ ranks. 
lolda this ftian l 
hich conqueft^vanll^^lir havo 
him ; oj 

Didft thou but tSMHi rights thou*ft^ 
black ^ ^ 

Wkh 




us 


eye 
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With murder, treafon, facrilcgc, and crimes 
That ftrike my ibul witli horror but to name *cm. 

1 know thou look'ft on me, as on a wretch 
Bciet with ills, and covered with misfortunes; 

But, by the gods I Ivv^ar, millions of worlds 
bhould never buy me to be hke that Cajiar. 

Dec, Dvies Cato lend this aiifwcr buck o 
Cxl'ar, 

For all hisgcn’ious cares and proffer’d *r iend- 
Ihip ? 

Ciito, His cares for me arc infolent and vain : 
Prelamptuous man ! the gods take care of Cato. 
Would Cdfifar Ihew the greatnefs of his foil!. 

Bid him employ his care for thefe jny friends, 
And make good ul’c of his ill-gotten pow’r, 

By fhelt'ring men much oettcr than himfclf. 

Dec, Your high unconquer’d heart makes you 
forget 

Yon are a man, yon rnlli on your deftrurtion. 

But I have done. When I relate hereafter 
7'hc tale of this unhappy cmbalfy, 

All Home will be in tears. [Fav/ DiciuSi 

Hem. Cato, we tliank thee. 

The niighry genius .if immortal Rome 
Speaks in thy voice ; thy loul breathes liberty. 
CcClar will Ihrink to hear the words thou urtcr*ft, 
And (huclder in the raidft of all his conquefts. 

Luc. The lenate owns its gratitude to Cato, 
Who with (b great a foul conlults its fafety, 

And guards our lives while he neglefts his own. 
Sem, Scmpionius gives no thanks on this ac- 
count. 

Lucius feeiTib fond of life; hut what is life } 

Tis not to rtalk about, and draw frclli air 
From rime to time, or ga7c upon the fun; 

*Tis to he free. When liberty is gone, 

T.ifc growb iiifitiid, and has loll its rclilh. 

O, could my dying hand but lodge a Iword 
In Cselar’s bolbm, and revenge my country ! 

By Heavens 1 could enjoy the pangs of death 
And imilc in agony. 

Luc. Others, jicrhaps. 

May ferve tln ir country with as warm a zeal, I 
Though ’tis Bot kindled into fuch a rage. 

Sem. This Ibbcr condu6t is a mighty virtue 
In lukewarm patriots. 

Cato. Come; no more, Sempronius • 

All heie are friends to Rome, and to e tch other. 

t s not weaken Hill the weaker fide 
By'dj.* divifions. • 

Sef/t. Cato, my refentments 
Are faj^riiic’d to Rome — 1 Hand reprov'd. 

Cati. Fathers, ’ti” time you come to a refolve. 
Luc. C ato,* we alf go into your opinion ; 
Cjjfar’s behaviour bis convige’d the feiiate 
We ought to hold it out till terms arrive, 

Sm. We ought to hold it out till death ; but, 
Cato, 

%/ly private voice is drown'd amidft the fenate's. 
Cato. Tlicn let us rife, my friends, and drive 
#to hli 

T>!:- llttfe interval, this paufe of life, 

While yet our liberty and fares are doubtful) 

With refoiacion, fricudihip, Roman bravery, 


It'J 

And all the virtues we can crowd into it; 

That Heaven may fiy it oug'nt to be > rolong’J. 
Fathers, fircwrl - The young Na-ni:l-ia pnacc 
Comes forward, and expefts to k*iv).v o ir c >un- 

lExeuntftnatQij, 

Enter Juba, 

Juba, the Roman fenatc has rcfolv’d, 

Till time give better p» o! peris, ftili to keep 
I'he fword unlheath’d, and turn its edge on 
Caifir. 

Jub, The rcfoluri m fits a Roman fenate. 

But, Cato, lcn«l me for a while thy patience, 

And condefeend to licar a young ina i I'pcik, 

My farher, wlien Ibme days belbre nis death 
He order’d me to march for Uti:a, 

(Alas » I thought not then his death fi near !) 
Wept o’er me, prclVd me in lus aged arms 
And, as his griefs gave way, My i 'n, laid he, 
Whatever fortune lhail befal tliv father, 

Be Catij’b friend ; he'll train tnce up to great 
And virtuous deeds ; do bat obferve him well, 
Thou’lt Hum misfortunes, or thou' It learn to 
bear ’em. ' 

Cato, Juba, tliy father was a worthy prince^ 
And merited, alas ' a better fate ; 

Bur Heaven thought otherwife. 

Jub, My father’s i’,;ce, 

In fpite of all the fortitude that fliinca 
Before my face in Caro’s great example, 

Subdues my foul, and lills my eyca with rears. 
Cato, it is an honcll foriow, and b-jcoinci 
tliee. 

Jub. My father drew refpedt from foreiga 
climes : 

The kings of Afiic fought him for their friend ; 
Kings far remote, that rule, as fame reports. 
Behind the hidden Ibuices of the Nile, 

In diilaut worlds, on t’ oLher Ihlc the fun ; 

Oft have tiicir black aoibdfadors appear’d, 
Loaden with gifrs, and lill'd the eoiirts .jf Zama. 
Cato, 1 am no ftrUngcr to thy father’s great- 
nefs. 

Jub, I would not boift the greatnefs of my 
f iihcr. 

But point out new alliances to Cato, 

Have wc not better leave tliis Utica, 

Fo arm Numidia in our caufe, and court 
Th' alMance of my father’s powerful friends ? 
Old they know Cato, our remotefi kings 
Would pour embattled mulmuLs about him ; 
Their fwarthy hofts w'ould darken ail our plains, 
Doubling the native horror of the war, 

And making death more grira. 

Cato. And caidl thou think 
Cato will fly before the Ivvord of Csfar I 
Reduc’d, like Hannibal, to feck relief 
From court to court, and wander up and down 
A vagalwnd in Afric ? 

Jub. Cato, perhaps 

I’m too officious ; but my forward cares 
Would fain preferve a life of lb much value* 

Mv heart is wounded, w’hcn 1 fee luch virtue 
Afiidted by the weight of fucU miiforwocs. ^ 
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Ctf/o* Thy noblcnefs of foul obliges me. 

But know; young prince, that valour foars 
above 

XVhat the world calls misfortune and aiTli6>ion. 
Thefe are not ills ; die woujd they never fall 
On Heaven's firfl fav’ritcs and thc’bel^ of men. 
The gods, in boiin':y, work up llorms about us, 
Thai gi\c mankind occaWm to exeit 
'Fheir hidden ftrength, and throw out intaprafticc 
Virtues which lliun the day, and lie cweal’d 
in the fiiiooth feaf«)ns and the calms of life. 

Jub. I’m charn’d whene’er thou talk’ll ; 1 
pant for virtue ; 

And all my foul endeavours at pcrffd:ion. 

Caiu, Dull thou love watchings, abltinencc, 
and to:l, 

Laborious virtues all’ I.earn tlitm from Ca’^o : 
Succefs and lorrunc inuf ihoulLain fmniCefar. 
Jubt The hell g('od fortune that can fall on 

The whole Ti-ou h at which my lieftit afpires, 
Depends on C iVo. 

Calo, W’li.jt d'-^s JtIu fay ? 

Thy worda coith^Mn I me. 

juh, t w<inKi f.nu rerrad tl^m. 

Cfivc Vim iv.e Oac!; again : they '‘infd j»t no- 
tiu ig. 

Ca!o, Tdl me il.y wiili, ycung j rinec, make 
nf)i Miv tar 

A flrangcr to thy ihoiiyhrs. 

Ifub, (), il'i \ n cx.ravag iiu $ 

Stiil let me hide tin m. 

C.ifo, Wh.'ir e.in JvIji 
T h'ir Cato will rtfuf ^ 

Jrd\ J ff :ir to r.-ma it, 

Marcia — inkeiifs ad her f-'ther’s viitue,>. 

(Snfe. W'hat V ouldli ra-u fa ' 

7 /b. eVrn^ thvu - diuj^nt'jr. 
iJaio, Aduvn, \our'' piince; L ivould n*>t hear 
a word 

S’ oul.I idien thee in my dixtm. Remember 
"J'hc li::.-.d ol fate is vi\ir U'S and lluivcn 
hxa^is Id. trirv from r.ll our tlnatgius. 

.U IS not now a t'uviC to uilV of auj.:it 
But eliams, or conctiidt j liberty, or ckath. 

[/.>//. 

LniCr Sjpbr y, 

Sj. How's tliis, iny piiuce! Wliut, cover’d 
with to'ifuilo:: - 

Tom look as if vO'i licrn pliilofopher 
.Had jiilt now chid you. 

Jt(b. Syph.ix, I'm uiulonc. 

£y. I kiio\v' ir well. 

yub. Cato minks ineaidv of me, 

Sy. And lb will all maiikind. 
jub. I've open’d to him 
Tne weaknej's of niy foul, my l-tvc for ?vTarcia. 

.^ 1 . Cato’s a proper perfori to’ intrult 
A love-tale wdth ^ 

'Jub, O, T could pierce rfiy h. art, 

My foolilii heart. Was ever wretch like Jnbar 
Alas, my prince, how arc you chang’d of 
late ! 

T*v« known young Juba fifs before the fun^ . 
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To beat Ac thicket where the tiger dept; 

Oi feek the lion in his dreadful haunts: 

Hov' did the colour mount into \our checks, 
When firft you rous’d him to the chace ! iVtf 
feen you, 

Kv'n in the Lybian deg-days, hunt him down. 
Then I barge him dole, provoke him to the 
Of fangs and claw and, hooping from yourhorlc. 
Rivet ilie panting favage to the ground. 

Jub, Pry thee, no more. 

Sy, How would the oM king fmik: 

To fee you weigh the paws, whe*n tipp’d w’lth 
gold. 

And throw the diaggy fpoi Is about your llictil’- 

d'TS ' 

Jub, Syplip-x, this old manV talk, iho’ honey 
IkwyVl 

Tn cv’iy word, would now lofe all its fwcetnefs. 
Cato’.'* dil'plcas’d, and Maitia loll for ev'cr. 

Sy, Young prince, 1 yet could give you good 
adv ice, 

Marcia might tlill be yom-^. 

Jub, Wliat I'ay'd ihoM, S\ nhax ? 

Bv Heavens, thou turn'd oil ail into attention.^ 
\Sy. Maiein nugli^- liul be vours. 

Jub* A* how, deal bvfdvix ’ 

Sy, Juba commands Numidia’ > bnrdy troops, 
Mounted o>j deeds unm.'d to tl*,e rdtuint 
Of embs or bit», and feeter tb.m the wjiuli. 

Give but the w^rd, we’l*' liratth this daml’el iip^ 
And hear her olf. 

Jub, Can juch ili 'boned thoughts 
Rile up in Plan * Woiibi r rliou lediicc my youth 
To do an .'\t\ that w... M <.:eliroy my hoaoui ' 

.sy. I Could tear my h.iir to hear you t.dk ? 

Honour's a dn* iinai.inaiy lu ri.on, 
ih.it draws in law and unexperienc’d men 
To I cal mifehiefs, while tiiev luint u- Ihadow^. 
Jub. Wou’/dlt thou degiade iliy prince into 2 
luflian > 

The buaded ancefuivs of rlicfe great men* 
Whole virtues you adiuMw, v.'i.ic all Inch luf" 
dans. 

7’liis dre.id of nationji, tir . al-nighty Rome, 
i but C(;;u'*relien'K m lier wi.ii empire’s buuners 
Ali under Heaven, was d iiii'i..d on a rape; 

\our C.^ fai'i, Pompey'., and ysur Catos, 

('I'he gods v>n eaith) .-.re ali rlie Ipurious brOod 
Of v iolated maids, of ravilh'd habines. i' ^ 
Jub. Sypliax, I fear that, lioaiv head oft'|im:ic 
Abounds iiK) mucdi in our Numidian w'iles.* 
by. Indeed, niy prince, you want to kn^w the 
world. " ' 

You have not read mankind ; yo«r youth ad- 
mires 

The thffws jaul fvvcllings of a Roman foul, 

CciIm’s bold Ihghts, th’ extravagance of virtue. 
jrb. If knowledge of the vvoi Id makes maa 
perfidious, 

ilay Jviba c/ei* live in ignorance ! 

Sy, Go, goj you're young. « 

Jub, Gods, inuft I tamely bear 
Ti.ih arrogance unanfv^'er’d ? Thou’rt a trakor} 
A falie olid traitor^ 



Bb'oi^ iri. 

Sf, I have t^nc too far. 

Jub* Caro fhall know rhc bafencfs of thy Ibul. 
J inuft appcafc thib ftorni, Or pefilli in it. 

iAfide. 

Young princCf behold thefc locks^ th?-t arc grown 
white 

Beneath a helmet in your father’s battles. 

Jiib, Thofe locks Jhall ne’er protect thy in- 
Iblence. 

Sy, Mull one imIIi word, th* infirmity of age. 
Throw down the merit of my betrer years ? 

'I’his the reward of a whole life of fen ice ! 

— Curie on the buy • how lleaJLly he hfcars me * 

\AJ\de, 

J:ch. Ts it bccaufc the tlii one of my forelatiiers 
Still lland? unfiU'd, and that Nuniidm's emwn 
J-Lings doubtxhil yet whole liead it lhall inelofe, 
Thoa thus pret'um’d to tiea: rhy jninee with fcorii ' 
Sy» Why will you rive my hcait with I'uch cx- 
piellions? 

toocs not old Syph.ax follow you to war ? 

\V hat arc his aims? Why docb he load with darts 
Hib trembling hand, and cruih beneath a cafipic 
His wrinkled brows ? WJiat is it he afpires to ? 
Js it nut this > to llKtl tiic flow remains, 

His hill poor ebb of blood in your defence > 

'Jub. Syphax, no more ! I w'ould not heat you 
talk. 

Sy, Not hear me talk ! what, when my faith 
to Juba, 

jVTy royal nialb r’s ion, is cull’d in qnefiion ^ 

!My prince may ilnkc me dead, and i’ll be diimbj 
But whilfi f live I nuill not hold my tongue^ 
.And languilh out old age in his dirpleafure. 

Jubm Thou know’ll the way too well into itiy 
hej. r. 

1 do believe thee loyal to t!iy prince. 

Sy. VV'’hat greater inllancc can J give ? I’ve 
od'er’d 

To Jo an aiflion which mv foul abhors, 

J\nd gum you whom you iove at an> piicc. 

Jiib. Was this tby niotiv*^ : I’ve been too hull v. 
Sy. And *t\v. for this my prince has call’d me 
traitor. 

Jub. Sure thon millak’ft; I did not call thee fo. 
Sy. You did indeed, my prince, you call'd me 
traitor ; 

Nay, further, threaten’d you’d complain to Cato; 
Of ’vhat,my prince, .would you complain to Cato ? 
'i'lvgt Syphax loves*you, and would facrifice 
Hisdife, nay, more, his honour, in y^ur fcrvicc. 
Syphax, I kuo\V thou lov’ft mej but 
indcfe'l 

Thy zeal for Juba carried tbcc too far. 

Honour’s a facred tic, the Jaw of kings, 

'I'hc noble mind’s diftingui thing perfedtinn, 
That aids and {Ircngthcns virtue where it meets 
her, 

And imitates her adlions where Ihc U not : 

It ought not to be fported with* 

^y- Heavens, 

rm ravnh’d when you talk thus, tho’ you chide 
me ! 

Alas ! I've hitherto been us'd to think 


A blind officious zeal to fci^’c mv king 
The ruling principle, that ought to bum 
And quench all others in a fubjeit’s heart, 
blappy the people who preferve their honour 
By f\ic lame duties' that oblige their prince. 

Jub. Sypliax, thou now" beginn’ft to Ipeak 
tbyrdf; 

Numidia's groum a fcorn among the nations* 

For breach of public vows. Our Punic faith 
Is infamous, and branded to a proverb, 
bypliax, w'e’ll join our cares, to purge away 
dur country’s crimes, and clear her reputation. 
Sy. Believe me, princej you make old Sfplux 
weep, 

To licar you talk — but ’tis wiih tears of joy* 

If e’er your fithcr’s croV/n adorn your brows, 
NiimiJia will be bled by Cato’s ledlures. 

Syplia.x, thy band ; we'll mutually forget 
The warmth of yoUtli, and frowardiicfs of age. 
Thy prince efteems tliy worth, and loves liiy 
per foil 4 

If e’er the feeptre comes Into iny hand, 

Syphax Hull hand rlie iccoiid in my kingdom. 
Why will you overwhelm my age with 
kindnefs ? 

My joy grow's buidcnf'^me, f flian’t fupport it. 
^ub. Sypliax, farcwtl. 1*11 hence, and try lo 
find 

Some bit ft occafiori that mav fet me right 
In Cato’s ihought'^ I'd laiher liave that man 
Approve my deeds, than worlds for my ad* 
mireis. [£x//, 

fy. Young men fooii give, and foOn forge? 
aff’ronts j 

Old age is flow in b(»th--*A falfc old traitor*— 
rhefe w’ords, ralli boy, may chance to coll thee 
dear. 

My heart had ffill fome fooii Ih fondnefs for thee: 
Hut hence ! 'tis gone: J give it to the winds i 
Ca:far, I'm wholly thine. 

£/irer SemprGJiius, 

Ah hail, Sompronius I 

Well, Cato's fciiatc is rcfolv’d to wait 

The fury of a Ikgc before it yields, 

Sem. Syphax, wc both were on the vtfrgc of 
fptc ; 

T.ucius declar’d for peaces and terms were efler’d 
To Cato, by a meffenger from Catfar. 

Should they fubmil ere our defigns are ripe, 

Wc both mull perilh in the common wreck, 

Loll in the gen’ral nndillingui fil’d ruin# 

1 ^. But how {lands Cato > 

Sem. Thou haft I'ecn mount Atlas ; 

W^hilft ftormsandtcnipclh thunder on its brcv/s. 
And oc«ans break thek billows at its feet, 

It Hands unmov’d, and glories in its height ; 
Such is that haughty manj his tow’ring Ibul, 
’Midft all the Ihocks and injuries of fortune, 
Rifes fuperior, and looks down on Csefar. 

Sy. But what’s this meflenger i 
.S’^CT-.I’ve praftis’d with him. 

And found a means to let thc vi£lor know 
That Syphax and Sempropius arc his iriends. 
k a But 
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But let me now examine in my turn : 

Is Juba fix’d ? 

Y es — but it is to Cato* 

I*ve tried the force of every rcafon on him, 
Sooth’d and carefs'd; been angry, foutb’d again : 
Laid fafety, life, and im’reft in his fight. 

But all are vain, he fcorns them all for Cato. 

Come, ’tis no matter; we fliall do with- 
out him. 

He’ll make a pretty figure in a triumph. 

And ferve to trip before the viflor’s chariot. 
Syphax, I now may hope thou haft forfook 
Thy Juba’s caufe, and wilheft Marcia mine. 

May ilic be thine as faft as thou wouldft 
have her ? 

Sem, Syphax, 1 love that woman ; tho* I curfc 
Her and myfclf, yet, fpitc of me, 1 love her. 

Sj. Make Cato fure, and give up Utica, 
Cael'ar will ne’er refufe thee luch a trifle. 

But arc thy troops prepar’d for a revolt ? 

Docs the I'eclition catch from man to man, 

And run among their ranks ? 

Stm. All, all is ready. 

The faftious leaders are our friends, that fpread 
Murmurs and dilcontents among the foldicrs ; 
They count their toilfome marches, long fa- 
tigues, 

Unufual faftings, and will bear no more 
This medley of philofophy and war. 

W'iihin an hour they'll ftorra the fcnatc-hoiTfc* 
Meanwhile I’ll draw up my Numidian 
troops 

Within the fquare, to exercife their arms, 

And, as T fee occalion, favour thcc. 

I laugh to think how your nnlhakcn Cato 
Will look aghaft, while unfoiefeen delbruclion 
Pours in upon him thus fiom every fide. 

So where o’er wide X'Jumidian waftes extend. 
Sudden, th’ impetuous hurricanes defeend, 
Whctl through the air, in circling eddies play, 
Tear up the lands, and i'weep whole plains away. 
The helplefs traveller, with wild furprife, *1 
Secs the dry ddert all around him rife, > 
And, fmotiier’d in the dufty whirlwind, dies. J 


ACT III. 

Iiliir Marcus and PortiMi. 

Mare, 'T'HANKS to my ftars, I have not rang'd 
^ about 

*1 he wilds of life, ere I could find a friend, 
Nature firft pointed out my Portius to me. 

And early taught roe, by her facred force. 

To love thy perfon, ere I knew thy merit. 

Till whait was inftinft grew up into friendlhip. 
For, Marcus, the friendlhips of the world are 
oft 

Confed’racics in vice, or leases of plcafurc ; 
Our$ has levercft virtue for its bafis, 

And iuch a friendljiip ends not but with life. 
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MarCg Portius, thou know’ft my foul in all itp 
weaknefs, 

Then pr’ythec fparc me on its tender fide. 
Indulge me but in love, my other palfions 
Shall rife and fall by virtue’s niceft rules. 

For, When love’s well-tim’d, 'tis not a fault 
to love. 

The ftrongjthc brave, the virtuous, and the wife. 
Sink in the loft captivity t<igethcr. 

I would not urge tlice to difmifs thy afTon 
(I know ’twere vain) but to fupprefs its rce, 
Till better times may make it look more gracc- 
, ful. 

Marc. Ahs ' thou talk’ft like one who never 
felt 

Th* impatient throbs and longings of a foul 
That pants and reaches after diftant good. 

I A Invci does not live by vulgar time : . 

* Heliev'c me, Portius, in my Lucia’s abfence 
I Lite hangk upon me, and becomes a burden ; 

I And yet, when I behold the charming mnid, 

I I’m ten funcs more undone ; while hope and fcar| 
I And grief, and rage, and lo\c, rife up at once, 
And with variety of pain diftraft me. 

I For. What can thy Portius do to give thee 
! help > 

1 Marc. Portiuv, thou oft enjoy ’ft the fair one’s 
[ prcfencc *, 

Then undertake my caufe, and plead it to her 
W'^^h all the ftrength and heat of eloquence 
Fiatcinal love and friendfliip can infpire. 

Tell her thy brother languilhcs to death, 

And fades away, and witlieis jn his bloom ; 

That he forgets his fltep, and loaths his food; 
That youtli, and health, and \\ar are joylcfs 
him : 

Dcfcrihe his anxious days, and reftlcfs nights, 
And ail the torments that thou I’ceft me I'uftcr. 

For. Marcus, I beg thee give me not an office 
That fiiits with me fo ill. Thou know’ll my 
temper. 

Marc. Wilt thou behold me finking in my 
woes. 

And wilt thou not reach out a friendly arm. 

To raife me from amidft this plunge of forrows I 
For, Marcus, thou canft not aik what I’d rc* 
“ fnfe. 

But here, believe me, I’ve a thoufand rcafons— 
Marc, I know thou’lt fay my palHon’s out of 
feafon, * I 

That Cato’s great example and misfortunea 
Should both confpirc to drive it from my thov^hts^ 
But what’s all this to one that loves like me ? 

O Portius, Portius, from my foul I 
Thou didft but know ‘thy fclf what *tis to love t 
Then wouldft thou pity and alfift thy brother. 
For. What Ihould 1 dol If I^difclofe my 
paffion, 

Our friend (hip’s at an end ; if I conceal it, 

The world will call me falTe to a friend and 
brother. ' a 

Mare, But fee where Lucia, at her' wonted 
. ^ ' hour, 

Anlid the cool of joa high marble arch^ 

Enjoya 
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Enjoys the noon-day breeze 1 Obferve hcr,Portius ; 
That face, that fliape, tnolc eyes, that heaven of 
beauty ! 

Obferve her ucll, and blame me if thou canft. 
Por, She fees us, and advances— 

Marc, ril withdraw, 

And leave you for awhile. Rcmenibcr, Portius, 
Thy brother’s life depends upon rhy tongue. 

\_Exit. 

Enter Lucia. 

Luc. Did not T fee your brother Marcus here? 
Why did he fly the place, and fliun my prcfencc r 
Por. O Lucia ! language is njo faint to ftiew 
His rage of love ; it preys upon his life ; 

He pines, he flekens, he deijuiri;, he dies : 

His palfions and his virtues lie confus’d, 

And mixt together in fo wild a tumult. 

That the whole man is <]uite disfigur'd in him. 
Heavens ! would one think ’ivvcrc polfiblc for love 
To make fuchTavage in a noble loul ? 

0 Lucia! J'm diflrefi ; my heart bleeds for him: 
P2v’n now, while thus [ ftanilblcll in thy prefence, 
A fec! et damp of grief comes o’er my thoughts, 
And I'm unhappy, iho’thou finirft upon me. 

Luc. How wilt thou guard ihy honour, in the 
fliock 

Of love and fritndfliip ? Tliink betimes, my Por- 
tius, 

Think how the nuptial tie, that might enfure 
Our mutual bills, \v(;lilcl wife to fucii a bciglit 
Thy brother’s griefs, as might pcrlups defiroy him. 
Por. Alas, poor youth ! what dolt thou think, 
my f.ucia ^ 

His gen’rous, open, undefigning heart 
Has begg’d his rival to folicit for him ; 

Then do not ftrike him dead with a denial ; 

Eut hold him up in life, and cheer his foul 
W'ith the faint glimm’ring of a doubtful hope : 
Perhaps when we have pals’d thcfc gloomy hours, 
And weather’d out the llurm that beats upon 
us— 

Luc. No, Portius, no ; I fee thy fifter’s rears, 
Thy father’s anguifli, and tliy brother's death. 

In the purfuic ot our ill-fated loves : 

And, Portius, here I fwcar, to Heaven I fwear, 
To Heaven and all the povv’rsthat judge mankind. 
Never to mix my pli^ited hands with thine, 
While fuch a cloud of mifchiefs hang ^bout us, 
Bif to forget our foves, and drive thee out 
Frmii all my thoughts as far — as I am able. 

Por. What haft thou faid ! I’m thundcrftruck — 
rec^ 

Thofc hafty words, or I am loft for ever. 

Luc. Has not the vow already pafs’d my lips ? 
The gods have heard it, and 'tis feal'd in Heaven. 
May all the vengeance that was ever poui’d 
,On perjur’d heads o’erwhclm me, if 1 break it! 

Por. Fix’d in aftoniihmcnt, I gaze upon thee,' 
Like one juft blaftcd by a ftroke from Heaven, 
Who^flTts for breath, and ftiflTcns, yet alive, 

.In drlSdful looks ; a monument of wrath ! 

Luc. At length I’ve afted my fevereft part, 

1 feel the woman breaking in upon me. 

And mel( abqut my heart $ my teari \yiU ftQ\y. 
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But, O ! I’ll think no more * the hand of fate 
Has torn tlicc from me, and I muft forgot thee. 
Por. Hard-hearted, cruel maid I 
Luc. O ftop thofc fi)unds, 

Thole killing founds I Why dofl thou frown upon 
me ? 

My blood runs cold, my heart forgets to heave, 
And life itfelf goes out at thy difpleal'ure. 

The gods forbid us to indulge our loves ; 

But, O > I can not bear thy hate, and live. 

Per. Talk not of love, thou never kncw’ft its 
force. 

I’ve been deluded, led into a dream 
Of fancied blifs. O Lucia, cruel maid! 

Thy dreadful vow, loaden with death, ftill founds. 
In my ttunn’d ears. What fliall I fay or do ? 
Quick let us part I Perdition’s in thy prcfencc, 
And hoi ror dwells about thee !— Ha I me faints t 
W^retch that I am, what has my ralhnefs done I 
Lucia, thou injur’d innocence ! thou beft 
And lovelieft of thy fex I awake, my Lucia^ 

Or Portius rulbes on his fword to join thee. 
—Her imprecations reach not to the tomb, 

They Ihut not out fociety in death— 

But, ah ! ihe moves, life wanders up and down 
Thro’ all her face, and lights up cv’ry cliarm. 

Luc. O Portius, was this well — to fiown on her 
That lives upon thy fmilcs ? to call in doubt 
The laith of one expiring at thy feet, 

That Io\ es thee more than ever woman lov’d > 

— What do 1 fay ? My half-rtcovei’d fcnlu 
Forgets the vow in wb.ich my foul is bound. 
Dcflrurtbni ftands betwixt us; we muft part. 

Por. Name rbe word ; my frighted thoughti 
run back, 

And ftaitle into mrxlnefs at the found, 

Luc. What wouldft thou have me do ? Confider 
well 

The train of ills our love would draw bcljind it. 
Think, Portius, think thou feeft thy dying brother 
Stabb’d at his heart, and all befincar’d with blood. 
Storming at Heaven and thee ! Thy awAil fire 
Sternly demands the caufc, th’accuil'ed cauie. 
That robs him of his fon : poor Marcia trembles. 
Then tears her hair, and, frantic in her griefs. 
Calls out on I.ucia. What could Lucia anfwer. 
Or how ftand up in fuch a fcenc of fori'OW? 

Por. To my confufion, and eternal grief, 

I muft approve the fentence that deftroys me. 
The mift that hung about my nijnd clears up j 
And now, athwart the terrors that thy vpw 
Has planted round thee, thou appear’d more faiti 
More amiable, and riieft in thy charms. 

Lovelieft of women ! Heaven is in thy foul ; 
Beauty and virtue ihihe for ever round thee,! 
Bright’ning each other ; thOu art all. divine. 

Luc. Portius, no 'more j thy words '(hoot Attf 
my heart, 

Melt my rcfolvcs, and turn me all to love. 

Why are thofe tears of fondnefs in thy eyes f 
Whydicavts thy heart .> why fwells thy Ibul witi]pt 
forrow ? 

It foftens me too much««farewel, my Portius i 
Farcwcl, tho’ death is in the word— fur ererl 

k 3 P9r,^ 
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Pw. Stay, Lucia, ftay ! What doft thou fay ? 
'For ever } 

Luc. Have I not Iworn ? If, Portins, thy fuccefs 
Muft tbrov/ thy brother on lilh fite, fartwcl— 

O, hovif (hall I repeat the word ! for ever. 

For, I'livs o'er the dyi/ijilcimiith’iinrTc.jdv flame 
qniv'ripu; bn a, point, Itrip.- of]' by bis, 

Anti ijl:s lyj lin, as loth to <]nlr rs hold. 

— Thou mull not ni) ibnl nil: hovcr> o’er thre, 
AptJ can’t i^ct lode, 

Luc. If the fiiTn Poriius Ihd'is 
To bear of p irtlnj;, chink v In.t l.ucia luffci s ! 

For. 'Tis true, unroidcd a .d hrene, I've met 
The toiTwnon nccidents ot ii.V ; ‘Mit licrc 
Such an unlock’d- ''‘or ib-'iin. fj ills f.-!'s f.n ire. 

It beats down all ray ftrert-rb. I cannot bear it. 
We fnuft not part. 

Lite. What dolt then fiv ^ Nvr part * 

Hall t! oa ferine the vow tb it 1 have n ado ? 

Are there nor lieavens, and that thunder j 

o’er us ' 

^Buc fee thy brother Marcus bomh this way: 

J jkken at r’lfc Once niorc, f:re\vel, 

ImcwcL and know thou wi'.’ie'ft me, if thou 
' think’ft 

liver was love, oi: ever grief, like mi'’*' » 

II: <i: Lucl/i, 

Inter Marcuu 

Marc. Portius, what hoj ts } IJow fnnds Ihc * 
Am I doom’d 
To life or death ? 

For. IVhnt wouldll thon have me fay ? 

Marc. What means this pcnfi ve poiiiu c ? Thou 
appear’d / 

I^ike one nnja 7 .’d and terrified. 

For. I've rc'jfon. 

Mwc. Thy dt'wn-cafi looks, and thy diforcicr’d 
thoughts, 

Tell me my faic. f alk not the fucccls 
i^Iy caufe l;as {ound. 

' For, I’m griev’d I undertook it. 

Marc. What ! does the barbarous maid infult 
rny heart, 

My aching heart, and tiiuinph in my pains » 
That I could caft her from my thoughts for ever ! 

For, Away, you're too lidpicious iu your griefs j 
I,ucia, though fworn never to think of love, 
Compaliionates your pains, and pities you, 

Marc, Compaiiionates my pains, and pities me ! 
What is compaiGon, when ’tis void of lov-c ? 

Fool that I was to choefe fo told a fn.;hd 
To urge rny cauf^ !— Coinpalfit'iiates my pains ! 
Pr’ythee what art, what rhec'rir didft thou nfe 
To gain this mighty boon ? — She pities me 1 
To oi’e that alks the warm returns of love, 
Coiripaflion’s cruelty, ’tis fcorn, *tis death — — 
Ftr. Margos, no more j have 1 defer v!d this 
treatment * 

Marc, What have I faid ! O Portius, O, for- 
give me ! 

A foul cxiifpcrafc in ills falls out 
V\ht!i cv’ry thing* its friend, itfclf— but, ha ? 
Wh.'.£ means that lho\n, big with the founds oKvar ? 
\ at new alarms ? 


For. A fccond, louder yet, 

Swells in the winds, and comes more full upon us. 

Marc. O, for fomcgloriouscaiifc to fall inbattle! 
Lucia, thou haft undone me ; thy difdain 
Hus broke mv hc.irt : ’tis death mud give me eafe. 
For, Quick, let us hence. Who knows if Cato’s 
' life 

Stands fure r O Marcus, I am warm’d, my heart 
Leaps at the trumpet’s voice, aiul burns for i»lory. 

[A’v/’j'//''. 

Enter ScmproniiiSt fwiiL the Leaders of the Mutiny m 
Sem, At lept^tb tin wiiuL aie rais'd, the florm 
\)lt/.vs high, 

Be it your care, n»\ liii ads. to keep it up 
in Its fii'l furv, and chriTi it i iglir, 

'fill k k.is fpcr.t itlllf on (hito’> he.id. 

M»:air.vhilc I'-ll hjwl aoKUig hn-. f-.iciids, and feem 
One of tiic number, thnt, v. hau’er arrive, 
iXIy fi lends and fellov.-foldiers inav be f:ife. 

ijt Lead, We are all fare, Sempronius is our 
fi itnd. 

Sempronius is bra^e a man is Cato. 

Hut hark ! he enters. Bear up boldly to him ; 

Ik line you beat him ilov/n, and bind him Lift. 
This day will end our tmL, and give us reft : 
btnr nothing, for SL-hipiomus is our friend. 

Re-enter Sempronius <vAth CatOy Lucius y PortiuSy 
and Marcus. 

Cato, Where arc tl icfc bold intrepid finis of war^ 
Thar greatly turn thunr b itks upon the foe, 

And to their general foiul ^ brave defiance? 

Sem, Curfc on tlitir daftard fouls, they ftand 
aftohilli'd. \Afide, 

Cato. Perfidious men ' And will you thus dil- 
honour 

Your paft exploits, and folly all your wars > 

Do you confcl’s *rwas nut a zeal for Rome, 

Mur love* of liberty, noi ihirft of honour, 

Diew you thus far; but liopes to Ihare the fj)ojI 
Of conquer’d towns, and plunder’d provinces } 
Fir’d with luch motives, you do well to join 
, With Caro's foes, and follow Cajfar’s banners. 
Why did 1 Tcape th’ envenom’d alpic’s rage. 

And all the fiery monlleis of tlie delLrt, 

To fee this day ? Wliy could not Cato fall 
Wuliour your guilt? Behold, ungrateful men, 
Beliold my bofom naked to your fwords, f 
And let the man tliar’.s injur’d ftrike the blotx'.. 
Whieli of you all liifpe^ls that he is wrong’d, 

Or thinks he fuiTers greater ilL than Cato r 
.'\m 1 diftir.guifli’d frr>m you hut by toils, 
Supeiior toils, and hcaVitr weight of.caiLS ? 
Painful pre-eminence ! 

Sem. By Heavens they droop ! 

Confnfion to the villains j all is loft. ^ \AJidt, 
Cato, I lave you forgotten Lybia’sburningwaftc, 
Its barren rocks, parch’d earth, and hills of fand,' 
Its tainted air, and all its broods of ponV^q > 

Who was the firft to explore th’ untrodden ‘path, 
Whi*i\ life was hazarded in ev'ry ftep ? ‘ 

Or, fjiinting in the lo ig lahotious march. 

When on the banks of an ’uidook’d-for Arcam 

• You 
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You funk the river with repeated draughts. 

Who was the lal\ in all your hot> that rlurlkd > 
Sem. If fome penurious fourcc by chance ap- 
peal’d, 

Scanty of waters, when you IconpM it dty, 

And olibi'd the fidi iielmcr up to Cato, 

Did he not dafli ih’ imtadul inoifsure from him? 
Did he iK^t lead you through the imd-day fun. 
And cloud.-, of dull - Did not his tenij Ls glow 
}n the faint fultry windo, and fcnithing heats > 
Cafo. flcncc, \v(>rthlcfs men ! hence ! .and com- 
plain to C.clar, 

You could not undci go the toil of war, 

Noi bear thi hardfhips that your lender bore. 

Luc. See, Cato, let’ rlie u.jbappy mtnjiJiey weep’ 
Fear and rvui.orl’e, and loriow for their ciinie, 
/Vi)])ear in c\’iy look, and plead for mercy. 

Lato. Ltarn to be boneft men, g»vt up your 
lerulcrs, 

And pardon fliall dellimd cm all the reft. 

Sem. Cato, commit rhele wuLclies to my care: 
Firll let'em each be bn>ken on the rack, 

Then, with what life reiUHin',, impal’d and left 
To writhe at ieiiurt round the bhiody (lal’e, 
I'htrclet 'em hang, and taint the Ibuthcrn wind. 
Tile partners of rhcirciime w'di Itani olxdiciicc, ■ 
WHien they look up and fee tlieir fellow traitors 
Stuck on a fori:, and black’ning in the fun. 

Luc. Senipronius, why, why wilt thou urge the 
fate 

Of wretched men ? 

Sem. How ’ would ft thou clear rebellion ? 
Fticius (good man) pities tlie poor oflenders 
w’ould imbrue their hands in Caro’s blood. 
Cato. Forbear, Scinpronius ! — I'ee they fulFer 
death, 

But in their deaths raucniber they arc men; 
iSirain not the laws to make their tortures grievous. 
Duel us, the bale degen’rate age retpiires 
teveiivy, iuid juftice in its ligour : 

This awes an impivjus, bold otfending vvorld. 
Commands oix’dience, and gives force to laws. 
When bv juft vengeance guilty mortals perilh, 
I'hc gods behold their punilhmcnt with pleafurc, 
And l^y rh’ uplifterl thunderbolt afidc. 

Sem. Caro, I execute thy will widi pleafurc. 
Cato. Meanwhile w'c’ll iiicrificc to lihcriy. 
Remember, 0 my friends, the hiw^s, the rights, 
The gen’rous plan of pow’r deliver’d down, 
Finm age to age, by your renown’d forefathers, 
(So dearly bought, the price of fo much blood :) 
O let it never ^rilh in your hands ! 

35ut pioully tranfmit it to your children. 

Do thou, great Liberty, infpire our fouls, 

.And make onr lives in thy poirdhon happy, 

Or our deaths glorious in ifiy juft defence. 


l£;cefd/it Cato, fsfe. 
ift Leader. Senipronius, you have a£lcd like 
Vourftlf. 



Sem. Villain, ftand ofF, bafe, grov* ling, worth- 
Icfs wretches, 

'Mongrel; in fadion, poor faint-heurfed traitors 
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o.d Lead. Nay, now you carrj’ it too far, Scnip 
pjoi.ius ; 

ThrowM^ft the ma.k , thci e arc none here hut friends. 
Sem. Kiio\', villuins, wiitn luch p.ihiy flaves 
preiuiiic 

To mix in treafon, if the plot fuccecds, 

They re thrown neglected by : but if it fdls. 
They’re fure to die like dogs, as you Ihall da. 
Here, take thi.fe fatlious monlitrs, drag 'em forth 
To fiidden dcaih. 

jJI Lead. Nay, fin:c it comes to this 

bem. Dil'patcii ’em ipaick; but iirft pluck out 
their tongues, 

Left witii their dying breath tlicy fow fedition* 

\_L \ cunt Guards, n/jtth the Lcadas. 

Eater Syphax. 

Sy. Our firft deii:.'M, m y fr lend, h.i'' pros ’d abor- 
Siill there re'ri'rtms .in al’iei-g imc to pl.iy : ftive : 
My troops arc mimntcd; their N’umi'lem ftccds 
SnutFup llie wind., and l«'r.g to fcoiir the deferc : 
Let bui Seii'proniiis lie^d u . ui our iii: ht, 

V/c’il force the gaie w hei e Si arcus kcep.^ lus guard, 
And hew' down ali that would oppolc ourpallage . 
A day w ill bring us inM C.^'tar’s ca up. 

Se77i. Conlufion ’ I ha\ e fail d of iiaif my pvir- 

}X)lb ; 

Marcia, the charming Marcia’s left behind ! 

Sy. Hovv ! will Semj)ronlus turn a womans 
Have > 

Sem, Think not thy friend can ever feel the fofp 
Unmanly w'lirmth and tendernefs of love. 

Syph.ix, J lung to ckd'p rli.it luiiglity maid, 

And bend her ftubborn viiiue to my pallion : 
When I'fiave gone tiius far, I’d call lur off. 

Sy, Well faid ! that’s fpoken like thyfclf, Sem- 
pronius. 

Wliat hinders, then, but that thou fmd her out, 
And iiurrv her away by manly force } 

Se7H, But how to gain ad million ? For accefs 
Is given to none but Juba, and her brothers. 

Sy. Thou ftialt have Juba’s drefs, and Juba’s 
guards: 

The doo(^> will open when Numidia's piincc 
Seems to appear before the flaves that watch them. 
Se7n. Heavens, w'hat a thought is there! Mai- 
cia’s my o%vn 1 

IIow^ wi*l my hoforn fwcli with anxious joy 
When 1 behold her ftrnggling in my arms, 

With glowing beauty, and di/brder’d charms, 
W’hilc fear and anger, with alternate* grace, 

Pant in her hreafi, and vary in her face ! 

So Pluto, fei«’d of Proferpinc, convey’d 
To heU’s tremendous gloom th' affrighted rnnk?, 
There grimly fniil’d, pleas'd with the beauteous 
priic. 

Nor envied Jove his funfliinc and his (kics. 

\^E.xeun^y 


ACT JV. 

Enter Lucia and Marcia. - 
Luc. W tell mc,Mareia, tel 1 me from thy foul, 

If thou bclicv’ft ’tis poliible for woman 
To fuffer greater ills tlian Lucia* fuftlTs ; 

k 4 Mar. 
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Mar. O Lucia, Lucia! mij^ht my big-fwoln 
heart 

Vent all its griefs, and give a loofc to Ibrrow, 
Martia could anlwcr th'ce in .fighs, keep pace 
With all ihy woes, and count oat tear for tear. 

Luc, J know thou ’rt doom’d alike to be betov’d 
By Juba, and thy farherS friend Scmproniiis : 
Buf which of thclehaspow’rtochann likePortius ^ 
Mar. Still I iTiull beg thee not to name Sciii- 
pronias, 

Lucia, I like not that loud boift'rous man ; 

Juba to all the brav’ry of a hero 
Addslbfteft love and more than femnic I’wcctncfs; 
Juba might make the proudetl of our fex, 

Any of womankind, but Marcia, happy. 

Luc, And why notMaicia ? Come, you drive 
in vain 

To hide your thoughts from one who knows too 
well 

The inward glowings of a heart in love. 

Mar, While Cato lives, his daughter has no 
right 

To love or hare, but as his choice direfts. 

Luc. But Ihould this father give you to Sem- 
pronius ? 

Mar. T dare not think he will: but if he fliould — 
Why wilt thou acid to all the griefs 1 lulfer 
Imaginary ills, and fancied tortures ? 

I hear ihejound of feet ! They march this way ! 
Let us retire, and try if we can drown 
Each fofter thought in fenfe of prefent danger : 
When love once pleads admiilion to oui he.irts 
(Tn fpite of all tJic virtue \vc can boaft) 

'riie woman that deliberates is loll. t [^Exeunt. 

Enter Sempronii/Sf drejfed like Juba^ nxlth Nu~ 
midian Guards. 

Scm. The deer is lodg’d, I’ve track’d her to 
her cosert. 

Be Cure you mind the word, and when I give it 
Ivufh in at once, and ftizc upon your prey. 

Let not her cries or tears have force to move vcni. 
——How will the young Numidian rave to fee 
His miftrefs loll I If aught could glad my foul, 
Ikyond th’ enjoyment of fo bright a pri^c, 
*Twould be to tcjrture that young, gay barbarian. 
—But b. rk, what noife ! Death to my hopes ! 
*tis he, 

*Tis Juba’s Iclf ! there is but one way left - 

He mull be murder’d, and a pafl'agc cut 
Through thofe his guards— Hah, daftards, do you 
iiemblc? — 

Or a£l like men, or by yon azure heaven— 
Enter Juba, 

Juh, What do 1 fee ? Who’s this, that dares 
ufurp 

The guards and habit of Numidia’s prince ? 

Sem, One that was born to fcourgc thy arro- 
gance, 

Prefuraptiious youth ! 

Jub, What can this mean, Scmproniiis ? 

Sent, My fword lhall anfwcr thee. Have at 
thy heart.* 
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Jub. Nay, then beware thy own, proud, bar^ 
barons nvan ! 

\frbey fight. Sem. falls', his guards furrender, 
Sem. Curie r)ii oiy bars ! am 1 tficii doom'd to fail 
By a boy’s hand, disfigur’d in a vile 
Numidian drtls, and for a woithlcfs woman ? ' 
Gods, I’m dillr^icted ' this mv clofc of life! 

O, for a peal of thunder that would make 
Earth, fea, and air, and he^en, and Cato tremble f 

[^DtL's, 

Jiib. With what a fpring his furious foul broke 
loofc, 

And left the limbs ftill quiv’ring on rlic ground! 
Hence let us cany off thole flavts to Cato, 

That we may there at length unravel all 
This dark defigo, this myllerv of fate. 

\_ExitJuha, nejtth pn/oners^ 6ff. 

Enter Lucia and Marcia. 

Luc. Sure ’iwas the clalh of fwbrds j my trou- 
bled heart 

Is fo cad down, and iunk amidll its fonovrs, 

It throbs with fear, and arhes at ev’ry found. 

0 Marcia, Ihould thy hs others for my fake !— 

1 die away with honor at the thought. 

Mar. See, l.ueia, lie ! here’s blood ’ here’sblood 
and murder ! 

Hah ’ a Numidian ! Heaven preferve the prince ! 
The face lies mufiled up within the gaimcnt, 
But, luh ! death to my light ! a diadem, 

And royrd robes ' O gods ' ’lis he, ’lis he ! 

Juba, the lovelieft youth that ever warm’d 
A virgin’s heart, Juba lies dead before us ! 

Luc, Now, Marcia, call up to thy ti^fillancc 
Thy wonted firength and conllancy of mind, 
Thou canft not put it to a greater ti lal. 

Mar. Lucia, look there, and wonder at my pa- 
tience : 

Have I not caufe to rave, and beat my bread, 

To rend my heart with grief, and run didracted ? 
Luc. What can 1 think or lay to give thee com- 
fiirt ? 

Mar. Talk not of comfort, ’tis for lighter ills j 
Behold a fight that drikes all comfort dead. 

Enter Juba lifiening. 

I will indulge my furrows, and give way 
To all the pangs and fury of ilefpair; 

That man, that bed of mcti, dclerv’d it from me. 
Jub. What do I hear ? And was the fall’c 
pronius 

That bed of men ? O, had I fall’n like him, 
And could have thus been mourn'd, 1 had been 
happy. 

Luc. Here will I dand companion in thy woes. 
And help thee with my tears; when 1 behold 
A lofs like* thine, I half forget my own. 

Mar. ’Tis not in fate to cafe my tortur’d bread, 
This empty world, to me a joylefs defert, 

Has nothing left to make poor Marci^<;«ppy. 
Jub, I’m on the rack I was he fo hey 
heart J 

Mar. O, he was al I made up of love and charms I 
Wluitevcr toaid could wiib, or man admire : 

Delight 



HI. 


J 

Dcligh^f every eye ; when he appear’d, 

A lecrct pleallirc gladden’d all tliat law him ; 

Bur when he talk’d, the proudtft Roman bluHi’d 
To hear hib virtues, and old age grew wife. 

Juh, I lhall run mad ! 

Mar. OJuba! Juba’ Juba! 

Jub, Wliat means that voice? Did Ihcnot call 
on Juba > 

Mar. Why do \ think on whathc was’ hc’sdead’ 
He’s dead, and never knew how much J lov’d h;in. 
Lucia, W'ho knows but his poor bleeding hcait, 
Amidft his agonies, remember’d MarciaJ 
And the hill words he utter’d call’d me cruel f 
Alas ! he knew not, hapltl's youth, he knew not 
Marcia’s whole foul was full love and Juba ' 
Jub. Where am I ? Do 1 live? or am indeed 
W^hat Marcia thinks ? All is Elyfium round me ! 

[Afide. 

Mar. Yc dear remains of the moll lov’d of men, 
Kor inodcfty ntfr virtiic here forbids 
A laft embrace, while thus— - 
Jub. See, Marcia, fee 

ITbrjwiftg bimfelf hefvrc her. 
The happy Juba lives • He lives to catch 
'i'hat dear embiacii, and to leturn it too 
With mutual warmth and eogtrnefs of love. 

Mar. With pleafure and amaze 1 ftand tranf- 
ported ! 

Sure Ms a dream I dead and alive at once-! 

If thou art Juba, who lies there ? 

Jub. A wretch, 

Dilguis’d like Juba on a curft defign. 

The talc is long, nor have I heard it out: 

Thy father knows it all. J could iK/t bear 
To leave thee in the neighbourhood of death, 
But flew, in all the haite of lo\c, to find thee ; 
i found thee weeping, and confefs this once, 

Am rapt with joy to f^c mv Marcia’s tears. 

Mar. Tve heenfurpris’d in an unguarded hour, 
But nuift not now go back ; the love tnat lay 
Half iVnorhcr’d in my breaft, has broke lUio’ all 
Its weak reftraints, and burns in its full luftre. 

I cannot, if I would, conceal it from thee. 

Jub. I'm loft in teftafy : and doft thou love, 
Thou charming maid— 

Mar. And doft thou live to afk it?. 

Jub. This, this is life indeed I life worth pre- 
, ferving, 

Such life as Juba never felt till now ! 

l^r. Believe me, prince, before I thought thee 
dead, 

I did not know tst-yfelf how much I lov’d thcc, 
Jub. O fonunate miftake If 
Mar* O happy Marcia j 
Jub. My joy, my beft belov’d, my only wifli’ 
How lhall 1 /peak the tranfport of my foul * 
Mar. Lucia, thy ann, O, let me reft upon it! 
The vital blood, that had forfook my heart, 
Returns agajn in fuch tumultuous tides. 

It quitc^’ercomes mp. Lead to my opart- 
e^#mcnt.— 

O prince ! 1 blulh to think what I have faid, 
But fate has wrefted the confclfion from me ; 
Go on, and prolper in the path^ of honour, 


DRAMATIC. 


*37 


Thy virtue will excufi, my palTion for thcc, 

And make the gods propuious to our lo\c. 

\ E.\e:4nt Mar. and Luc% 
Jub, I am fo blcft, I Ve.ir ns all a dream. 
Fortune, thou now haft made amends for uU 
Thy pall unkii.dnefs : 1 ablbhc my ftars. 

What tho’ Numidia add her conquci’d towns 
And provinces to fwcll the sii^lor’s triumph, 

Juba will never at his fate repine : 

Let C^far iiave the world, il Marcia’s mine. 

J march at a d/flance. 

Enter Cato and Lwius. 

Luc. I ftand aftonilli’d! W’hal, the bold Sem^ 
pronius, 

That ft ill broke fi^remofl thro’ flu* crow'd of pan iots^ 
As with a liurricaiic of /.eal rranfporteJ, 

And virtuous even to madiitls— 

Cato. Truft me, Lucius, 

Our civil difcoids iiave produc’d fuch crimes, 
Such monftious crimes, I am ’liipr.s'd at nothing. 
— O Lucius, J am fuk of iliis h d worhl ’ 

The day^lighc and the fun grow painful to me. 
Enter Vcrt'ut. 

But fee wl ere Port i u s coi : .c s w j i at means th j s haftcl 
Wliv are thy lool.s rliu'-: vL.ing d ? 

for. My liCrtic griev’d, 

I bring fiuh news siv wull itlVuSl mv father. 

Cato. Has Oihr tlittl more Ronirin blood f 
For. Nor fo. 

The traif(>r Syphav, as wi'liin the fiuarc 
Me exercis’d his trv>('ps, t'.ie fignal 
Mew ofl'a. onec with his Kumidiaii horih 
lo the feruth gate, where Marcus holds the 
watch : 

1 fav', and call’d to fliip. him, but in vain : 

He loLVl his aim alofi, and pp-udly told me, 

He would not flay and perilii like Kempronius. 
Cato, Perfidious man ' But liafte, my fon, and 
fee [Exit Par* 

Tliy brother Marcus afts a Roman's pait. 

— Li.cius, the toiient bears too ii.i’d upon nu; : 
Juttice gives \v.»y to force ; the r«/Vj’.!er'd world 
Is Caifar’s ' Cato has no b’dl’H , u: it. 

Luc. Wliilc pride, opprclliou, and injuftico 
reign, 

The world will ftill demand her Cato’s prcfeiicc. 
In pity to mankind fubmit ro Cafar, 

And iLConcilc thy mighty foul ';o life. 

Cato, Would Lucius have me live to fwcll tho 
number 

Of Cajfar’s (laves, or by a bafe fubmiflion 
Give up the caufe of Rome, and own a tyrant ? 

Luc. The vidtor never will inipofe on Cato 
Ungen’ rous terms. His enemies confefs 
The virtues of humanity arc Crefar’s, 

Cato. Curfe on his virtues! they’ve undone hio 
country. 

Such popular humanity is treafon 

But fee young Juba; the good yoiuli appears, 
Full of the guilt of his perfidious fubjcAs ! 

Luc. Alas, poor prince ! his fate dcfen cs com* 
pallion* * 

Ehttr 
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Enter Jnha. 

Juh» I blufb, and am confounded to appear 
peforc thy prdence, Cato. 

Cat 9 , What's thy crime ? 

"Jzth, Tin a "Nunddian. 

Cato. And a brave one too. Thou haft a Ro- 
man foul. 

Juht Haft thou not hcardof rnyfalfe countrymen ? 
Cato. Alas, young [)rincc ' falfehood and fraud 
flioot up in cv'ry foil, 

The produ^ of all clinus — Rome has its C.t^fars. 
Jub, *1 isgcnciousthostocornfortthcdiflrcfs’d. 
Cato, ’Tis juft to give applaufe where ’tis de- 
fervM: 

Thy virtue, piincc, has flood the toft of fortune, 
lake pureft gold, that, tonur’d in the furnarc. 
Comes on niure bright, and brings forth all its 
we i id It. 

Jub. Wliat lliall 1 anfwcr tlicc ? My ravilh'd 
heart 

O’erflows wi’h ftcrct joy : I'd rather gain 
Tliy praife, O Cato, than Nuuiidia’s empire. 

Enter Portias. 

Por. Misfortune on misfortune’ grief on giief' 

My brother Marcus 

Cato, Mcih ’ what has he done ^ 

Has he forfook hi*? poft ? lias h<- given way ? 
pid he look taint ly on, and let ’em p:ifs ? 

Por, Scarce had J left my father, hut I met him 
Komo on the fthclds of his furviving foldiers, 
Breathlefs and pale, and cover’d o’er with wounds. 
Long, at the head of his few faitliful friends, 

He ftood the Ihock of a whole hoft of foes, 

Till obftinatcly brave, and bent on death, 

Oppreft w'iih multitudes, he greatly fell. 

Cato. I’m fatisfied. 

Por. Nor did he fall before 
His fword h*d pierc’d thro’ the falfe hcait of Sy- 
phax. 

'Yonder he lies. I faw the hoarv traitor 
Grin in the pangs of death, a^d i)ire the ground. 
Cato. Tlinnks to the godi>, iny boy iias done liis 
duty. 

— Rortius, when I am dead, be fare you place 
His U171 nc^r mine. 

Por. Long may they keep afundcr ! 

Luc. O Cato, arm thy foul w ith nil its patience; 
Sec where the corpfc of thy dead fonapproav.hes^ 
The citizens and fenators, alarm'd, 

Have gather'd round it, and attend it weeping. 

Caio^ meeting the corpfe, 

Cato, ’U^'clconjc, my fon ! Here lay him dowm, 
niy friends, 

yull in hfiy fight, that I may view at Icifurc 
The bloody corfc, and countthofe glorious wounds, 
^llow beautiful is death, when earn'd by virtue ! 
vVho would not be that youth? What pity is it 
That w c can die but once to ferve our country ! 
‘—Why fits this fadnefs on your brows, my 
•fiiends? 

T (hou'd have blufh’d if Cato’s houfe had Hood 
•ncctif:Q, ard flouripi'4 » a civ’d war. 
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— Portius, behold thy brother, and remember 
Thy life is not thy own, when Rome demands it. 
^uh. Was ever man like this ! [^Afide, 

Cato. Alas, my friends, 

VV'hy mourn you thus ? Let not a private lofs 
Afilit^ your hearts. *TiS Rome requires our 
tears; 

The miftrefs of the w'crld, the feat of empire, 

Tile nurfc of heroes, the delight of gods, 

'I hat humbled ilic proud tyrants of the earth, 

And fet the nadons ficc, Rome is no more, 

O liberty ’ O virtue ’ O my country ! 

Jub. Ikhold that upright man ! Rome fills his 
tves 

With tears, that llow'd not o’er his ow'n dead Ton, 

lA/ide, 

Cafo. Wliate’crthe Roman virtue has fiibducd, 
The lun’s whole courfe, the day and year arc 

Tor him* the fclf-dcvotcd DeeW died, 

The Fabii fell, and the great Scipios conquer'd; 
Ev‘n Pompey fought for Ca:far. O mv fiiciicis! 
How is the toil of fate, the w'ork of agts, 

Thf* Reman empire, fallen ! O curft amliition ’ 
Fallen into Cajfar’s hands? Our great forcfiitlicrs 
Mad left him nought to conquer but liis coaiurv. 

Jtdf. While Cato lives Cad nr will blulh to fee 
Mankind eni^av d, and be aftiam’d of^ empire. 
Cato. Citfai rifliam’cl! HashelU)tfel•n]']^'^^lalla• 
Luc, Cato, ’tis time tliou fave rhyfelf and us. 
Cato. Lofc not a thought on me, I’m out of 
danger, 

Heaven w'lll not leave me in the vi<flor’s hand, 
Ca.*l'ar fhall never Gy he coiupier’d Cato, 

Uut, O my fiiind", your fafety fills my heart 
V\' ith anxi<Ai:> ihoughts : a thoufand fecrct terrors 
Rift 111 my foul. How Ihnll I faic my friends ? 
’Til now, O C’Jtfar, I begin to fear thee. 

Luc, C^efar has incrty, if we alk it of him. 
Cato. Then alk it, 1 conjure you ! let hin^ 
knew 

Whate'er avas done agninft him, Cato did it. 
Add, if you pleafe, that I requeft it of him, 

Tliai 1 mylelf, with tears, requeft it of him, 

1 he vntue of my friends may paL unpunifii’d. 
Juba, rny^hcart i^ tniubied for thy fake. 

Should \ advii'e thee to regain Numidia, 

Or feck the comiueror? 

• Jub, I forfake thee 
Whilft I have life, may Heaven abrandon j/ba* 
Cato. Tliy virtues, prince, if 1 forefee aright, 
Will one day nuke thee great; at Romc,*her&- 
after, . ^ 

’Twill be no crime tei have been Cato’s friend. 
Portius, driw near : my fon, thou oft haft feen 
Thy fire engag'd in a corrupted ftatc, 

WiTcftling with vice and fa6\iou : now thou ftcft 
me 

Spent, overpower’d, defpairing of fuccefs 5 
Lep me advife thee to retreat betimes 
To thy paternal feat, the Sabine field, 

Where the great Cenfor toil’d withhisownhand^il 
And all our frugal anceftors were blcft’d 
In b»ui^bic \ii'tuc$, and a rural life } 
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Tlterc retir’d, pray for the peace of Rome ; 
Content thyl'clf to be obl’cuscly good. 

Wlicn virc picvails, and impious men bcarfway, 
The pofl of honour is a piivatc ftiuion. 

Por. I hope my father docs not recommend 
A life to Poitiub, that he Ico^ns himfelf. 

Cato. Farewcl, my friends! If ihejc be any of 
you 

Who dare not truft the \i61:or’s clemency, 

Know there are fhips prepar’d by my command, 
(Their I’ails already op'iiing to the wiiuh) 

"d'har fli.dl convey you to the wiih’J-for phrt. 

Is th.crc aught ell'e, my fiiends, 1 can do for you*' 
*'1 1.0 con.pieior chaws near. Once mere farewcl ! 
Tf e’er we meet heieafrer, we fhall meet 
Jn liappier climes, and on a fafer fiiorc, 

^\"ht■I■e Caiiiir never lhall ajiproach us mdre. 

[ to his dead fon. 

There the brave yovulx, with love of virtue fir’d, 
Who ijreailv in Ids rountrv’s caufc expir’d, 
bh ili know he concjnei 'd. The linn patriot there, 
\V)k» inade the wcliare c.f mankind his. care, 
Tho’ ftill by fd<!;iion, and fortune croft. 
Shall find the gen’rous laliour was not loft. 

\_£xeunt. 


ACT V. 

CaIo folns^ ftthg in a th'^v^htful prjlure : in kis 
band Plato's book on the hn7not taltty of the h\uL 

A dranxjn fivfrd on the table ij him. 

I T muft be lb — IMaio, rheu reafon’li well— 
Kile whence this pleafii'ghopc, this fond cLfirc, 
This longing after iinmoridljiy > 

Or whence this jeertt dread, and inward horror, 
Of falling into nought ? Why flirinks the foul 
Hack on 'hcrielf, and ftanles at deftrudlion ? 

’Tis the clixiniry that ftirs wiihin us ; 

^'fis Heaven itfelf tliat points ouL an hercaficr. 
And intimates eternity to man : 

Ktcrnity ! thou plcafing, dreadful thought! 
Through what variety of untiied being, 

T'liio’ what new fccnes and changes muft \vc pafs^ 
w'ick, th’ unbounded profpn^ lies before me; 
Hut fliadows, clouds, and darknefs reft upon it. 
llcre will 1 hold. If there’s a power above 
(.•^nd that there is all nature cries aloud, 
ri'hrough all her works) he muft delight in vir- 
^ tuc ; 

And that xvhich lie delights in muft be happy. 
Hut \Vlien I or \sti;.crc — diis woild was made for 
Caviar. 

J’m weary of conjc£lurcs-rthis muft end ’em. 

fm hand on bis Jtword. 

Thus am I dcAibly arm’d ; my death and life, 
My bane and antidote arc both before me. 

This in a moment biings me to an end ; 
put this informs me 1 lhall never die. 

The fouI»^l*cur*d in her exiftepce, fmilcs 
t At tlM^niwn dagger, and dciics its point. 

The liars fliall fade away, the fun himfelf 
Grow dim with age, and nature fink in years, 
Put thou flialt flgurilh in immortal youth, 
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Unhurt arnidft the war of dements, 

The wreck of matter, and the crulh of worlds. 
What mCi-ins this heavinelj.iixuL hangs upon me?* 
This lethargy that creeps thro’ all iny fenfes ? 
Nature opprefs'd, and haralVd out with care, 
Sinks down to reft. This once J’ll favour her. 
That my awaken’d foul may take her Ibglir, 
Renewed in all her ftrength, and freili witli life. 
An otlTing fit for Heaven. Let guilt or fear 
Difturb man’s reft, Cato knows neither of 
Indili*’rent in liis choice to ftcep or die. 

Enter Portias. 

Hut, hah' how’s this, my fon? Why this intrufion? 
Were not my orders that 1 would be private > 
Why am I difobey’d ? 

Per. Afis, iny father ! 

What means this fw.ird, this inftrumentof death? 
Let me convey it hence. 

Cato. Ivalh youth, forbear \ 

Pot\ O, let the pray*rs, th’ intrcatlcs of your 
friend..’, 

Their tears, their common danger, wreft it fioin 
y<»u ! 

Cato. Wouldft thou betray me? Wouldllthou 
give me up, 

A flavc, a captive into LVfar’s bands ? 

Uctnc, and learn obedience to a father. 

Or know, young man ' 

Por. Lcok not thus fternly on me ; 

You knew rd ratlier die than dilbbey you. 

Cato, ’'J'is well ! again I’m mafter of myfclf. 
Now, Ca-'far, let thy troops befet our gates, 

And bar each avenue ; thy garh’ring Hccis 
O’crfpread.thc fea, and ftop uj) ev’ry portji 
Cato lhall open to liimfelf a palfage, 

And mock thy hopes 

Per. O fir ! forg’vc your fon, 

W’hofe grief hangs heavy on liim, O my fatlierf 
How am 1 fine it is not the laft rime 
1 e’er iliall call you fo ? He not dftplcas’d, 

O, be not angry with me whilft I weep, 

And, in the anguilh of yny licart, befcech you 
To quit the dreadful purpofe of your foul! 

Cato. Thou haft been ever good and dutiful. 

{^Embracing bim» 

Weep not, my fon, all will be well again , 

The riglucous gods, whom J havefoughttopleafc, 
Will luctour Cato, and preferve his children. 
Por. Your v/ords give comfort to my dccoping 
heart. 

Cato. Ppftius, thou mayft rely upon my condufl; 
Thy father will not a6l what milhccoincs him. 
But go, niy fon, and fee if aught be wanting 
Among iliy father’s friends; fee them embark’d, 
.And t( il me if the winds and leas befriend them. 
My foul is fjuitc weigh’d down with care, and 
filks 

The fufi rcfrcfliment of a moment’s deep. [fjri/. 
Por, My thoughts arc more at eafe, my heart 
revives. 

Enter Marcia. 

O Marcia, O my fiftcr, ftill there’s hope! 

Our father will not caft away a life 
So needful to us ail> and to country* 
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He is retir’d to reft, and feems to cherifh 
*1 hou»hts full of peace. Hchasdil’patch’dniehcnce 
With orders tuac Ik. peak a ndiid compos’d, 

And ftudiou'j tor the lafcty of his friends. 
Maicia, take care that ntrae difturb his llumbcrs. 

{^Exit. 

Mar, O ye immortal powers that guard the juft, 
'Watch rfjund hi-i cf«ach, aad foficn his rcpol'c, 
Hanifli Ills i -irows. tind U-calm ids (oul 
Witli eaf) dicams; remcinhcr all his viitucs ! 
iViid llitw maukiiul tliai i^ooduefs is your care. 

Euitr / ucia. 

Luc. Where is your tatlicr, Marcia, where is 
Caio r 

Mar, Lucia, tjjcak low, he is retir’d to reft. 
Lucia, 1 ftc! a v,d.«tlc dawning hope 
Rile in n»y foul. We (hall be happy ftill. 

Luc. Alas ! I tremolo when 1 think on Cato! 
In cveiy View, in every tliOcfcght, 1 tremble ! 
Cato IS JhTii and awT il as a god ; 

He knows nor hu'v to wink at human frailty, 

Or parrlon weaknefs that he never felt. 

Mar. 1 ho’ ilcrn and awful to tiic foes of Rome, 
He is all gooxlncfs, Lucia, always mild, 

Comp ■iHjiiate and gentle to ins friends. 

Rill d vtth domcftic tondernefs, the bed. 

The kindeft father I have ever, found him, 
taly and good, and bounteous to my wiflies. 

Luc. ' I'is his con Cent aibnt can make us blcL’d. 
Marcia, we are both equally involv’d 
In tliC fame intiicHtc, perplex’d diftrofs. 

The cruel iiand of fate that has deft.ov’d 
Thy brother Marcus, whom we both lament— 
Mar. And cvei fiiail limcMt, unl'<f[^}>y youth ! 
IJas let iny foul ar large, and now 1 (land 
Looic of my vow. But who knows Cato’s 
thoughts ? 

Who knows how yer lie may difpofc of Portius, 
Or how he has dv iermin’d of rhylclf ^ 

Mar. Let him but live, com mi : the reft to heaven. 
Enter Lucius, 

Luc, Sweet are the flurabers of the virtuous 
fnan ! 

0 Marcia, 1 have feen thy godlike father 5 
So nc power invifible I’upports his foul, 

A d bears it u,> in all its wonted greatnefs. 

A kind refrcfhiiig deep is fallen upon him ; 

1 fjivv him ftrcti^h’d at eafe, his fancy loft 

In jdealing dreams : as I drew near his couch, 
He ftnil’d, and cried, Cail’ar, thou canft not hurt 
me. 

Mar. His mind ftill labours with fome dread- 
ful thought. 

Luc. Lucia, why all this grief, thefc Hoods of 
forrow ? 

Div up thy tears, my child, we all are fafe 
While Cato lives— his prefence will protect us. 
Enter Juba. 

Jub. Lucius, the horlymen are return^ from 
viewing 

The number, ftrength, and pofturc of our foes, 
Who now encamp within a ftiort hour's mareSj^ 
On the high pQ.pt'of yon bright wgftem lower 


We ken them from afar ; the fctting lun 
Plays on their (hining arms and burnilh’d helmets^ 
And covers all the field with gleams of fire. 

Luc. Marcia, ’tis time we Ihould awake thy fa- 
ther. 

Caefar is ftill dil’pos’d to give us terms, 

And waits at diftance till he hears fiom Cato, 

Enter Portius. 

Portius, thy looks fpoak fomowhatof importance* 
Wh.tt tidings doft thou firing ? Methinks I fee 
CJnufual giadncl's fparkling in thine eyes. 

For, As 1 was hailing to the port, where now 
My father’s friends, impatient for a palfagc, 
Acail’e the lingVing winds, a fail ariiv’d 
From Poinpey’s fon, who thro’ the realms of Spaijt 
Calls out for vengeance on his father’s death. 
And roufes the whole nation up to aims. 

W^cre Cato at their head, once more might Rome 
AlTert fier rights, and claim her liberty. 

But, hark ! what means that groan ? O, give me 
way, 

And let me fly. into my father’s prefcncc. \_Exit 
Luc, Cati^.amidft his (lumbers, thinks onRome, 
And, in the wild dili)rdcr of his foul, 

Mourns o’er his country. Hah ’ a fecund groan— 
Heaven guard us all ! — 

Mar, AIjis I 'tis not the voice 
Of one wlio deeps ; ’tis agosiizing pain, 

’Tis tlcath is in that I’ountl. — 

Re-enter Portius. 

Por. O fight of woe ! 

O Marcia, what we fear’d is come to pafs ? 

Cato is fallen upon his fword. — 

Luc. O Portius, 

Hifle all the honors of thy mournful talc, 

And let us guefs the reft. 

Por. I’ve rais’d him up, 

And plac’d him in his chair, where pale and faint 
He gafps for breath, and, as his life flows from 
him, 

Demands to fje his friends. His fervants weeping, 
Obfequ’.ous to hi: order, bear him hither. 

Mar, O Heaven’ adift me in this, dreadful hour. 
To pay the laft fad duties to my father. 

Jub. Thefe are thy ,triumphs, thy exploits, O 
Caefar! 

Luc. Now i& Rome fallen indeed ! 

’\_Cato bhiugbt in on a chair ^ 
Cato. Here fet me down — 

Portius, come near me — Aremyfriendsembark'd.^ 
Can any thing be thought of for their fervicc \ 
Whilft I yet live, let me not jive in \’kin. 

— O Lucius, art thou here? — thou art too good— 
Let this our fricndftiip live between our children. 
Make Portius happy in thy daughter Lucia. 

Alas! podr man, he weeps I— Marcia, my daugh* 

- ter— 

O, bend me forward! — ^Juba loves thee,Marci»\ 
A fcnitor of Rome, while Rome funhu^Jd, 

Would not have match'd his daughtc^^ith a' 

^king ; 

But Cxfar's arms have tl;\rowa down all diftinc- 
tiou ; 

Whoe’er 
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Who^ 'jr is brave and virtuous, is a Roman— 
*~rm fici^*to death — 0 , vvhen (hall 1 get lo(ifc 
From this vain world, th’ abode,of guilt and for- 
rovv ! 

And yet, merhinks, a beam of light breaks in 
On niy departing foul, .^as, I fear 
I’ve been too hafty. O yc pow’rs, that fcarch 
The heart of man, and weigh his inmoft thoughts, 
If 1 have done amifs, impute it not !— 

The beft may err, but you are good, and — O ! 

[Vus. 

Luc, There fled the greateft (bul that ever 
warm’d 

A Roman breaft j O Cato ' O my friend ! 

Thy will (hall be rcligioufly oblerv’d. 

But let us bear this awful corpfc to Ciefar, 

And lay it in his fight, that it may fland 
A fence betwixt us and the vigor’s wrath ; 

Cato, though dead, (hall Hill proteft his friends. 

From licncc, let fierce contending nations know 
What dire efleAs from civil difeord flow. 

*7'is this that (hakes our country with alarms, 
And gives up Rome a prey to P.oman arms, 
Produces fraud, and cruelty, and flrife, 

And robs the guilty world of Cato’s life, 

{^Exeunt omnts, 

§ 48 . PHJEDRA AND HIPPOLITUS. 

Smith. 

ACT I. SCENE!. 

Enter Cratander and Lycox, 

Lycon» *'T'1S ferange, Cratander, that the royal 
^ Phaclra 

Should ftill continue rcfolute in grief. 

And obftinately wretched : 

That oUc lo gay, fo beautiful and young, 

Of godlike virtue and imperial power. 

Should fly inviting joys, and court deftru61ion. 
Crat, Is there not caulc, when lately join'd in 
marriage. 

To have the king her hulband call’d to war ? 
Then for three tedious moon* to mourn his ab- 
fcnce, 

Nor know his fate ? 

Lyc. The king may caufe her forrow, 

But not by abfence : oft-J've feen him hang 
With greedy eyes an^Manguifh o’er hcrlaeauties; 
She from his wide, deceiv’d, dcfiring arms 
Flew taftclefs, loath W; vvhilft dejected Thefeus 
With mournful lovinjg eyes purfued her flight, 
And dropt a 61cnH«&. 

Crai. Ha ! thiss^ls hatred, 

This is averfion, horror, deteftation : 

Why did the queen, who might have cull’d man- 
kind. 

Why did (he give her perfon and her throne 
To one (he loath'd ? 

L^, Perhaps (he thought it ju(t 
TJiK hc (liould wear the crown his valour fav'd. 
f Crtd, CJould (he not glut his hopes with wealth 
I ^ and honour, 

Reward his valour, yet reject his love ? 

Why, >YheD a happy mother, queen and widow, 
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Why did flic wed old Thefens ? vi-hilc his fon, 
The brave Hippolitus, with equal ycurh 
AiKU-qual brauty might hav( fil.’il her arms. 

Lyc, Hippolitus (in diftunt Scythia Urn, 

The w'ailikc Ama;*'!!, Camilla’^ Ion) 

Till ourqueen’s marriage, was imkMown to Crete* 
And furc the queen could wilh him ttiil unknown : 
She lonths, detefts him, flics hib baic.l prclcucc. 
And flirinks and trembles at hlb very name. 
Lrat. Well may Ihe hate the printc (he needi 
mu ft fear ; 

He may difpute the crown wiih ?! ^dra’s (bn. 
He's brave, he’s fiery, youthpil, and belov'd; 

His courage charms the men, his form ihe womcn^ 
His very fports are war. 

Lyc. O’ he’s all Inro, fcorns rii* inglorious eafu 
Of lazy Crete, delights to Ihinc in anni, 

To wield the fwoi d, and launcli the jyfiinrcd fpear; 
To tame the gen'rous horfe, t'.at no!»ly wild 
Neighs on the hill', and dares rlie an -.ry lion; 

To join tile flrug 5 ',ling courfeis to his cliariot. 

To make their fiuhhorii necks the rein obey, 

To turn, or flop, or ftrerdi along the pl.iin. 

Now the queen's* fick, thcie’s danger in hif 
courage — 

He mufl be watch’d. 

Be ready with your guards. — I fear Hip])olitus. 

[Extl Cfaim 

Fear liim ! for what ? poor filly viituous wretch I 
AfTedting glory, and contemning jv.wmt: 

Warm without pride, without ambition brave; 

A (cnfelefa hero, firm be a tool 
To thofe whofe godl.ke fouls arc turn’d fur cin* 
pia*. 

An open hqneft fool, that loves and harc.s, 

And yet more fool to own it. He hates flatterers. 
He hatts me too; weak boy, to make a fi’u 
Where he might have a (lave. J hate him too, 
Butcriugr, and flatter, fawn, adore, yet hale him. 
Let the queen live or die, the prince mull full. 

Enter Ifmtna. 

What, ftill attending on the queen, Ifmciia? 

O charnui.g virgin ! O exalted viitue ! 

Can ftill ycjur goodnefs conquer all your wrongs? 
Arc you not robb’d of your Athenian crown ? 
Was nor your royal father Pallas (lain, 

And all hiswretcfied race, by conqu’iingThcfcus* 
And do you ftill watch o’er Ins conibit Pieedra ? 
And ftill repay fiich cruelty with love ? 

Ifm, Let them be cruel that delight in niifcfiicf: 
I’m of a foftcr mould ; poor Phjedia’s Ibrrows 
Pierce thro’ my yielding heart, and wijund my 
. (bul, 

Jyc, Now thrice the riling fun has cheer’d the 
world, 

Since (he renew’d her ftrength with due rcfrclh-i 
ment ; 

Thrice has the night brought cafe to man, to beift, 
retched Phaedra clos’d her ftrcamiiig eyes : 
all reft, all necelTary food, 
to dif , nor capable to live. 

But now her grief has wrought- her inc« 
phrenay ; 
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The images her troubled fancy forms 
Arc incoherent, wild ; her words disjointed : 
Sometimes Ihe raves for mufic, light, and air. 

Kor air,>^^or light, nor niufn.', calm her pains ; 
Then with ccftatic ftrcngih Ike fprings aU»ft, > 
And moves and bounds with vigour not her own. 

Lye, Then life is on the wing ; then inoft Ihe (inks 
When moft fhe feems icviv’d. Like boning water, 
That foams and hiifes o*cr the crackling wood, 
And bubbles to the brim j cv’n then molt waiting, 
When molt it fweils. 

. Ifm, My lord, now try your art ; 

Her wild diforder may Jifclofe the fccrct 
Her cooler fenfe conceal'd. The PvLbian goddefs 
Is dumb and I’ullcn, till with fury fill’d 
She fpreads, flic rilbs, grnving to the figl't, 

She Itarcs, flit foams, flit raves j the awful ibcrcts 
Burft from her trembling li]>s, and eai'c tl:c lo:- 
tur’d maul. 

But Plijedra comes, yegods, how pale, how weak ! 

Enter Phaiira and Attendants* 

Tbad, Stay, virgins, ftay j I'll lelt my weary 
Itcps : 

My ftrength forfakes me, and mv d.iztlcd eyes 
Ake with tlie flafliing ligli*- ; my loolen’d kr.ets 
Sink uiiderthcir dull woiVht. Supnoii me, Lvcon. 
Alas I [ fdiiit. 

Lyc* Afford her cafe, kind Heivcn ! 

Fhad, Why blaze thefe jewels round my 
wretched head ? 

Why all this labour’d elegance of drtfv ’ 

Why flow thefe wanton curls in rirtful !ini;s ’ 
Take, fnarch ’em hence. Alns » }ou all ct.nipire 
Tu heap new forrons on my tortur'd fouh 
All, all confpirc to make your <picen«unh';ppv. 
Lady. This you requir d, a.ul to the plcaiing 
talk 

Call’d your officious maids, and urg’d then art ; 
You bid *cm lead you from yon hidetjus d.irkneL 
To the glad cheering day, yet now avoid it. 

And hate the light you fouglit. 

Pb/ed. () iny Lyton I 
O • how 1 long to lay my weary head 
On tender fiov. ’ry beds and Iprinm.'g grr.f", 

^'o llreich nny limbs benearhihe fpscvuluig fliades 
Of venerable oaks, to lUke niy thirft 
W^ith the cool nc£lar of rcfrelhing Iprings ’ 

Lyc. I’ll footh herplircnzy. Come, I'hcxdra, 
let's away ; 

Let’s to the woods and lawns, and limpid flreams. 
Pbeed. Come, let's away j and thou mofL brigiit 
lliana, 

Goddefs of woods, immortal, chafle Diana, 
Goddefs prciicling o'er the rapid rat c, 

Place me, O place me in the dufty r:ng. 

Where youthful charioteers contend (br glory ! 
Sec how they mount, and fluke the flowing leius ! 
Secfiom the goal the fiery courfers bound ! 

How they ftrain, panting up the Itecjiy hUl 
Now fwce^^ along its top, now neigh 

How the <?ar rattles, bow Its kindling 
Sif.okc in the whirl ! ciic cucUng fond afccfiH 


:5:trA(^ts, BboR iir. 

And in the noble duft the chariot’s loft. ^ 

* Jye. Vv’liHt, madam ! ^ 

Pba>d. Ah, my Lycon ! ah, wdiat faid I ^ 
WMierc was I hurried by my roving fancy ? 

My languid eyes aie wet with fudden tears; 

And on iny cliecks unbidden blullics glow. 

Lyc. I hcn blufli, but biulli for your deflrufti vo 
filence, 

Thattcai s your foul, and wcighsyoii down to death. 
O ! llioiild YOU die (ye p(»w’rs forbid her death) 
Who then would Ihielcl from wrongs your help- 
lefs orphan ? 

lie tlicn might wandciyPh rdra’s Ton might wander, 
A naked fuppiiant thro’ tiie world Uir aid : 

'i'hen lie may erv, invoke his mother’s name : 
lie m.LV be doom’d to rhains, to Iharnc, to death; 
Wiiile pioud nip{3<)litus lhall mount his throne. 
Ph^d. O Ilc.'ivcns 1 

Lyc. H.i ' rh:e*dra, arc yon rouchM at tills ? 
Pbad. Unliappy wretch ! what name was that 
you fpokc ? 

J.yc. And does liis name provoke your juft re- 
fentments ? 

Then let it mife vour fear as well as wrath : 
Think how you wiong’d Ixim, to his father 
wiong’d him ; 

Pbink how you drove him hence a wand’ringexile 
To dift.int climes j then think wliat ceruim ven- 
geance 

His rage may wreak on yonrunliappv orplian. 
Tor hi^ fr'kc then renew \our dioopinj; lpnu» j 
Feed with new oil the waiting lamp of life, 

TIuit wiiiliiand rrejnhl(’s,no\v, juft now' expiring} 
hhi‘ e hafie, pi\('er\c )our hfc< 

Pkad. Alas ! too long, 

T(/') long have 1 preftrv'd ihar gurhy life. 

Lyc, Guilty ! what guilt; lias blood, has 
lu'.nid murder 
firibrucd y'ur hands ? 

Pp.rd, Alas ! my hands arc guiltlcfs^ 

Liii O ! niv livuirr’s elefd'd. 

I’ve faid too ivuvh; forbear the reft, my Lycoiij 
And let, me die, to five the hUek confeHion. 

LjC. D’e il en, I'ur ly'trilone ; old fahlifulLycon 
Sbrai hj a \ielim to )(.uv cruel filence* 

Will y?'U not tell ' O lovely, wrefehed queen ! 
liy a!l the cares of your f'dt infant years, 

Dyall the love, and faitlu zeal T’ve fltew'd you,- 
Tell me your grieL, uiifokl ^ur hidden forrows,- 
And tcacli your l.ycoa ho_^to bring you com- 
foi t; Y 

Pbtrd. Wharfl'.nll f fay invfedtjious cruel pow'rs? 

0 v\ln-rc fliciJi I i.i-gin - O cruel Venus, 

How fatal love has been to ail our raoc ! 

Lyc* I'orgcr it, madam ; let it die in filence^ 
Phied. O Aiiadne ! O unhappy After ! 

Lyc. Ceaft to’ record yottr lifter’s grief* artd 
lhamc. 

Pbipd. And fmcc the cruel god of lov/^ re-* 
quires it, \ 

1 fall the Lift, and moft undone 

I Lyc. Do you then love ? . 

Pbad. Alas ! I groan beneath 
The pain, the guilt, the fliamc of impious love. 

lyc. 
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Lyc, Forbid it, Heaven ! 

PhaA. ^ not upbraid me, Lyron : 

] love. AJas ! I lliudclcr at the name ; 

IVIy blood runs backward, and my fauk’iing 
tongue 

Sticks at the found — I love,. — O righteous Heaven* 
Why was 1 born v/itii fuch a fenfe of virtue. 

So great abhorrence of the fmallcft critne, 

And yet a Have to fuch impetuous guilt ? 

Rain on me, gods, your plagues, your fharpeft 
tortures, 

Afflift my foul with any thing but ijuilt, 

And yctrhvU guilt ismine. ^I’ll think m>morc \ 

I’ll to the woods among the happier brutes. 
Come, let’s away ; hark, the fin ill horn refounds, 
The jolly huiufrncn’s cries rend the wide heavens. 
Come, o’er the hills purfue the bounding ftag j 
Come, chafe the lion and the foamy boar ; 

Come, loufe up all the monfters of the wood ; 

For there, ev'n there, Hippolitus will guard me. 
Lye. Hippolitus’ 

Phad. U'Nio’s he that names Hippolitus ? 

Ah! I’m betray’d, and all niy guilt diftover’d. 

O ! give me poilhn, fwords ; i il not live, nor 
bear it j 

I’ll ftop my breath, 

l/m. I’m h)lt, hut what’s tliat lofs } 

Hippolitus is lod, or loti to me : 

Yet ihould her cliarnis prevail upon his foul, 
Should he be falfc, 1 would not with him ill ; 
With mv kill partMig breath I’d blcfs niy lord: 
Then in fomc lonely defeit place expire, 

Wliencc my unh'ij'pN death lhall never reach him. 
Left it Ihould wuuad his peace, or damp his joys. 

Id/tJe. 

Lye. Think ftill the fecrctin you r royal breaili 
For by tlie awful majefty of Jove, 

IJy the dll-feenig fun, by righteous Minos, 
iJy all your kindred gods we fwcar, O Phredra, 
Safe us our lives we’ll keep the fatal fecret. 

Ijin. csTc'# We fwear, ail fwear to keep it ever 
fecret. 

Phetd. Keep it! from whom ^ why it’s already 
known, 

The talc, the whifper of the babbling vulgar: 

O, can keep ic from yourfclvcs, unknow it ? 
Or do you think I’m It.vfar gone in gtfdt, 

That 1 can fee, can bear the looks, the* eyes 
Of one w'lio know'Si my black dctellcd crimes, 

Of one who know's.:hat Ph.i;dra loves her fon ? 

Lye. Unhappy qu» en * augutl, unhappy race ! 
O ! why did Thefcus touch this fatal Ihorc ? 
Wliy did he lavt;^is from Nicander’s arms, 

To bring >vorfc ruin onus by his love P 

Ph.vd, His love indeeu ;.for that unhappy hour 
In w hich the priefts join’d Thefcus' hand to mine, 
Shew’d the young Scythian to my dazzled eyes; 
Gods ! how 1 Ihook ! what boiling heat inflam’d 
My j^anting breaft I how fioin the t(»uc of 
Thefeus 

JCiy flack %and dropt, and all the idle pomp, 
altars, victims, fwam before my fight! 

' Tlie god of love, cv’n the whole god, polfefs’d me. 
At oncC| dt firil pofTefs’d you ! 


Yes, at firft. 

That fatal ev’ning w e purfued the chacc, 

When from behind the wood, with ruftling 
found, 

A monftrous boar rufh’d forth : his baleful eyes 
Shot glaring fire, and Ids ftiff-pointed briftles 
Rofe high upon his back : at me he made, 
Whetting his tufks, and churning hideous foami 
Then, then Hippolitus flew in to aid me : 
Colleiling all himfelf, and rifing to the blow, 
lie launch’d tlib whifiling fpiear ; the well-aim'd 
jfiv’lin 

Pierc’d Lis tough hide, and quiver’d in his heart; 
The monllcr fell, and, gnafhing, with huge tufka 
Plow’d up the crimfon earth. Rut ilwu Hip- 
politus I 

Gods! how he mov’d and look'd when lie ap- 
proach’d me ! 

When hot and panting from the lavage conqueft, 
Dreadful as Mars, and as his Venus luvelv. 

His crimftm checks wnth puiple beauties glow'd. 
His lovely fpaikling eyes Ihot marrid fires. 

0 godlike form ! O ctllafy and trarifpori ! 

My breath grew Ihort, my beating hc:;rt fprung 
upward, 

And Icap’d and bounded in my heaving bofom. 
Alas ! I’m pleas’d ; the horrid Ilory charms me.— 

1 No more — That night with fear and love I 

ficken’d. 

Oft 1 receiv’d his fatal charming vifits; 

Then w'ould he talk v. iih fuch an heavenly grace ^ 
Look with fuch dear cianpalfKai on my pains, 
That I could wifh to be lo lick forever. 

My ears, my greedy eyes, my rhirfty foul, 
Draiik’gorging in the dear delicious 
Till 1 was doll, ejuite hdl in impious love. 

And fliEilI I drag an execrable life ? ‘ 

And lhall J hoard up guilt, and trtafurc ven- 
geance ? 

Lye, No ; labour, flrivc,fubdue tint guilt, :knJ 
live. 

Pbivd* Did 1 not labour, drive, all-feeing 
‘ pow'’rs I • 

Did I not w’cep and pray, implore your aid > 
Rum clouds of incenfe on your loaded altars * 

0 ' 1 call'd I’icavcn and earth to my alTifiaiice, 
All the ambitious third of fame and empire, 

And all the honed pride of confeious virtue: 

1 druggled, rav'd ; the new-born paifion reign’d 
Almighty in its birth. 

!yc. Did you e’er try 
To gain his love ?, 

Pbecd. Avert fuch crimes, yc pow’rs ^ 

No; to avoid hii love I longl't his hatred : 

I wrong’d Itim, Ihunn’d him, bunilh'd him from 
Crete : 

I font him, drove him from my lonHng fight : 

In vain 1 drove him, for hi> tyrant torm 
Reign’d ill my heair, and dwelt before my eyes. 
If to the gods* 1 pray’d, ihr very vows 
I made to Heaven w'cre by mv erring tongue 
Spoke to Hippolitus. If I tried to deep. 
Straight to iny drowly eyes my rcftlcfs fancy 
Brough t back his fatal form, and curd my fi amber. 
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J&r. Firft let me try to melt him into love. 
rbad. Noi let his haplefs paiHon equal mine, 

I would refufe the blils I moll defir’d, 

Confult my fame, and facriiice my life. 

Yes, I would die, heaven knows, this very mo- 
ment, 

Rather than wrong my lord, myh u (band Thef^’us. 
Lyc, Perhaps tltac lord, that hulband is no 
more ; 

He went from Crete in haftc, is army thin, 

To meet the numerous troops cffiicrce Molof- 
fians ; 

Yet tho’ he lives, while ebbing life decays, 
Think on your fon. 

Pbitd. Alas ! that fhocks me. 

O let me fee my young one, let me fnatch 
A hafty farewel, a laft dying kifs. 

Yet Hay ; his fight will melt my juft refolvcs : 
But O ] I beg with my laft Tallying breath, 
Cherifh my babe. 

Enter Mejfenger. 

Jt/Iejf, Madam, I grieve to tell you 
What you mull know: your royal hiifband's dead. 
Pbad* Dead ! O ye pow’rs ! 
hyc, O fortunate event ! 

Then earth -Ijorn Lycon may afeend the tlirone, 
Leave to his happy fon the crown of Jove, 

And be ador’d like him. Be hufti’d, my joys. 

\_Afide, 

Mourn, mourn, ye Cretans I 
Since ht is dead whole valour fav’d your ifle, 
AA'Iiole pru-lcnt care with flowing plenty crown’d 
IJis peaceful Ibbjefls; as your tow’ring Ida, 
With I’prcading oaks, and with defoending 
llrcaiTi^, 

Shades and enriches all the plains below. 

Say how he died. 

Mejf, He died as Thefeus ought. 

In bdiile died ; Philotas, now a p« iToncr, 

That ruftiing on fought next his royal perfon, 
That law his thund'ring arm beat iquadrons 
down, 

Saw the great rival of Alcidcs fall, 

Thelc eyes beheld his w'LlUknown ftced, beheld 
A proud barhariau glitt’ring in his arms, 
Encumler’d with tJie Ipoil. [^Exit. 

Pbfcd» Is he then dead ? 

Is my much-injur’d lord, my Thefeus, dead } 
And don’t 1 Ihtd one rear upon his urn ? 

Wliat ! not a figh, a groan, a foft complaint > 

Ah ! thefc are tributes due from pious brides, 
Fiom a chaftc matron, and a virtuous wife : 

Bur lavage Love, tlic tyrant of my heart, 

Claims all my furrows, and u Turps my grief. 

Lye, DifmiG that grief, and give a looTe to Joy : 
He’s dead, the bar of all your blils is dead ; 
Live, then, my queen, foi gctthewrinkledThcfeuSj 
And t <kc the youthful hero to your arms. 

Ph/td. 1 dare not now admit of luch a thought, 
Arid blcTs’d be heaven that fteclM my ftub^n 
heart ; 

That made me (hun the bridal bed of Thefeus, 
^And give him empire, but refufe him love. 


tyc. Then may his happier Ton be bleft with 
b«th ; 

Then roufc your foul, and muftcr all your 
charms. 

Soothe his ambitious mind with thirft of empir;^ 
And ail his tender thoughts with foft allure- 
ments. 

Pbxd, But ftiould the youth refufe my prof- 
fer’d love > 

O, ftiould he throw me from liis loathing arms? 

I fear the trial ; for I know Hippolitus 
Fierce in the right, and oblliiiatcly good : 

When round befet, his viitiic, like a flood, 
Breaks with relilllcfs force th’ oj>pofing dams, 
And bears the mounds along j they’re hurry ’d on^ 
And fwell the torrent they were rais’d to flop. 

1 dare not yet refolve; I’ll try to live, 

And to the aw'ful gods I’ll leave the reft. 

Lye. Madam, your iignci, that your Have may 
order 

What’s mod expedient for your royal fcrvice. 
l\hct:d. Take it, and with it take the fate of 
Phaedra. 

And thou, O Venus> aid a fuppliant queen, 

That owns thy triumpl.s, and adoies thy powVs 
O fpare thy captives, and fubdue thy foes. 

On this cold Scythian let thy pow^’r be known. 
And in a lover’s caule alfert thy own : 

Then Crete as Paphos lhall adore thy flirine;'^ 
This nurfc of Jove with grateful fires ftiall f 
Ihinc, r 

And with thy father’s flames ftial 1 worfliip thine, 3 
lExit Phtrd. fisfr. 

Lycon folus. 

If Ihc propofes love, why then as furely 
His haughiy fiiul refufes it with Icorn.— 

Say I confine him * — If Ihe dies, he’s fafe ; 

And if file lives, I’Jl vvoik her raging mind. 

A woman fconi’d with cafe I’ll work to ven- 
geance : 

With humble, wdfe, obfequious fawning arts 
I’ll rule the whirl and tranfport of her ibul; 
That when her reafon hates, lier rage may a£l# 
When barks glide flow-ly thro’ the lazy main, 
The baffled pilots turn the helms in vain ; 
When driv’n by winds they cut the foamy vvay, 
The rudders govern, and the Ihips obey. . 

I [£ari7« 


ACT II. 

Enter Phadra and Lyfon, {Enter Mcjfenger. 

Mejf. T\/f ADAM, the prince Hippolitus at- 
tends. 

Pbad. Admit him. Where, where, Piue* 
dra, ’s now thy foul I 

What — ftiall I Ipeak ? And lhall my 

tongue \ 

Let this inluliing viftor know hU poi^’r ? 

Or ftiall I dill ainfinc within this bread 
I My relUefs palfions and devouring flames } 

But 
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But fee he comes, the lovely tyrant comes. 

He me lij^e a blaze of light ; 

1 cannot be^r the ttanfport of his prefcncc, 

^Jut fiuk opp^efs’d with woe. [Swoons, 

Enter Hippolitus, 
dip. Immortal godsi 

What have I done to raife fuch ftrangc abhorrence ? 
What have 1 done to Hiakc her Ihrinking nature 
With my approach, and kill her with my fight ? 

Mtc, Alas ! another grief devours her foul, 
Ajp^ only your alliftancc can relieve her. 
dip, ila I make it known, that I may .fly and 
» aid her. 

Lyi, Butpromife firft,mylord,tokeepitfecrct. 
Hip, Promife! 1 fwcar, on this good fword I 
fw ear, 

This fword which firft gain'd youthful Thefeus 
honour, 

Which oft has punifh’d perjury and falfcltood ; 
By thund'ring Jove, by Grecian Hercules, 

By the majctti<Nform of godlike heroes, 

That fhinc around, and conftcratc the ftcel ; 

IVo racks, no fhamc, lhall ever force it from me. 
Ph^eeL Hippolitus. 

Php, Yes, 'tis that w retch, who begs you to 
difniifs 

That hated object from youc eyes for ever ; 

Begs leave to march againft the foes of Thefeus, 
And to revenge or (hare his father's fate. 

Pbad, O Hippolitus 1 

I own I’ve w rong ’d you,moftun juflly wrong’d you ; 
Drove you from court, from Crete, and from your 
father : 

The court, all Crete, deplor’d their luifering hero, 
And 1 (the fadoccafion) moll of all. 

Ytt could you know relenting Phxdra’s ibul I 

0 ! could you think with wliat reluflant gri«f 

1 wrong'd the hero whom I willi’d to cherilh ! 

O 1 you’d confefs me wretched, not unkind ; 

And own thofe ills did mod defeivc your pity, 
Which inoft procur’d your hate. 

Htp. My hate to Phsdral . ^ 

lla ! could [ hate the royal fpoufe of Thetbus, 
My queen, my mother ? 

Pha^d, Why your queen and mother ? 

More humble tics would fuit my lod condition. 
Alas ! the iron hand of death is on me, 

And I have clfily time t* implore your pardon. 
Ah ! would my lord forget injurious Phaedra, 
And with companion view her hclplefs orphan ! 
Would he receive him to his dear prote6lion, 
Defend his youth from all encroaching foes ! 
Hip, O, I’ll delbnd him, with my life defend 

Heaven dart your judgment bn this faithlcfs head, 
If I don’t pay him all a Have’s obedience, 

And all a fatner’s love. 

• Pbad. A father’s lov^ I 
O dc jbtfiil founds ! O vain deceitful hopes f 
griefs qiuch cas’d by this t^anfeending 
f* goodAcfs, 

And Thefeus* death (its lighter on my foul. 
Death ! he’s not dead ; he lives, he breathes, he 
fpeaks } 
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He lives in you, he’s prefent to my eyes ; 

I fee him, fpeak to him My heart ! 1 rave, 

And all my folly’s known. 

Hip, O, glorious folly ! • 

Sce,Thcrcus,fL'C,how much yourPhaedra Wdyou. 
Pbad, Love him, indeed ! dote, laneuilh, die 
, for him. 

Forfake my food, my deep, all joys for Thefeus; 
But not that hoary venerable Thefeus, 

But Thefeus as he was when mantling blood 
Gjow’d in his lovely checks ; when his bright 
eyes 

Sparkled with youthful fires ; when cv’ry grace 
Shone in the father which now crowns the ion, 
When Thefeus was Hippiditus. 

Hip. Ha t amazement (Irikcs me : 

Where will this end ? 

Lye, Is’t difficult to guefs ? 

Docs ndl her flying palencfs, that but now 
Sat cold and languid in her fading cheek 
(Where now fuccceds a momentary luflre), 

Does not her beating heart, her trembling 
limbs, 

Her wilhing looks, her fpccch, her prefent 
filencc, 

All, all proclaim imperial Phzdra loves you ? 
Hip. What do 1 hear? what, docs no light- 
ning flafh, 

No thunder bellow, when fuch monftrous crimes 
Arc own’d, avow’d, confds’d ? All-fet ing fun I 
Hide, hide in (hameful night thy beamy head, 
And ccafe to view the horrors of thy race. 

Alas ! I iliarc th’ amazing guilt ; thefc eyes, 
That firH infpir’d the black incefluous flame ; 
Theie cars, that heard tlie talc of impious Jove, 
Arc all accurll, and all deferve your thunder. 

Pbad. Alas, my lord ! believe me not fo vile. 
No ; by thy goddefs, by the chafle Diana, 

None but my firft, my much-lov’d lord Ar- 
fainnes, 

Was e’er receiv’d in thefc unhappy arms. 

No— for the love of thee, of thole dear charms 
Which now I fee are doom’d to be my ruin, 

I ftili denied my lord, my hufband Thefeus, 
The chafte, the modeft joys of fpotlcfs mar- 
riage ; 

That drove him hence to war, to ftormy fcas, 
To rocks and waves, Icfs cruel than his PhsedVa. 
Hip. If that drove Thefeus hence, then that 
kill’d Thefeus, 

And cruel Phaedra kill’d her hufband Thefeus. 
Pbad. Forbear, rafh youth, nor dare to roufe 


my vengeance ; 

Provoke me not : nor tempt my fwclling rage 
With black reproaches, fcorn, and provocation. 
To do a deed my reafon would abhor. 

Long has the fecret ftruggled in my bread, 

Long has it rack’d and rent my tqrtur’d bofoht ; 
But now ’tis our. Shame, rage, confufion, tear . 
And drive me on to a6l unheard-of crimes ; 

To murder thee, myfclf, and all that know it. 

As when convulfions cleave the lab’ring earth. 
Before the difmal yawn appears, the ground • 
Trembles and heaves, the nodding houfes itf'affis 
i He’a 
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He's fafc wIiQ f rort^ the dreadful warning files, 
But he that fees its opening bofom dies. [/i.r/ . 

Hip, Then let me take the warning, and retire; 
I*d rather truft the rough Ionian waves 
Tlian woman’s fiercer rage. 

• [ [fmenajbe^vs herfelf^ liflening, 
I^'c, Alas, my lord I ‘ , 

You muft not leave the queen to her dcfpMir. * 
Hip, Muft not • from thee ? from that vile 
upftart Lycon ? 

fyc. Yes; from that Lveon who derives his 
grcatncls 

From Ph^ra’s race, and now would guard lier life. 
Then, Sir, forbear ; view here this royal fignet, 
And ill her faithful Have obey the queen. 

\_E»in gNW‘c/s ami Cratander, 
Guards, watch the piincc; but at thit awful 
diftance, 

With that rcfpe6l, it may not fcein confinement, 
But only meant for honour. 

Hip, So, confinement is 
. The honour Crete beftows on Tlicfcus’ fon. 

Am 1 confin’d ? and is ’t To Coon forg(;t, 

When fieicc Procruftes’ arras o’er-ran your 
kingdom ? 

When your ftreets echoed with the cries of orphans. 
Your mrieking m^ids clung round the hallow’d 
ihiincs, 

When all your palaces and lofty tow’rs 
Smok'd on the earth, when the red Iky around 
Glow’d with youjr dty’s flames (a dreadful 
lufti'e) } 

Then, then my father flew to your afliftancc ; 
Then Thefeiis fav’d your lives, eftates, and ho- 
nours. 

And do you thus reward the hero’s toll ? 

And do you now confine the hero’s fon ^ 

Lyr, 'i'akc not an eafy (hort cor.fineincnt ill,' 
Which \our own fafety and ihe tjueen’s re- 

Nor harbour fear of one that levs to I’crvc you. 
ihp. O, f diifdiiin ihce, tiMitor, hut not fear 
thev V 

Nor will I hear (/f iVrsicc-. fiom f,\co)>. 

'Thy very looks are lyca ; ctcn\Ti khthofxl 
.Smiles in thy looi-.s, and flatnr., in ihy eyes; 
Kv’ii ill thy huiviblc face I read my luin, 

In ev’ry cringing bow and fawning findr.' 

Why cl'*e d’ye w iiil'per out your dark fulpicions ? 
Why with malignant clogies inneafe 
The people's fears, and priiile me to my ruin » 
Why thru’ tiic troubled ftreets of fiighied Gnof- 
fus 

Do bucklers, helms, and polifti’d armour Llr.zc ? 
VSTy founds the dreadful din of ini'taiit war, 
W'hilft ftiU the foe's unknown ? 

Lyr, Then quit thy arts ; 

Phe gif the llaiefinan, ami refume the judge. 

\ . 

Thou^ Proteus, ftiift thy various forms no more, 
But boldly own the g*jd.— — -That foe’s roo 
Rear. [To Hip, 

"J'hc queen’s difeafe, and your afpiring mind, 
all Crete, and g’ve a lobfi: to war.. 
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Hip, Gods! dares hefpeak, thus to amonarclt’s 
fon ? T - 

And muft this earth-born (lave comrmnd in Crete ^ 
Wkis it for this my godlike father^fought ? / 

Did Theleiis bUed for Lycon ^ O ye Cretans, 

See there your king, the fuccelTor of Minos, 

And heir of Jove. 

Lyr, You may as well provoke 
That Jove you worlhip, as this Have you fcornt! 
Go fci/.r Aliiiceon, Nicias, and all \ 

The black abettors of this impious treafon. f. 

[>.,17/ a 

Now o’er thy head ih* avenging tliunder toils ; 

For know on me dejjendi thy inftant dooKi. 

Tlien learn, proud prince, to bend thy haughty 
foul, 

And, if thou think’ft of life, obey the queen. 

Ihp, Then free from fear or guilt I’ll wait 
my doom. 

W’hate’er’s my fault, no ftajn lliall blot my glory, 
ril guard my honour, you thl'pofe iny life. 
hyL, Jjc it ib; Cratander, follow me. 

[Jtx, lyi . ami Crat, 
Hip. Since he dares brave my rage, the dan- 
ger’s near. 

The timorous hounds that hunt the gen’rous lion 
Bay afar oft', and tremble in purfuit ; 

But, when he ftruggles in th’ entangling toils, 
Infult the dying prey. 

lintrr Ifmrm ami Lady. 

’Tis kindly done, Jfincna, 

With all your charms to vifit mv vliftrefs; 

Soften luy chains, and make cohlinement c.^fv, 

O Ifmcna, is it then given me lo behold thy 
beauties ! 

Thofe bluftiing fwcets, tlw^fc lovily loving eyes ! 
To prels, to ftrain tiue to mv hcfiiing heart. 

Ami grow thus to ni) love ! What’s liberty to this ' 
What’s faille or grcatnel's ' take ’em, take ’em, 
Ph.^-dia, 

iTccdom .ind fame, and in the dcwar confinement 
Inclofe tm thus rorc\ci. 

Ijrj, () liippiiliius ' 

O, I could cstr dwell in thi'* confinement ! 

Nor wifli for aught w'hilc I behold my lord ; 
liur yet that wilh, tint only uiih is Vrtin, 

W'iicn my hard fate thus foius' ..a‘ to beg you, 
Diive from your gotilike foul a wretched maid: 
'fake toyou^a^ms.^^:llIlft me, luavcn! tolpeakit) 
'lake to vour arms mipenal Plmlra, 

And think t#f me no moic. 

)iip. Not think of thee ? 

What ! pan for cvv' part ? unkind^J^mena ! 

O! can you think that death U half fo dread- 
ful, 

As it would be to live, ami live without thee ? 
Say, ihould I quit thee, ihould 1 turn to Phaedra, 
S.i\ , couldll tliou bear it } could thy tcmJgr foul 
Kndure the torment of dcfpairing love, * 

And fee me fettled in a rival’s. ants ? 

Ifpi, Think not of me. Perhaps py cq^al 
• mind 

May Icaru to bear th« hit the godt allot me. i 

Yet 
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Yet ^vould you hear me; .could your lov*d If- 

With all fUr charms o*er-rule your fullcn honour, 
*iYon )ct mlL;ht liv.e, nor leave the jx)or Ifmcna. 

I Hip. bpcak : if 1 can, I’m ready to obc*y. 

Jfm. Give the queen hope's. 

Hip. No more — my lb\il difdains it. 

No — Ihould I try, my haughty foul would fwell, 
Sharpen each word, and threaten in my eyes. 

“y (hould I ftoop to crinjje, to lye, forl\vear> 
pejTetve the ruin which 1 ftrive to fhun ? 

O, I can’t bear this cold contempt of 
death ! 

TlvJS rigid vii-tuc, that prefers your glory 
To liberty or life. O cruel man ! 

By thefc fad fighs, by thefe poor ftreaming eyes, 
By that dear love that makes us now unhappy. 
By the near danger of that precious life, 

JJeaven knows 1 value much above my own. 
What ! not yet mov’d ? are you refolv’d on death ? 
Then, ere ’q;. night, I fwear by aU the pow’rs, 
This Heel fliall end my fears and life together. 
Hip. You lhan’t be trufted with a life fo pre- 
cious. 

No ; to the court I’ll publiih your dcfign : 

Ev’n bloody Lycon will prevent your tatc; 
Lycon lhall wrench the dagger from your bo- 
‘ fom, 

And raving Pha'dra will preferve Ifmena. 

Ifm. Phaedra ! come on, I'll lead you on to 
Pha:dra: . 

I’ll tell her all the fccrcts of our love; 

Give to her lagc her cloi'c deftrudlive lival : 

Her rival lure will fall ; her love may favc you. 
Come, fee me labour in the pangs of death, 

]\^y agoni/jng limbs, my dying ryes, 

Dying, yet fix’d in death on my Hippolirus. 

Htp. What’s ) our defign ? ye pow'rs ! wliat 
means my lot e ? 

Jf^v. She means to lead you in the road of fate; 
She ineniib to die with one Ihc can’t preferve. 

Yet when you fee me pale upon the earth, 

This once-lov’d form grown horrible in death. 
Sure your relenting foul would with you’d fav’J 
me. 

Hip. O ! I’ll do all, do any thing to fave 

S’ ’ 

Give up my'rame, and all my darling honour: 
I’ll run, ril fly; what you'll command I’ll lay. 

I yield, ifmena. What would you hate me 
do ? 

' Iff n. Say w'hat occafion, chance, or Heaven 
inlfhres ; 

Say d'lSilr you love hcr,^^at you lov’d her long ; 
Say that you'll v/ed ljer,Tay that you’ll comply; 
Say, to preferve your life, fay any thing. 

[£.v// Hip. 

Blcfs him, ye pow’rs Nand if it be a ci line, 

O ; #if the pious fraud oHend your juflicc, 

*Aim all your vengeance on Ifmena's head ; 
Punilh irunSna, but forgive Hipp ditus.. 
He’s^iic, and now my brave reloi ves are ftagger'd ; 
Now' 1 repent, like fome dclbairing wretch 
That boldly plunges in the ulghvful deep, 


U7 

That pants,. and ftruggles with the whirling 
waves, 

And catches cv’ry (lender reed to fave him. 

Laiiy. But lliould he do what your commands 
enjoin’d him, 

Say, Ihould he wed htr^ 

//>;/. Should he w’cd the queen ? 

O ! I’d remember that ’twas my requeft. 

And die well pleas’d I made the hero happy. 
Lndy. Die ! docs Ifmcna tiien fcfolvc to die ? 
Ifm. C5fin I then live > can J, who lov’d fo well. 
To part with all my blifs to fave my lover ? 

O ! can I drag a wretched life without him, 

And fee another revel in his arms ? 

0, *tis in death alone 1 can have comfort I 

lyion, 

Lyr. What a reverie is this ’ perfidious boy, 

Is tins thy truth > is rliis thy boafted honour ? 
Then all are rogues alike : I never thought 
But one man honefl, and ihal one deceives me. 

Ifmcna here ! 

Ifm. Now, my lord, is the queen's rngc abated ? 
How is the prince difpos’d ? 

Lyi. Happily, 

All’s chang’d to love and haimony, my fair. 

’Tis all agreed : and now tlic prince is fafe 
From the fure vengeance of defpairing love; 

Now riu'ira’s rage is chang’d to loft endear- 
ments : 

She doats, fhe dies : and few, but tedious days. 
With endlefs joys will crown the happy pair. 

Ifm. Does he then w'cd the ipiccn ? 

Ly(. At leaft J think fo. 

1, w'hcn the prince appioadi’d, not far retir’d, 
Bale with my doubts : he lpv,kj ; th’ attentive 

queen 

Dwelt on his accents, and her gloomy eyes 
Sparkled with gentler Arcs; he blulhing bow'd, 
She, trembling, k;rf in love, with foft confulion 
Rf*t*.iv'd his pallicn, and return'd her own, ‘ 
Then fmiling turn’d lo me, and hade me order 
The pompous rites of her enfuing nuptials, 
Which J muft now purfuc. P'cuewel, Ifmcna. 

llixii. 

Ifm. Then I’ll retire, and not difturb their ;oys. 
Lihiy. Stay, and learn more. 

//w. Ah’ wherefore Ihould I flay ? 

W''hai ! lhall I flay to rave, t’ upbraid, to hold 
him ? 

To fnatiti the ftriigglingrhaimer from her arms? 
For could yon think that open gen’rous youth 
• Could witii feign'd love deceive a jealous wo- 
man ’ 

Could he fo foom g ow artful in dilTembling ? 

Ah I witliour doubt his thoughts iiflpira his 
tongue, 

And all his fi»nl receiv'd a real love. 

Perhaps new graces daircd from her eyes, 
Perliaps foft pity ciiarm’d his yielJii g foul. 
Perhaps her love, perhaps her kingdom cliarm’d 
him ; 

Perhaps — alas! howmanythingsmightcharmhim ! 
I z 


DRAM A T I C 



148 ELEGANT EXTRACTS. Book HL 


Lrufy. Wait tht fuccefs ; it is not yet decided. 
Ifm. Not yet decided ! did not I.ycon tell us 
How he proieftcd* figh’d, and look’d, and vow’d ? 
How the fofc paflion languilh’d in his eyes ? 

Ay, 110 , he loves, he dotes 6n Phsdra’s charms. 
Now, now he clafps her to his panting bread, 
Now he devours her with his eager cycs,f 
Nowgrafps her hands, and now he looks, and vow^ 
The dear falfc things that charm’d the poor 
Ifmena. 

He corftes i be dill, my heart j the tyrant comes, 
Charming iho’ falfe, and lovely in his guilt. 

}iippolilus. 

Hip* Why hangs that cloudy forrow on your 
brow ? 

W'ho do you figh ? why flow your fwcHing eyes, 
Thofc eyes that us’d with joy to view Hippolitus ? 
JJm. My lord, my foul is charm'd with your 
lucccfs. 

You know, my lord, my fears arc but for you, 
For your dear life ; and finie my death alone 
Can make you fafe, that foon fhali make you 
happy. 

Yet had you bniught lefs love to Phajdrl’s arms, 
My foul had parted with a lefs regret, 

Blcft if furviving in your dear remembrance. 

Hip* Your death ! my love ! my marriage f and 
to Phxdra ! 

Hear me, Ifmena. 

Ifm* No, I dare not hear you. 

But tho' you’ve been thus cruelly unkind, 

'rho’ you have left me for the royal Phaidra, 

Yet ftill my foul o’cr-ruiis with rondnefs tow’rds 
you, 

Yet ftill 1 die with joy to fave Hippolitus. 

Hip* Die to fave me ! could I outlive Ifmena > 
Ifm, Yes, you’d outlive her in your Phxdra's 
arms, 

And may you there find cv’ry blooming plea fu re 1 
O, may the gods fliow’r bleffings on thy head ! 
May the gods crown thy glorious arms with coii- 
queft, 

And all thy peaceful days with furc repofe ? 
Mayft thou be blcft with lovely Phccdra’s charms. 
And for thy cafe forget the Irtl Ifmena ! 
Farewcl, Hippolitus. 

Hip* Ifmena, ft ay ! 

Stay, hear me fpeak ; or by th’ infernal pow'rs 
I’ll not furvive the minute you depart. 

Jfm, What would you fay ? ah ! don’t deceive 
my wcaknefs. 

Hip, Deceive thee ! why, Ifmena, do you wrong 
me ? 

Why doubt my fqitli ? O lovely, cruel maid » 
Why wound my tender foul with harfti fufpicion ’ 
O, by thofe charming ^es, by thy dear love, 

1 neither thought nor fpoke,, defignM nor pro- 
mis’d, 

To love or wed the queen* 

Ifm* Speak on, my lord ; 

My lioneft fou| inclines me to believe thee ; 

And much 1 fear, and much i hope, Tve wrong’d 
thee. I 


Hip, Then thus : — I came and fpake,^but fcarck* 
of love ; - * — ■ 

The eafy queen receiv’d my faint add^efs 
With eager hope and unfufpicious f^ith. 

Lycon with feeming joy difmifs’d nly guards : 

My gen’rous foul difdain’d the mean deceit, 

But ftiil deceiv’d her td obey Ifmena- 
Ifm, Art thou then true ? thou art. O pardon 
me 1 

Pardon the errors of a filly maid. 

Wild with her fears, and mad with Jcphaly ; .. 
For Hill that fear, that jealoufy, was iSvc. /' 
Hafte then, my lord, and fave yoiirfelf hv fli^ftt y 
And when yoiir abfent, when your godlike ibrin 
Shall ccafc to cheer forlorn Ifmcna’s eyes, 

Then let each day, each hour, each minute, bring 
Some kind remembrance of your conftant love ; 
Speak of your health, your fortune, and your 
friends, 

(For fure thofc friends lhall have my tcnd’rcft 
wifhes) 

Speak much of all ; but of thy dear, dear love, 
Speak much, fpeak very much, but ftill fpoakon* 
Hip* O ! thy dear love lhall ever be my theme ; 
Of that alone I’ll talk the live-long day ; 

But thus ril uilk, thus dwelling in thy eves, 
Tailing the odours of thy fragrant bolbm'. 

Come then, to crown me with immortal joys, 
Come, be the kind companion of my flight. 
Come, hafte with me to leave this tatal Ihore. 

The ‘bark before prepar’d for my departure 
Experts its freight ; an hundred lufty rowers 
Have wav’d thcirfinc\vy arms, and call Hippolitus | 
The loofen’d canvas trembles with the wrni, 

And the lea whitens with aufpicious gales. 

Ifm. Fly then, my lord, and may the gods pro- 
tea thee I 

Fly, ere infidious Lycon work thy ruin ; 

Fly, ere my fondnefs talk thy life away ; 

Fly from the queen. 

Hip* Bnt^not from my Ifmena. 

Why do you force me from your heavenly fight. 
With thole dcararms that ought to cbfpinc tothee ? 

Ifm. O, I could rave for ever at my fate ! 

And, with alternate love and fear polfcfs’d, 

Now force thee fiom my arms, now fnatch dice tO 
my breaft, 

And tremble till yoiT go, but die tf/i you return. 
Nay, 1 could go. Yt gods, if I (hall go, 

What would Fame fay > if J Ihould fly alone 
With a young lovely prince that charm’d my foul ? 

Hip. Say, you did well to fly ascertain ruin, • 
To fly the fury of a queen incens’d, 

To crown with cndlcfs joys the youth'th'at lov’d 
you. 

O f by the joys oUr mutual loves have brought. 
By the bleft hours I’ve languifli’d at your feet, 

By all the love you ever bore Hippolitus, 

Come, fly from hence, and make him ever Wfep py^ 
Ifm, Hide me, ye Pow’rs ? I nc^^cr (hall reftft. 
Hip, Will you rcfule me ? can I leafl^e behind me^* 
All that infpires my fbul, and cheers myisyes? v 
Will you not go r then here I’ll wait my doomi ‘ 
Come, raving Phsdra; bloody Lycon, come f 

I ofl[cr 
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I oficr to ^our rage this worthl^fs life, 

Sificc 'tis longer my limcna’s care. 

Ifm. O, vafte away, my lord ! 1 go, T fly 
riiro* all th ' dangers of the boifl’ious deep. 
When the wind whiftles thro’ the crackling maftf, 
When thro* the yawning fhip the foaming fea 
Rolls bubbling in ; then, then I'll clafp thee fail, 
And in tranfporting love forget my fear. 

O,/ will wander thro’ the Scythian gloom, 
and hills of cvcriafting fnow ; 

*l'herc, \vil|en the horrid darknefs lhall indole us, 
'WWn the •bleak wind (hall chill my fliiv’ring 
\ limbs. 

Thou flialt alone fupply the diflant fun. 

And cheer my gazing eyes, and warm my heart. 

Hip, Come, let’s away, and like another Jafon 
ni bear my beauteous conquell thro’ the Teas : 

A greater treafure, and a nobler prize. 

Than he from Colchos bore. Sleep, ileep in peace, 
Ye moniters of the woods, on Ida’s top 
"Securely roam ; no more my early horn 
Shall wake the lazy day. T4‘anfponing love 
Reigns in my heart, and makes me all its own. 
“So, when bright Venus yielded up her charms, 
The blcft Adonis languifli’d in her arm« j 
Ilis idle horn on fragrant myrtles hung, 

His arrows fcattcr’d, and hie bow unftrung : 
Obfeure in coverts lie his dreaming hounds. 

And bfty the fancied boar with feeble founds 5 
For nobler fports he quits the favage fields, 

And all the hero to the lover yields. [Ex£wtt. 


ACT III. 


Enter Lycon and Guards, 


Lvr. TlEAVEN is at laft appeas’d: the pitying 
gods 

Have heard our wilhes, and aufpicious Jove 
Smiles on his native iile ; for Phafdra lives, 
Reftor’d to Crete, and to herfclf, Ihc lives : 

Joy with frelh ftrength infpircs herdrooping limbs, 
Revives her charms, and o’er her faded cheeks 


Spreads a frcfli rofy bloom 5 as kindly fprings 
With genial ff?at renew the frozen eartli, 

And paint its liniling face with gaudy flow’rs. 
But fee, ihc comes, the beauteous Phdedra comes. 


H Enter ^badia and four Ladies. 

How l»i:r eyes fparkle ! how their radiant beams 
Confcl's tlicir fliining andeftor the fun ! 

Y ourcharms to-day will wound defpairing crowds, 
And give the pains you fuflPer’d: nay, Hippo- 
litus, 

The fierce, the brave, th' infenflble Hippolitus, 
Shall pay a willing homage to your beauty, 

And in his^m adore. 

Phad, ’Tis flattery all. 

• Yet \%en you name the prince, that flattery’s 
pleafing ; 

You wilh it lb, poor good old man, you wiih it. 


The fertile province of Cydonia’s thine : 

Is there aught clfe ? has happy Phdcdra aught 
In the w’idc circle of her far-ftrctch’d empire ? 
Aik, take, my friend, fecure of no repulfc. 

Let fpacious Crete thro’ all her hundred cities 
Refound her Phaedra’s joy. Let altars fmoak, 
^nd rifheft gums, and fpice, and incenfe roll 
ihcir fragrant wreaths to Heaven, to pitying 
Heaven, 

Which gives Hippolitus to Phaedra’s arms. 

Set all at large, and bid the Joathfumc dungeons 
1 Give up the meagre (laves that pine in darknefs 
I And vvafte jn grief, as did defpairing Phaedra : 
Let them be cheer’d, let the ftarv’d priibiiers riot. 
And glow with gen’rouc wine.— -Let forrow ccafe; 
Let none be wretched, none, lince Phaedra’» 

I happy. 

I But now he comes, and with an equal palfion 
Rewards my flame, and fprings into my arms ! 

Enter Mcjfen^er, 

Say, where’s the prince ? 

Mf'Jf* He’s no where to be found. 

Phad, Perhaps he hunts ? 

Mf'Jf, He hunted not to-day. 

Phad, Ha ! have you fearch’d the walks, the 
courts, the temples ? 

Mtjf. Search’d all in vain. 

Phad. Did he not hunt to-day ? * 

Alas ! you told me once before he did not : 

lExit, Mef. 

My heart mifgivcs me ! 

L^'c. So indeed doth mine. Then my fears were 
true. 

Phad. Could he deceive me ? could that god- 
like youth 

Defign the min of a queen that loves } 

O, he’s all truth ; his words, his looks, his eyes, 
Open to view his inmoft thoughts.— He comes. 
Ha ! who art thou } whence com’ft thou ? where’s 
Hippolitus ? 

Enter Mejfesiger, 

Mejf. Madam, Hippolitus with fair Ifmena 
Drove tow’rd the port— nr 
Phad. With fair Ifmena ? 

Curft be her cruel beauty, curd her charms, 
Curft all her foothing, fatal, falfc endearments. 
That heavenly virgin, that exalted goodnefs, 
Could fee me tortur’d with defpairing love. 
With artful tears could mourn my monftrous 
fiifFVings, 

While her ball* malice plotted my dcftrudlioD. 

Lye. A thou fan d rcafons crowd upon my foul 
That evidence their love. 

Phad. Yes, yes, they love ; 

Why elfe fliould he refufe my proffer’d bed ? 
Why (hould one warm'd with youth, and third 
of glory, 

Difda.in a foul, a form, a crown like mine > 

Lje. Where, Lycon, w'here was then thy boaftci 
cunning ? 

Dull, thoughtlcfs wretch ! . 

i j ^ Phad. 
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Pb/CtL O pains unfclt before ! 

* The grief, dcfpair, the agonies and pangs, 
j\ll the wild fury of didraflcd love, 

Arc nought to this.— Say, famous politician, 
Where, when, and how did their firft paliion rife ' 
'VVhere did they breathe their fighs ? what lliady 
groves, ‘ * 

What gloomy woods, conceal’d their hidden loves ? 
Alas ! they hid it not ; the well-pteas’d fun 
With all his beams furvcy’d their guiltlcfs flame ; 
Glad zephyrs wafred their untainted fighs. 

And Jda echoed their endearing accents. 

While 1, the fhame of nature, hid in darkncfs, 
Far from the balmy air and checiing light, 
Prefs’d down my fighs, and dried my falling tears, 
Search’d a retreat to mourn, and watch’d to grieve. 
fyc. Now ecafe that grief, and let your injur’d 

• love 

Contrive due vengeance j let majeftic Phaedra, 

T hat lov’d the hero, facrilicc the villain. 

Then haftc, fend forth your minifters of ven- 
geance, 

To fnatch the traitor from your riial’s arms, 
And force him trembling to your awful prefcncc. 
Phad. O riglitly thought! — Difpatch tli* at- 
tending guai da ; 

Bid theni bring forth their inftruments of death, 
Darts, engines, flaii'cs — and launch into the deep, 
And hurl fvvift vengeance on the perjur’d Have. 

[/uvV Mijfe7^ge)\ 
Wlicrc am T, Gods ? .what is ’t my rage com- 
mands ? 

Even now he ’s gon#' ; even now the w cll-tim’d oars 
With founding 111 ol.es div ide the fparkling waves. 
And happy giles ajfift tlicir fpcedy flight. 

Now they embrace; and ardent love inflames 
Their llu filing cheeks, and trembles in their eyes. 
Now they expofe my wcaknefi and my crimes ; 
Now 10 the fpoiting crowd they tell my follies. 

Enter Qaiander, 

Crcit, Sir, as I went to feize the perfons or- 
der'd, 

I me; the prince, and with him fair Ifmcna ; 

I felzM the prince, who now attends without, 
Pha'd. Hafte, bring him in. 

LjC. Be tjuick, and feize Ifmtna. 

[ hxit Craianditr. 

Enter IlippolUuSi luiih tivo Guards. 

PLed. Couldfl th'»u deceive me ? could a Ion 
or riideus 

Stoop to fo mean, fo,l><fc a vice as fraud ^ 

Nhv, aft fuch monftroiis perfidy, yet Hart 
From promifi'd love - 

Hi/,. My foul difdam’d a proniife. 

Pr.rd. Sut' yet yojr falfe equivocating tongue, 
Your looks, your ^yes, your cv'ry motion pro- 
mis’d. 

But you arc lipc in frauds, and learn'd in falfe- 
i^oods, 

I.ook down, O ThefeUs, and behold thy (bn. 

As Sciion faithlcfs, as Procruiits cruel. 


Behold the crimes, the tyrants, all the gionfters. 
From which thy valour purg’d the groajwtlTg^arHii 
Behold them all in thy own fon rcviyjft. 

Hip, Touch not my glory, left y/u ftain youf^ 
own ; 

I ftill have ftrove to make my glorious father 
Blufli, yet rejoice, to fee |iimfclf outdone ; 

To mix my parents in my lineal virtues. 

As Tliefeus juft, and as Camilla chafte. ^ 
Pbad. The godlike Thefeus never wv tky 
parent. / ‘ 

No, ’twas fome monthly Cappadocian^lrudg^ / 
Obedient to the fcourge, and beaten to her 
Begot thee, traitor, on the chafte Camilla. * 
Camilla chafte ' an Amazon, and chafte I 
Tliat quits her fex, and yet retains her virtue. 

Sec the chafle matron mount the neighing fteedi 
In ftrift cmbiaces lock tlie ftruggling warnpr. 

And cUoofc the lover in the fturcly foe. 


EtiUr Mcjfcngrr^ and ftrnts to talk carntfily -juiih 

Hip. Noj (lie refus’d tlic vows of godlike Thc^ 
fens, 

And chofs to Hand his arms, not meet his love ; 
And doubtful was the light. The wide Tli^crmo- 
(loon 

Heard the huge ftrokes refound ; its frightetfwaves 
Convey’d the rattling din to diftant Ihores, 

While flic alone fupported all his war; 

Nor till flie funk bencatJi liis thund’ring arm, 
Beneath which warlike nations bow’d, would yield 
To honeft wifli’d-for love. • 

Pbtcd. Not fo her fon. 

Who boldly ventures on forbidden flames. 

On one defeended from the cruel Pallas, 

Foe to thy father’s perfon and his blood ; 

Il.ited by him, of kindred yc^ more hated, 

The laft of all the wicked race he. ruin’d. 

In vain a fierce fuccelfive hatred reign’d 
Between your fires ; in vain, like Cadmus* jrace^ 
With mingled bl(X)d they dyed thcblulhiiigeaith- 
Hip. In vain indeed, fince now the war is o’er ; 
Wc, like the Theban race, agree to love, 

And by our mutual flames and future offspring 
Atone for flaughier pa ft. 

pL\rd. Yoqr future offspring ! 

Heavens, what a medley \ this ! what daik con- 
fufion 

Of blood and death, of murder and relation! 

What joy *t had been to old ddahled Thefeus, 
Wh.^n he Ihould take the oiispring in his armsl 
Kven in his arms to hold an infant Pallas, 

And be upbraided with his grandfirc’s fate. 

O barbarous youth I 

I Lye. Too barbarous, J fear. \Diftant Shout. 
Pci haps e’en now his faftum's up in arms, 

Since Vv'aving crowds roll onwards tow'rds* ihq 
palace, v 

And xend the city with tumultuous clamours I 
Perhaps to murder Phaidra and her fon, ^ 

And give the crown to him and his Iftncna. 
tp: I’ll prevent it. ‘ ' ^ 

Imena 



BooK-iir; 

Ifm^a brought in b\' two Gentlemen, 

Pheed, What ! the kind Ifmcna, 

That nurs’.< me, watch’d my ficknefs ! O, (he 
watch’d me, 

As rav’nous vultures watch the dying lion. 

To tear his heart, and not in his bKwd. 

Hark, hark, my little infant cries for jufticc ' 

O, be appeas’d, my babe, thou ihalt have juftice ! 
Now all the fpiiits of my godlike race 

my foul, and urge me on to vengeance. 
Arfamniwii Minos, Jove, rh’ avenging fun, 
^Unltjire my'iury, and demand mv jullidc. 

O, yk|i (hull have it^ thou, Minos, flialt applaud it. 
Yes, thou lli*ilr copy it in their pains below. 

God of revenge, anfc ! — lie comes, he conics ; 
And Ihoors himfelf thro’ all my kindling bior>d. 

1 have it here. — Now, bafe, peitidious wietch. 
Now figh, and ucep, and tiemule in ihy turn. 
Yes, your Ifmcna Ihall ajipeafe my vengeance. 
Jfmena dies ; and thou, tier pitying lover, 
Doom'd her to death.— Thou too Ihalt fee her 
bleed, 

See hcrconvullive pangs, and he irlicrdyinggroans: 
Go, glut thy eyes with tliy ador’d Ifmcna, 

And laugh at dvng Plhvdr.i, 

Hip, O Ifmcna* 

l\m, AI.is ' invtenderfonl would fhrinkntdentli, 
Shake with fvixrs, and link beneath its pams. 
In any caufe bur this. — Rut now rni fieel'd, 
And tile near dangei iefU'iis to my fight. 

Now, if J live, ’tis oi.U for Hijipolitus, 

"And with an c^ual Joy I’ll die to fave him, 

Yev, for liis fakcA’ll go a witling lhadc. 

coining in th’ Kl;. li.in fields ; 

And there cnqiiin* td' ( Mfli defceiiding 
Of my lov’il hero's welfare, liiV, and liomiur; 
That deal remembrance will imj'rovc the blifs, 
Add to ili’KIyfian joys, and make that Heaven 
. more liappy. 

//./. () heavenly virgin! [ O impenal 

I’ll vdra, 

Let your rage fall on this devoted head ; 

Jbit fjuie, O fparc a guiltlefs virgin’s life ; 
TJunk of her youth, Jier innocence, her virtue; 
Think witli what w-arm eompailion ihe bwiiioaifd 
you i ^ 

Till ok how ll|5^crv'd and watch’d you in your 
Tick IK i s ; 

How cv’ry riting and dcfecnding fun 
.S^w' kind Ifmeiia watching o’er the qi;ecn. 

J only promis’d, I alone ileceiv'd you ; 

\And J, and onn, I, Ihniihl feel your juftice. 

O I by liiofe po\v'i» to whom I f.oii iraift 
anfwcr 

For all my faults ; by that bright arch of heaven 
i now laft fee, 1 wrought him by my wiles, 

By tears, by threats, by cv’ry female art, 
W-ponght his difdaining foul to falfc compliance. 
I'hc fon of The feus could not think of fraud j 
*Tvvas winnin all. 

yhjcd, I*I‘ce ’tvvas woman all ; 

And fv'oman's fraud (liould meet with. woman's 
vengeance. 

But yet thy courage, truth, and virtue (heck me; 


151 

A love fo warm, fo firm, fo like my own. 

O ! had the gods fo pleas d, had bounteous licavcTi 
Reftow’d Hippolitus on Pkedta's ariis. 

So had I flood the Ihock of angry late ; , 

So had I given my life with joy to lave him. 

Hip, And can you doom her death ? can Minos* 
0 dauglitcr 

Condemn the virtue which he*r foul admiies ? 

Are not you Ph.edr.i — once the boaft of fame, 
Shame of our fex, and pattern of your own ? 

Pbofd. Am I tliat Phvdra.^ no; another Ibul 
Informs my alter’d frame. Could clfe Ifmcna 
Provoke my hatred, yet deferve my love ^ 

Aid me, ye gods ! fupjiort my finking glory, 
Relioie my rcafoii, and confirm my virtue. 

Vet, is my rage uiijiill ? then, why was Ph.iidra 
Refeued for tomieiit, iind j^ referv’d for ^aiii ? 
VVh.y did you r.iife me te, L:ie height of joy. 
Above the wreck of cloiuls and (iorms below, 

Fo dafli and break me on the ground for ever? 

lf/ 7 i. W'a**. it not time to urge him 10 compliance. 
At 1 « ift to feign it, when peifulious Lycon 
Confin’d his |)ei fon, and Lor.l’pir’d his death ? 

JijAci. Confin’d and doom’d to death* O 

cruel 1 -yton I 

Could J have doom’d thy death ? could tbefe fad 
eyes, 

That lov’d thee living, e’er behold thee dead > 
Yet thou coiildll fee me die without eonccni, 
Rather tlun I’uve ii wutclicd queen tioiii ruin. 
Klfe could yuu choole Uitiulitlie warring winds, 
Tile 1 welling w aves, the roeks, the faithlel's lands. 
And all tile 1 aging inonlkrs of the deep ? 

O * think you iee me on the naked fhorc;. 

Think how J Irre.ini, and tear my fcattcr’d hair; 
Bical; from ih tnibraces of my finicking maids, 
And ii.iiiow on il'e fjiid my bleeding bolbm ; 
Then cartli with vvide-fiatch’d arms the empty 
billows, 

And headlong j/lnngc into the gaping deep. 

H/p. 0 diliiuil ftaie * my bleeding heart relents, 
And all mv thoughts dillolve in tend'rell pity. 

Vivid, If you ean ]>ny, O refufe not love ! 

Bur lioop to rule in Crete, the feat of heroes, 

And niuftiy nf gods. A hundred cities 
Court tlice for lend, whtre the rich bufy crowds 
Struggle for p.ill’age thro’ the fpacious ftrccis; 

[ \Vh; !e ti.oi.land fliipso ei fliade the kir’ningmain, 

I .'\nd till* the iab'rmg wind. I'lie fuppliant nations 
B(,\v 10 its irifignii, mid with lower’d fails 
Coiifefs the oicjn’s queen. Fot* fiec alone 
The v. iiids lliall blow, and tlie v.ift ocean roll. 

For tliee alone ilie fam’d Cydoiiian warriors 
From twanging yews lhall fend their fatal lliafts. 
llip, I'lieii let me march their leader, not their 
prince ; 

And at the liead of your renown’d Cydonians' 
Brandilli this far-fam’d fword of conq’ring 1 he* 
ft us ; 

Tnat I may lhake th’ Kgyptian tyrant’s yoke 
From Afia’s neck, and fix it on his own ; 

That Willing nations may obey your laws, 

And your bright anceftor, the tun, may thine 
On tiviught but Phasdra’s empire. 
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Pbad. Why not thine ? 

DoA tnoQ ib tar deleft my proffer’d bed, 

As to refufe my crown?-— O cruel youth ! 

By all the pain that wrings my tortur’d foul, 

By all the dear deceitful hopes you gave me, 

O eafe, at leaA once more delude, my furrows. 
For your dear fake I’ve loft my darling honour; 
For you but now I g.ive my foul to death ; • 

For yon I’d quit my crown, and ftoop beneath 
The happy bondage of an humble wife ; 

With thee I’d climb the ftcepy Ida’s fummit. 
And in the fcorching heat and chilling dews, 
O’er hills, o’er vales, purfuc the fliag^y lion, 
CarckTs of danger, and of wafting toil, 

Of pinching hunger, and impatient thirft, 

I'll find all joys ia thee. 

Hip, Why ftoops tl;j queen 
To alk, entreat, to fuj*plicate, and pray 
To proftitutc her crown and fex’s honour, 

To one whofe humble thoughts can only rife 
To be your flavc, nor loid } 

PbaJ. And is that all ? 

See if he deign to torce an artful groan. 

Or call .1 tear from his unwilling eyes ? 

Hard as his native rocks, cold as his fvvord. 
Fierce as the wolves that howl’d around his birth ? 
He hates the tyrant, and the fuppliant fcorna. 

0 Heaven ! O Minos ! O Imperial Jove ! 

Do ye not blulli at my degenerate wcaknefs ? 
Hence, lazy, mean, ignoble pallions, fly! 

Hence from iny Ibul— 'Tis gone, ’tis fted forever, 
And heaven infpircs my thoughts with righteous 

vengeance. 

Thou ftialt no more defpife my olIerM love ; 

No more Ilmcna fhall upbraid my wcaknefs. 

{CiUcbfs Hip, fivoui to ftah berjelf. 
Now, all ye kindred gods, look down and fee 
How I’ll revenge you, and m} lllf, on IMiicdra. 

"Enter I^ron, and fnatcbjj uiuay the f word, 

Lyc, Horror on horror ! Thefeus is return’d. 
Pba;d, Thefeus ! then what have 1 to do with 
life ? 

Jklay I he fiiatch’d with winds, by earth o’er- 
whelm’d, 

Rather than view the face of injur’d Thefeus. 
Now wider ftill my gi owing horrors fpread. 

My fame, my virtue, nay my phrenzy’s fled ; 
Then view thy wretched race, imperial Jove, 

If crimes enrage you, or misfortunes move ; 

On me your fllmes, on me your bolts employ, 
Me if your anger fparcs, your pity ihould deftroy. 

IRwjs off, 

hyc. This may do fcivice yet. 

[^Exit lyion, carries off the fword. 
Hip, Is he return’d r thanks to ihepityinggods ! 
Shall I again behold his awful eyes ’ 

Again be folded in his loving iirms > 

Yet in the midft of joy I fear for Phaedra; 

1 fear his warmth and unrelenting juftice. 

O I ihould her imaging paftion fcach his cars, 

His tender Jgve, by an^r fir’d, would turn 
.Toburn'iig mge ; [tnwtpcis found"} as fgft Cy* 

donian oil, 
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W hofe balmy juice gl ides o’er th’untafting tongue, 
Yet, touch'd with tire, with hotteft dames will 
blaze. 

But, O ye pow’rs ! I fee his godlike form. 

0 eeftafy of joy ! he comes, he comes ! 

Enter Ihfeus^ Officer^ and Guards, 

Is it my lord > my father ? O, ’tis he ! 

1 fee him, touch him, feel his own embraces ; 

See all the father in his joyful eyes. ^ 

Where have you been, my lord ? whaj^ angry 

mqn ^ 

Hid you from Crete ? from me ? what go€ iias 
fav’d you ? 

Did not Philotas fee you fall ? O, anfwcr me ; 
And then I’ll afk a thoufand queftions more. 

^'b(J, No; but to fave my life I feign’d my 
death : 

Myhorfe and well-known anus confirm’d the talc. 
And hinder’d farther leai eh. This hontft Greek 
Conceal’d me in hisi houfe, and cur’d my wounds; 
Procur’d a vcfl’cl, and, to blefs me mure. 

Accompanied iny flight 

But this at leifurc. Let me* now indulge 
A father’s foiuhicfs ; let me fiiati h thee* thus, 
Thus*fold thee in my arms. Such, luth, was I 
S^Enihracci Uiphf’ti., 

When flrft I fan* thy mother, ch..ltc ('amilla ; 
And much Ihe lov’d me. O ! did Piuedra vie\'’ me 

With half that fondnefs I ^But (lie’s Hill un^ 

kind, 

Rife hafty joy had brought’ to thefc arms. 

To welcome me to^ liberty, to 1 j5c, 

And make that life a blelling. Coniw,~:;i}'‘4bn, 
Let us to Phaedra. 

Hip, Pardon me, my lord. 

7btf, Forget her former treatment; file’s to* 
good 

Still to pcrfift in hatred to my fon. 

Hip, O ! let me fly from Crete — from you— ^ 
\J{fidi\ and Phaedra. 

TbeJ, My ion, what means this turn > this hid- 
den ftart ? 

Why would you fly from Crete, and from your 
father ? 

Hip, Not from my father, but from lazy Crete, 
To follow danger, and acquire ; 

To quell the monfters that cfcap’d your fword, 
And make the world confefs incThefcu^’ fon, 
7bfjl What can this coldncl’s mean ' — Retire, 
my fon y {Exit H/pp»li/r^^, 

While I att::nd the queen.— What fbock is this ? / 
Why tremble thus my limbs? why faints my 
heart > 

Why am I thrillM with fear tUl now unl;now’n ? 
Where’s now the joy, the eeftafy afnl tranlj^ort. 
That warm'd my foul, and urg’d me on to 
Phadra? 

O, had I never lov’d her. I'd .been bicft. 

Sorrow and joy in love alternate re^gn ; 

Sweet is the blifs, diftrailire is the ] ainu 
So when the Nile its fruitful deluge fpreads, 
And genial heat informs iu (limy beds; 

Here 
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Here yellow harveds crown the fertile plain. 
There monftrous ferpents fright the labVing 
Twain : . 

A various produ£b fills the fatten’d fand. 

And the fame lloods enrich and curfc the land. 

[£x//. 
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Lycon folus, 

■‘v/;VO.'T'Hl'Jifnay gain time till all my w'ealth’s 
* CHibark’d, 

To ward my foes revenge, and finilh mine, 

To Ihake that empire which I can’t polTcl’s. 

But then the quecn-^flie dies— why let her die; 
J.tt wi(»e dcftru6tion feizc on all together, 

So l.y‘-on live— -a fafe triumphant exile, 

111 cat in dilgrace, and envied in his fall. 
Tiicciaecn' then try thy art, and work her pafllons. 

T.ntcr Pbadra and Ladies^ 

Draw her to a^t what mofl: her foul abhors, 
Poffefs her wliole, and fpcak thyfelf in Phxdra. 
P.Lcd. Oil', let me Icofe; why, cruel, barb'rous 
maids, 

Why am I l^arr’d from death, the common refuge, 
T'.at fpicads its hol'pitablc aims for all ? 

W'iiv nuift 1 diag th’ lufufFcrablc load 
f< jul difiionour, and defpairing love ? 

O length of pain ! am I fo often dying, 

' And yet not dead ^ f fo oft dcatli’s pangs, 
Ivor once can fimiHu cafe * 

now die ? 

l^ow quit the field to your infulting foe > 

Tb.tn lliall he triumph o*cr your blai\ed name : 
Ages to come, the univerfc mall learn 
The wide immortal infamy af Pha;dra : 

Ar.d the poor babe, the idol of your foul, 

Tlic lovely image of your dear dead lord, 

Shall be upbraided with his mother’s crimes ; 
Shall bear your ihame, (hall fmk beneath your 
fdU ItSy 

Inherit your difgracc, but not your crown. 
Pha^. Mu ft lie too fall, involv’d in my dc- 
llrudlion. 

And only livcjjg curfc the name of Phafdra > 

O clear, unRanpy babe ! muft I bequeath thee 
Only a fad inheritance of woe ? 

Cods ! cruel gods ‘ can’t -11 my pains atone, 
L'lilcfs they reach my infant’s guilrlcfs head ? 

• O loft eftate ! ’^'hen life’s fo fharp a torment, 
'And death itfclf can’t cafe ! Alhft me, Lycon ; 
Ailvifc, {peak comfort tf^y troubled foul. 
lyc, ’Tis you muft drive that trouble from 
your foul ; 

A* ftreams when damin’d forgettheir ancient cur- 
rent, 

And wand 'ring o’er their banks in other channels 
flow^ 

’Tis you iiYuft bend your thoughts from hopclefs 
# love. 

And turn their courfe to TheA;us’ happy bofexn, 
And crown his eager hopes with wiflfdcnjoyment: 


Then with frefli charms adorn yourtroubled looks. 

D’fplay the beauties firft infpirM his foul, ^ 
Soothe witli your voice, and woo himwithyourcyes. 
Pbad, Impolfiblc I what, woo him with tlrcfe 
eyes, 

Still wet with tears that flow’d— but not for The-* 
feus > 

•This tongue, fo us’d to found another name ? 
What, take him to my arms ? O awful Juno ?1 
Touch, love,carcfs him, whilcmy wand’ringfanc* 
On other ob)cAs ftrays ? a lewd adultrcfs 
In the chaftc bed r and in the father's arms, 

(O horrid thought ! O execrable inceft I) 

Ev’n in the fethcr’s arms, embrace the fon ? 

Lye. Yet you muft fee him, left impatient lore 
Should urge his temper to too nice a f arch, 

And ill-tim'd ahfcncc ihould difclofcyour^rime. 
Pha-tL Could 1, when prefent to his awful 
eyes, 

Conceal the wild diforders of my foul ? 

Would not my groans, my looks, my fpcech be- 
tray me > 

Betray thee, Phaedra! then thou *rt not betray'd. 
Live, live fecure, adoring Crete Conceals thee; 
Thy pious love, and moft endearing goodnei« 
Will charm the kind Ilippolitus to filencc. 

0 wretched Pha*clra ! O ill-guarded fccret ! 

To foes alone difclos’d ’ 

Lyc. I needs muft fear them, 

Spite of their vows, theiroaths, their imprccationt, 
Phted. Do imprecations, oaths, or vows avail-? 
T too have fworn, cv’n at the altar fworn, 
Eternal love and cndlefs faith to Thefeus ; 

And yet am falfc, forfworn: \the hallow’d flirine 
That heard me fwxar, is witnefs to my falfchood. 
The youth, the very author of my ciimts, 

Ev’n he ihall tell the fault himfclf infpir'd : 

The fatal eloquence that' charm’d my foul 
Shall lavifti all its arts to my deftru^ion. 

I.yr. Ilippolitus — 

O, he will tell it all — deftruftion feize himf 
With feeming grief, and aggravating pity. 

And more to blacken, will cxcufe your folly; 
Falfc tears lliall wet his unrelenting eyes, 

And his glad heart with artful fighs lhall heave. 

Then Thefeus how will indignation fwell 

His mighty heart ! how his majeftic frame 
Will (hake with rage too fierce, too fwift for vcndl 

While the proud Scythian— 

How he’ll expofe you to the public fcorn. 

And loathing crowds ihall murmur out their 
IioiTor ! 

Then' the fierce Scythian— now methinks I fee 
His fiery eyes with fullen plcal'urcs glow, 

Survey your tortures, and infult your pangs ; 

1 fee him, fmiling on the pleas’d Ifmena, 

Point out with fcom the oncc-proud tyrant Ph«- 

dra. 

P/W. Curft be his namtf ! may infamy attend 
him ! 

May Xwift deftrudion fall upon his head. 

Hurl’d by .the hand of thofc he moft adores. 
fye. By heaven, prophetic truth infpircs your 
tongue ; 
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He fliall endure the iKamc he means to give ; 
For all the torments which he heaps on Vou, 
With juft revenge, (hall Thelcus turn on him. 
PbaiL Is’t poiiiblc ? O Lveon ! O mv refuge ' 

0 good -old man ! thou oracle of wirdcjm ! 
Declare the means, that Fhojdra may adore thee. 

Lye, Acculc him ftrft. • 

Pbicd, O heavens ! accufc the guiltlcfs ? * 

^ Lye, Then be accus’d ; ietTliefcus know your 
crime : 

Let lading infamy o’crwhrlm your glory*. 

Let your foe triumph, and your infant fall— 
Shake off this idle icth.n*gv*of pity ; 

With ready war prevent ih’ invading foe, 
Prcl'ervG your <:lory. and l^cuTt, your vengeance : 
Jh: youri the fruit, fecuiicy, ^m\ calcj 
The guilt, the duir,< r. and the luboiii mine. 
PbiCti. Heavens* *'luTv.^’s comes. 

Lve, Declare yoir-- Lift ref Iv-.s. 
f*b,ed. Do you reluivc, for Fhadn c.m dc no- 
thing. [^Kxir Pn.fiJ.if. 

Now, l.ycon, hei^^hten iiTipatient Iovl, 
Now raife his pnv, r.ow inflame Ids lag , 
Quicken his hopc-^, liienquaiii en with dtdpau^i 
Work his tumultuous paiiloni, ui'.vi p!>ren/.y ; 
Viutc them all, then turn thtni on the foe. 

£/;.vr 'i h'ftia. 

The/, Was that iny my wife, my idol 

PhcKclra 

Does (he ftill (lum me ? O injurious hcaten i 
Why did you give me back again to life ? 

Wliy did you lave me from the rage of battle, 
To let me fall by her more fatal hatred ? 

I^e, Her hatred 1 no } (he loves you with fuch 
fondnefs 

As none but that of Tlicfeus e’er could equal : 
Yet fo the gods have doom’d, fo heaven will 
have it. 

She ne’er niuft view' her much- lov’d Thefeus more. 
Thrf, Not fee her! by my fuiF rings but I 
will, 

Tho’ troops embattled (hoidd oppofe mypaffage. 
And ready dearh (liall guard the fatal way. 

Not fee her! O ! I’ll clalp her in thefe arms, 
Sreak thro’ the idle bands that yet have held me, 
And feize the joy^ mv honed love may claim. 
Lve, Is this a time for joy ,w he’ll Pliaidra’s grief — 
7hef^ Is this a time for grief? is this my wel- 
come 

To air, to life, to liberty, and Crdtc ? 

Not this 1 hop'd, w'hcn, urg'd by ardent love, 

1 wing'd my eager way to Phrcdra’s arms ; 
Then, to my thoughts, relenting Phaidra flew 
With open arms to welcome my return ; 

With kind endcaringblamecondemii’dmyralhncfs, 
And made me fwear to venture out no more. 

Ol my warm foulj'my boiling fancy glow’d 
With charming hopes of yet untafted ]qys ; 

New plcafurcs fill’d my mindj all dangers, pains, 
Wars, wounds, defeats, in that dear hope were loft. 
And docs (he now avoid my eager love ? 

Purfue me ftill with unrelenting hatred '> 

Invent new pains? deleft, loath, (liun my fight ? 
Flv my return, and furrow for my fafety ? 


Lye, O, think not fo f for, by th’ nneixing gods, 
When firft 1 told her of your w idl’d rcturr., * 
When the lov’d found of Tlicfeus reach’d I -.e'* i irs, 
At that de^r name die rear'd her (hor-p'up- bo?d. 
Her feeble hands, and wat’rv ey.-^ to h. i\ v -. 

To hlefs the bounteous gods : at ru .f -i 
raging tempeft of her grief r.jl’u : 

Her fighs were hudi’d, and u us fu' * ' 'o i!: -.. . 
7hf, Did my return bring comfoii t' » iL:-* 

rciW ' ^ 

Tlitn haft •. I'o.iduft me to the Iovel\^ e*'. 

)j f will Liis tile penilv diops aw'ay^ ^ ,/ 
Suck fro u jnr roly lips the fragrant figl/. , 

Wlrli otlicr her jinnring b»-oaft (hall L-ave, 
Witl* other clc'^vs iier fwimming eyes lhal' melt, 
\V'ir’ii (.{I.er puis;*; her rhrohbi ig heart diull beat, 
Vi.d .'‘‘i i.' r for rows Ih.ih be loft in love. 

J.y, . Dv;j', 'fnefeus buinw'ith fuch unheard-of 
]v '.fi m ' 

And drill net I'le with out-ft'^eith u arms receive 

Auvl wi'ii .m ev’ual ard mr mett his vow's, 

1 !i. v'-” s of one lo '^'ear ' O righteous gods ! 

'vVh , m-’it ihe hkeciiiig heart of Tlieleus bear 
•uch ;oit’r‘*g w hdc Phaidra, dead to love, 

■'.’c w 'Mth accuiing, e\Ls on ringry heaven 
Sicad.alUv' ga/c^, and upbraids the go^ ; 

N</W » I dumb piercing giief, and hninblclhame, 
L’.xts ,\'V g'tioiiiv wiit'ry orbs to earth ; 

Now > wi:!) fuelling anguidi, rends the dcics 
Witii loud r^'inplaints of her cm trageous wrongs. 
*lhf. W^ior.gs ? is die wi*vng'cir and lives he 
vet who wrong'd If a- > 

Lyr. He li ves, fo great, fo happy, T 
Tharl^'naulral'c.ircc can hope, fcarcewidi, revenge. 
7hff. Sliall irh.dcus live, and not revenge his 
Phmdra ^ 

Gods • diall this arm, renown’d for righteous ven- 
geance. 

For qiu lling tyrants, and redrcdTing wTongs, 

Now faiP now firft, when Phaitlra’s injur’d, fail? 

“ O let us hafte — ” 

Speak, Lveon, haftc ; declare the feen t villain, 
'J'he wTeich fo ineaniy bafe to injure Phaedra, 

So ralhly brave to dare the fw'ord of Thefeus. 

Lyr, 1 daic not fpeak, but furc her wiong.> arc. 
mijrlity. 

The pale cold hue that deadens ?dl her eliarms. 
Her lighs, her hollow groans, her flowing tears, 
Make me fufpeft her'inonftrous grief will end 
her. 

7b(f, ILnd her! end Thefeus firft, and all man- , 
kind ; 

But mod that villain, tjvit detefted davc, 

That brutal coward, that dark lurking wTCtch. 

Lyr. O noble heat of unexampled love ! 

This Phsdra hop'd, when, in the midft of grief, 
In tlie wild torrent of o'crwhclming forrows. 

She groaning ftill invok'd, ftill call’d on Tjie-. 
fens. 0 

7h'f. Did (lie then name me ? did tfic weeping 
charmer ® 

Invoke my name, and call for aid' on Thefeus ? 

O ' that lov'd voice upbraided my delay. 

Why 
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Why then this ftay > I come, I fly, O Phaedra ! 

LcJd on. Now, dark difturber of my peace. 

If now ihou*rt known, what luxury of vcngeanicp ! 
Haftc^ >cad, condu61: me. 

Lyc. O ! I btg you ftay. 

iht'f. What, ftay when Phaedra calls ? 

Lyc, O 1 on my knees, 

IJy all the gods, ipy lord, I beg you ftay ; 
“0^1 conjure you ftay,” 

As 3^1 your peace, your life, vour glor)^ j 

rhaeoJ^’s days aic precious to your/bul; 

Sy all your %)ve, by Phaedra’s forrovvs, ftay. 

Where lies the danger? wherefore Ihould 
I ftay ? 

Lyr, Your hidden prefence would fqrprifc her 
Ibul, 

Renew the galling image of her wrongs, 

Revive her forrow, indignation, fliame ; 

And all your fon would ftrike her from your eyes. 
Thef, My ion ! — But he’s too good, too brave 
to wrong her. 

Wlicncc then that fliotking change, that ftrong 
furprife, 

Thar fright that feiz’d him at the name of Pha;dra? 
Was he furpns’d ? that fticw’d at leaftrc- 
morlc. 

^U'f. Remorre ! for what ? by heavens, my 
troubled thoughts 

Prefage Ibme dire artcnijits — fay, whar remorfe > 
Lyi . 1 would luit-r-yet I muft : llus you com- 
mand } J 

This Phaidra ordcrv^iiTOrice her fault’ring tongue 
Bad me unfoldtlji^uilty Iccnt* ty The/eiis ; 
Thrift cries recall’d me on my wa\, 

Ami blam'd my l'pccd,:irKlclnd my r-iHi obedience, 
IjCft the unwelcome tale Ihould wound your peace. 
At laft, with lcx)ks fcrcnely fad, llie cried, 

Go tell it all ; but in luch artful words, 

Such tender accents, and fuch inciting founds, 
As may appeafe his rage, and move his pity ; 

As may incline him to forgive his fon 
A grievous fSiuU, but ftill a fault of love. 

*i'bcf. Of love ? what ftrange fufpicions rack 
my foul [ 

As you regard my peace, declare what love I 
iSYL\ Thus urg’d, 1 muft declare. Yet, pity- 
ingj^aven ! 

Why muft f fpcak ? why muft unwilling Lycon 
Accule the prince of impious love to Phaidra ? 
Thif. Love to his mother 1 to the wife of The- 
feus ! 

• Lyc. Yes; attfit moment firftbevlcw’d hereyes, 
te\’ii a.t the altar, when you join’d your hands, 
heart receiv’d thuguilty f^amc, 

And from that time he prefs’d herwith his paifion. 
Jht'f. Then 'tvvas for this Ihc banifli'd him from 
Crete ; 

I thought it hatred all. O righteous hatred ! 
Forgive me, heaven! forgive me, injur’d Pha:dra, 
That 1 in feorct have condemn’d thy juftice. 

O I *twa$ afl juft ; and Thefeus (hal| revenge, 
Ev’n #11 his fon, revenge his Phadra’s wrongs. 
What eify tools arc thefe blunt honeft he- 
roes, 
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Who with keen hunger gorge the naked Ivjok, 
Prevent the bait the ftatclman’s art prepares, 

And noft to ruin !— Go, believing fool, 

Go aOl thy far-fam’d jufticc on thy hm. 

Next on thyfclf, and both make way tor Lycon, 

7bcf. Ha ! am T fore flic’s v^rone’d ? perhaps 
• ’tis miilicc. 

Slave, make jt char, make good your accufation, 
Or treble fury fliall revenge mv Ion. 

Lyc, Am I ti.en doubled > can Phaedra or you? 
J.ycoii 

Be thought to forge fuch execrable falfehoods^ 
Gods ! when the ciueen i^nwilip.igly complains, 
Can you Ibfptft Inr truth ‘ O godlike Thefeusl 
Is this the loM* you bear iinluippy I’hjcdra ? 

Is this her ho[>\!-ior aid ? Go, wretched matron. 
Sigh to the winds, and s end ih’ unpitying heavens 
Wiih thy vain foriows; fiiice rclcntlefs Thefeus, 
I'hy hope, thy refii;: c, 'T'hcfeu^ will not hearrhec. 
Lhif. Not hear my Phaidra ! not revenge her 
wrongs • 

Speak, make tlsy proofs; and then his doom \ as 
fixkl 

As when Jove nods*, and high Olympus fliikes. 
And fate his voice i>bevh. 


Lyc. Yet ftay, bear witnefs, heaven I 

I / /ibes a fium'd. 

With what rtlu(‘l.inre I produce this fword, 
This fatal proof ag.iinft tli’ unhappy prince, 

Left it Ihunld woik }our juflitc to Ins ruin, 

And prove he aim'd at foicc as well as inceft. 

7b<f. Gods! ’(is illulkm all! Is this the fword 
By wliidi Procruftci., Sciron, Pallas fell > 

Is this the weapon which iiiy darling fon 
Sw'orc to employ in noiipjit bur aits of honour? 
Now, faiihful youth, thou nobly haft fu hill’d 
'rii) icn'rouh promife. O moll injur’d Phaedra! 
Why did I truft to his deceitful form ? 

Why blame thy jufticc, or fufpetl thy truth ? 

Lyc. ilad you this morn beheld his ardent eyes, 
Seen his arm lock’d in her dilhcvelPd hair, 

1 hat weapon glitt’ring o’er her trembling bofom, 
Wliilft Ihc with fereams refus’d his impious love, 
Entreating death, and nfing to the wound ! 

O I had you fecn her, when th’ affrighted youth 
Retir’d at your approach ; had you then feen her, 
III the chafte tranfports of becoming fury, 

Seize on the fword to pierce her guiltleis bofom ‘ 
Had you feen this, you could not doubt her 
n nth. 

7hf. O impious monftcr! O, forgive me, 
Pluedral 

And may the gods infpirc my injur’d foul 
With ctpial vengeance that may full his crimes* 
Lyc. For Phaidra’s fake forbear to talk of ven- 


geance ; ^ 

That witli n«w pains would wound her tencler 
breaft. 

Send him away from Crete; and by his.abfcncp 
Give Phadra quiet, and aftbrd him mercy. 

. Ibff. Mercy ! for what ? O well hfts he re- 
warded t 

Poor Phaidia's mercy. — Cmoftbanb 'reus traitor? 

To 
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To wrong flich beauty and infult fuch goodnefs. 
Mercy f what’s that ? a virtue coin’d by villains, 
Who praifcithc wcaknefs which fupports their 
crimes. 

Be mute, and fly ; led, when my rage is rous’d, 
Thou for thvfclt in vain implore my mercy. 

Bull fool! I laugh at mercy morc^an thou 
dod, ^ * 

More than I do the jufticc thou’rt fo fond of. 
Now come, young hero, to thy father’s anus, 
Receive the due reward of haughty virtue ; 

Mow boaftthy race, and laugh atcaith-bornLycon. 

and Exit* 

Enter llippolitus* 

Yet can it be ? Is this ih* inccduous vil- 
lain ? 

■How great his picfencc, how erc61 his look, 

H<»w cv’ry grace, how all his virtuous mother 
tihines in his facc,*and charms me from his eyes! 
O Neptune ! O great founder of our race ’ 

Why was he fram'd with fuch a godlike look ? 
Why wears he nor f«imc moft detefted form. 
Baleful to fight, as horrible to thought ; 

That T might a^l my jufticc without grief, 
PunilK the villain, not regret the fon ? 

Hip* May I prefume to alk, what fccrct care 
Broods in your bread, and clouds your rovrd brow? 
Why dart your awful eyes thofc angry beams, 
And fright Hip\)olitus they us’d to cheer? 

The/, Anfwcr me fird. When call'd to wait on 
Phaedra, 

What fudden fear furprisM your troubled foul * 
Why did your ebbing blood forfake your cheeks? 
Why did you Irtilicn from your father’s arms, 

To fliun the ijuccn your duty bids you plcafc^ 
Hip. My lord, to plcafe the queen I’m forc’d to 
fliuii her, 

^nd'keep this hated objc£l from her fight. 

The/, Say, what’s the caufc of her invct’ratc ha- 
tred ? 

Hip. My lord, as yet I never gave her caufc. 
7/!jef. O were it lb ! [^AJide,'] When lad did you 
attend her ’ 

Hip* When lad attend her ?— O unhappy 
queen I 

Your error’s known, yet I difdain to wrong you, 
Or to betray a fault myfelf have caus’d. lA/itte. 
W’hen lad attend her ’ 

Tie/. Anfwcr me dire£lly; 

Nor dare to trifle with your father’s rage. 

Hip. My lord, this very morn I law the cjuecii. 
7bef. What pafsM ' 

Hipm I afk’d permiffion to retire. 

7hef. And was that all > 

Hip^ My lord, I humbly beg, 

tjic mod low fubmillions, alk no more. 
7itef. Yet you don’t anfwcr with your low fub- | 
miffions. 1 

Anfwer, or never hope to fee me more. , i 

Hip, Too much he knows, I fear^ without my 
felling; 

And the poor queen’s betray’d, and loft for ever, 

[A/ide. 


.77)ef. He changes, go^s! and faulters at the 
quedion. 

His fears, his words, his looks declare him guilty. 

lAfde. 

Hip. Why do you frown, my lord ? why turn 
away 

As from fomc loathfome monftcr, not your fon > 
7bef. Thou art that mender, and no more my 
fon. 

I Not one of thofc of the moft horrid for m. . 

Of which my hand has cas’d the burlj^iflvdcarth; 
Was half fo Ihocking to my fight a/thou. 

Hip. Where am 1, gods ? is that my father Thc- 
feus ? 

Am I awake ? am I Hippolitus ? 

7b^ Thou art that fiend, thou art Hippo- 
litus. 

Thou art. — O fall, O fatal fiain to honour ! 
How had my vain imagination form’d thee ! 
Brave as Alcidcs, and as Minos juft. 

Sometimes it led me thro’ the maze of war ; 
There it furveyM thee ranging thro’ the field, 
Mowing down troops, and dcalingoutdcftrii<SHon. 
Sometimes with wholcfome laws reforming ftates. 
Crowning their happy joys with peace and plenty^ 
While you— — 

H/p. With all my father’s foul infpir’d. 

Burnt with imjiatient thirft of early honour, 

Tt) hunt thro’ bloody fields the ch'acc of glory. 
And bids your age with trophies like your o\v». 
Gods, how that warm’d I how my throbbing 
heart ' 

Lcap’d to the image of my fat*>*r’s joy, 

When you lliould ftrain me in-^^-^w^rtMing 
arms, 

And wdth kind raptures, and with fobbing jo)^ 
Commend my valour, and confefs your fon ! 

How did I think my glorious toil o’erpaid ! 
Then great indeed, and in my father’s love 
With mure than conquett crown’d, 

Cry, Go on, Hippolitus ! 

C-Jo tread the rugged paths of daring honour ; 
Pra^tife the ftridtelt and auftcreft virtue, 

And all the rigid laws of righteous Minos: 
Thefeus, thy father Thefeus, will reward thee# 
T(6^ Reward thect — yes, as Minos would re- 
ward thee. 

Was Minos then thy pattern ? and did Minos, 
The great, the gootl, the juft, the righteous MU 
nos, 

The judge of hell, and oracle of earth. 

Did he infpire adultery, force, and inceft ? ^ 

Ifmen^^appears. ' 

Ifm. Ha ! what’s this ? [AJide^ 

ilip. Amazement ! inceft ? 

Tfjtf. Inceft with Phasdra, with thy mother 
Phaedra. 

Hip, This charge fo uncxpc£Vcd, fo amazing. 
So new, fo ft range, impoftiblc to thought, 
bums my aftoni^i’d foul, and tics my voice. 

TheJ, Then l|et this wake thee, this onde glo- 
rious fword,'1^ 

With V. h'ch thy faihw arm’d thy infant hand, 

Nft 
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rJot for this purpofe# O abandon’d (lave ! 

0 Mrly viilahi, mod detcdcd coward ! 

With this, my inftrumcnt of youthful glory, 
With this t’ invade the fpotlefs Phaedra’s honour! 
Phaidra, my life, my better half, my queen 1 
That very Phaedra I for whofe juft defence 
The gods would claim thy (word. 

HJp, Amazement ! death I 
Heavens ! durft I raife the far- fam’d fword of 
Thefeus 

■AgatflTr^ queen, againft my mother’s hofom ? 

Ifi^t, declare when, whcrc) and how 
you loft it ? • 

How Phxdra gain’d it ^ — Oall ye gods, he’s (ilent f 
Why was it bar’d ? whofe bofom was it aim’d at r 
What meant thy arm advanc’d , thy glowing cheeks, 
I'hy hand, heart, eyes ? O villain ! monftrous 
villain ! 

Hip, Is there no way, no thought, no beam of 
light ? 

Ho chic to guide me thro* this gloomy maze. 

To clear my honour, yet preferve my faith > 
Hone, none, ye pow’rs ! and muft I groan beneath 
This execrable load of foul dilhonour ? 

Muft Thefeus fuffer fuch unheard of torture * 
Thefeus, my father ! No. J’ll break thro’ all : 
All oaths, all vows, all idle imprecations 
I'll give them to the winds. Hear me, my lord ; 
Hear your wrong’d fon. The fword — O fatal vow, 
Knfnaring oaths— and tliou, rafh thoughtlcfs fool. 
To bind thyfclf in voluj^ary chains I 
yet to thy "fatal truft>ontinuc firm ! 

Beneath difgrac^^ifio’ infamous, yet honeft. 

Yi r I nir tDIN IMij the lighteous gods 

Show’r all their curfes on this wretched head ! 

O, may they doom me—— 

T/j^f, Yes, the gods will doom thee. 

The fword, the fword !— Now fwear, and call to 
witnefs 

Heaven, hell, and earth, I mark it not from one 
That breathes beneath fuch complicated guilt. 
Hip. Was that like guilt, when with expanded 
arms 

1 fprang to meet you at your wifh’d return ? 

I)i>cs this appear like guilt, when thus ferene. 
With eyes ere£t, and vifage unappall’d. 

Fix’d on that awful face, I (land the charge, 
Amaz’d, ndt fearing ? Say, if 1 am guilty, 
Where are the confeious looks, the fece now pale, 
S'ow flufhing red, the downcaft haggard eyes, 

Or fix’d on earth, or flowly rais’d to catch 

■ A fearful viewf then funk again with horror? 

This is for raw,-* untaught, unfinifh'd 
V. ’ villains. ^ 

Thou in thy btttom haft reach’d th’ abhorr’d per- 
fedtion ; 

Thy even looks could wear a peaceful calm. 

The beauteous ftamp (O Heavens I) of fault] efs 
virtue, 

Whilcrthy foul heart contriv’d this horrid deed I 
O harden d fiend I I’ll hear no more I 
Diftiifb thy foul, or ruffle thy fmoorh brow ! 
Wh»t! no remorfe? no qualms? no pricking 
pangs ? 
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No feeble ftruggle-of rebcllmg honour? 

O ! ’twas thy joy, thy fccret hoard of blifs. 

To dream, to ponder, aft it o’er in thought; 

P o doat, to dwell on ; as rejoicing inifcrs 
Brood o'er their precious ftores of lecrct gold, 

H/p. Muft 1 not fpeak ? Then lay, unerring 
^ Heaven, 

Why \va8 I born with fuch a thirft of jlory ? 
Why did this morning dawn to my dilhonour • 
Why did not pitying fate with ready death 
Prevent the guilty day ? 

7htf. Guilty indeed. 

Ev'n at the time you heard your father’s death. 
And fuch a father (O immoitni gods !) 

As held thee dearer than his life and glory ! 
When thou Ihouldftrcnd the (kies with clain’rous 
grief. 

Beat thy fad breaft, and tear thy ftarting hair; 
Then to my bed to force your impious way; 

With horrid Uift t’ infult my yet warm urn; 
Make me the fcorn of hell, and fport for fiends ! ' 
Thefc are the fiin’rai honours paid to Thefeus, 

T. hefe arc the forrows, thefe the hallow’d rites. 

To which you'd call your father's hov'ringl'pirk* 

Fjf/cr Ipncna, 

Ifm, Hear me, my lord, ere yet you fix his 
dcom ; [Turning to 7befiits, 

Hear one that comes to lliicld his injur’d honouri 
And guard his life with hazard of her own. 

Thef. Tho’ thou’rt the daughter of my hat€4 
foe, 

Tho’ ev’n thy beauty’s loathfciue to my eyes, 

Yet jullicc bids me hear thee. 

Ijm. Tims I thank you. \KmeU* 

Then kno'.v, miftaken prince, his honeft (bul 
CouJtl ne'er be fway’d by impious love to Plue« 
dra, 

Since I before engag’d his early vows ; 

With all my wiles iubdued his ftmggling heart. 
For long his duty ftrnggJcd with his love. 

7htJ. Speak, is this true ? on thy obedience 
fpeak. 

Hip. So charg’d, I owm the dang’rous truth ; 

I own, 

AgRinl^ her will, I lov’d the fair Ifmcna. 

Ibi^. Canft thou be only clear'd by di(bbe* 
dience, 

And juftified by crimes ? What, love my (be 1 
Love one defeended from a race of tyrants, 
Whofe blood yet reeks on my avenging 
fword ! 

I’m curft each moment I delay thy fate. 

Haftc to the (hades, and tell the happy Pallas 
Ifmena’s flames, and let him tafte (uch joys , 

As thou giv’ft me ; go tell applauding Minus 
^hc pious love you bore his daughter Phaedra ; 
Tell it the chatt’ring ghofts, and hifling 
furies, ' , 

Tell it the grinning fiends, till hill found 
nothing 

To thy pleas’d cars but Phaodm^ thy mbtlier 
Here, guards \ • 
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Cratcutder and Guards, 

iSeKC him, Cratandcr ; take this guilty fword, 
Let his owii hand avenge the crimes it aCled, 
And bid him die, at leaft, like Tli, feus* Ion. 
Take him away, and execute my orders. 

Hip, Heavens ! how that ftnkcs me ! how it 
wounds my foul 

Td think of your unutterable forrows, * c 
"When you iball find Hippolitus v'as guiltlefs ! 
Yet when you know the innocence you doom’d, 
When you fhall mourn your fon’s unhappy fate, 
O, I bcfccch you by the love )ou bore me, 

With my laft words (my words will then prevail), 
O, for my fake forbear to touch your life, 

Kor wound again Hippolitus in Thefeus. 

I/Ct all my virtues, ail my joys furvive 
Krcfli in your breaft, but be my woes forgot \ 
The woes wl\ich fete, and not my father, wrought. 
O, let me dwell for ever in your thoughts ; 

Let me be honour’d fiill, but not deplor’d. 

7 htf, Then thy chief c*irc is for thy father’s 
life r 

O blooming hypocrite ! O young diflcmblcr ! 
Well haft thou (hewn the care tliou tak’ft of 
Thefeus. 

0 all ye gods ! how this inflames my fury ! 

1 fcarce can hold my rage ; my eager hands 
Tremble to reach thee. No, difhonour’d The- 
feus, 

Blot not thy fame with fuch a monftcr’s blood. 
Snatch him away. 

Hip, Lead on. Farcwcl, Ifmena. 

\_Exit gziardt (L 

Ifm, O ! take me with him, let me Ihaie his 
fate. 

O awful Thefeus ' yet revoke his doom. 

Sec, fee the very minifters of death, 

Tho’ bred to blood, yet fhrink, and wifh to favc 
him. 

*thej. Slaves, villains, drag her away. 

Ifm, O, tear me, cut me, till my fever’d limbs 
• Grow to my lord, and lhaic the pains he fuffers. 
7 h/f, Villains, away ! 

Ifm, O Thefeus ! hear me, hear me ! 

4 ^hif. Away, nor taint me with thy loathfome 
touch. 

Off, woman ! 

Ifm, O let me ftay ! I’ll tell you all I * 

[Exit Thefeus, 

Already gone ? Tell it, yc confeious walls ; 

Bear it, ye winds, upon your pitying wings ; 
Refound it, Fame, with all your hundred 
tongues. 

O haplcfs youth I all heaven confpires againft you. 
The confeious walls conceal the fatal fecrct \ 

Th’ untainted winds refufe th’ infe£ting load; 
And Fame itfelf is mute. Nay, cv’n Ifmena, 
Thy own Ifmena’s fworn to thy deftru£iion. 

But ftill whate’er the cruel gods defign, 

In the fame fate our equal ftars combine, / 
And he who dooms thy death pronounces | 
mine. j 

Tbif, Too well I know the truth ; 

What could (he tell me but fi^tious art, 
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By woman’s art deriv’d to turn the courfe 
Of juftice from a wretch, wliofc death both gods 
And men demand of Thefeus. 
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Enter Vhadva and Lycon, 

Lyi\ ACCUSE yourfelf • On my knees I beg 
^ you , ^ 

By all the gods, rccal the fetal mcfliige. 

Heavens ! will you ftand the dreadei^Uge of 
Thcleua, . ^ < 

And brand your fame, and Work your own de- 
ft rud ion ? ' 

rb,cd. By thee I’m branded, and by thee 

eleftroy’d ; 

Thou bofom ferpent, thou alluring fiend * 

Yet fean t you boaft the niilcries you caufc, 

Nor ’fcape the ruin you have bioughr on all. 

Lyc, Was it not your command"? has faithful 
Lycon 

E er fpokc, c'^er thought, defign’d, contriv’d, or 
a died, 

Has he done aught, without the queen’s confent ? 
EbiVd, Plead 'ft thou confent to what thou firil 
infpir-’dft ? 

Was that confent ? O feilfelcfs politician \ 

When adverfe palfions ftruggled in my breaft. 
When anger, fear, love, forrovv, guilt, defpair. 
Drove out my rcafon, and ufurp’d my foul ! 

Yet this conlent you pLad, O faithlcfs Lycon ! 

O, only zealous lor the >* »nt‘ of Phaidra ! 

With this you blot my nani(s?,nd clear your own 5 
And what’s my phrenzy ihall I 5 t -^M’d my rrime. 
What then is thine, thou cool, delilicrate villain, 
Thou wife, fore-thinking, weighing politician ? 
lye, O ! twa- lb blaek. a ciiarge, my tongue 
recoil’d 

At its own found, and liorror fliook my foul ; 

\ et ftill, tho piei c d with luch aim/ing anguifii. 
Such wHo my ztal, fo mijch 1 lov’d my queen, 

1 broke thro’ all, to fave rhe life of Phdfdra. 

Eb^rd, What's life O all ye gods ! can lift’ 
atone 

For all the monftrous crimes by which it’s 
bought ? 

O can I live, whe‘n thou, O llml of honour ! 

O early hero ! by my crimes aff ruin’d ? 

Perhaps ev n now the great unhappy youth 
tails by the fordid hands of butchering villains ; 

Now, novy he lil^edo, he dies 6 perjur’d 

traitrv ' 

See, his rich blood hi purple torrents flows, y. 

And Nature iallies m unbidden groans 
Now mortal pangs thttort his lov'cly form. 

His rofy beauties fade, his ftarry eyes 

Now darkling fwim, and fix their doling beams : 

Now in fliort grafps tiis lab’ring fpirit heaves, 

And weakly flutters on his faulr’ring tongue, 

And ftrugglcs into (bund. Hear, monfter, hear ! 
With his 6ft breath .he curfes perj’ur’d Phxdra ; 

He fummpns Phedra to the bar of Mino^: 

Thou too (halt there appear ; to torture thee 
W hole hell (hall be employ’d, and furring Plurdra 

Shall 
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\Shall find fome eafc, toftc thee ftill more wretched. 

. O all ye pow’r^ ! O Phadra ! hear me,* 
hear me, 

By all my acid, by all my anxious cares, 

By thoiu unhappy crimes I wrought to Icrve you, 
By tilde old wither’d limbs, and hoary liaiis. 

By all my tears — O heavens I Ihc minds me not j 
She hears not my complaints. O wretched Ly- , 
con ' 

To what art thou refer v’d? 

Referv’d to all 

. 7 'hc Iharpcft, iloweft pains that earth can furnifli, 

To all I wiftx On Pha.*<lra Guards, feenre 

him. 

E) 2 ti‘r Griards. Lycon carried off. 

Ha, Thefeus ! — Gods ! my freezing blood con- 
gcals, 

And all iny thoughts, defigns, and words arc loft. 

Enter Ebefeus. 

7hef. Doft thou at laft reptnt 1 O lo\cly Plije- 
cha * 

At laft with equal ardour meet my t'ows ? 

O dear-bought blelling ' — Yet I’ll not complain, 
Since now my Iharpclt grief is all o’erpaid, 

And only heightens joy. Then hafte, my 

charmer, 

lA't’s feaft our famifli’d fouls with amonius riot, 
W'irh fierceft llifs atone for our delay, 

And in a moment luvc^ie age we’ve loft. 

PLed, Stand off ; rpjiroach me, touch iiie not 5 
fly hc’ice 

Ft^r as the clj^uvnt Ikies, or deepeft centre. 

" 7 /fvj/I Amazement ! death ! Yc gods who guide 
the world, 

What can this mean ? So fierce a deteftation, 

So ftrong abhorrence! — Speak, cxquiiite tor- 
mentor ! 

Was it for this your Ihmmons fill’d niy foul 
With eager rapiurcs and tumultuous t ran fporis, 
Ev’n painful joy*., and agonies of blil's? 

Did 1 for this obey my rh.-.-:dra’s call, 

And fly with trembling balle toaneet her arms' 
And am 1 thus receiv’d ? 0 criiJl Ph.edra ! 

Was it for this you rous’d my ctfow/y foul 
From the dull lerliargy of hopt^ds love ? 

And dolt iJiou^nly lliiiw thol/beauieous eyes 
To wake defpair, and blaft my with tlieir beams ? 
Phad. O, were that all to which the gods have 
doom’d me 1 

But angrv heaven has laitLin ftorc for Thefeus 
Such I’crfedt IJiiifchitf, fiiih tranfeendent woe, 
*^£hat the black image, ihicks my frighted foul. 
And 'the words die on m^reludtant tongue. 

7oef. Fear not to fpeak it \ that harmonious voice 
^WiJl make the faddeft tale of forrow plcafing, 
And charm the grief it brings. Thus let me 
hear it, 

Thus in thy fight ; thus gazing on thofc eyes 
I can fupjjdft the utmoft fpiic of fate, 

And ftand the rage ofHeaven . — Approach, myfair. 

OrtVfijt i fty for ever fiomihy fight; 
Shall 1 cmbracTlhe father of llippohtus ? 
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Forget the villain ; drive him fr^tn yw 
loul. • 

Pbad, Caii I forget, or drive him from my foul ? 

O I he will ftill be prcfciU to m\ eyes ; 

His W'ords will ever echo in my ears ; 
hiill will he be thetoiture of my days. 

Bane of my life, and ruin of my glory. 

) And mine and all. O nioft abandon’d 

villain ! 

0 lafting fcandal to our godlike race ! 

That could contrive a crime fo foul as inceft. 

PLrd, Inceft ! O, name it not ! 

The very mention lhakes my inmoft foul ; 

The gods arc ftartlcd in their peaceful manfions, 
And nature fickens at the iliocking found. ^ . 
Thou brutal wretch, thou execrable mouftcr ! 

To break thro’ all the laws that early flow 
From untaught rcafun, and diftinguilh man j 
Mix like the fenfelcis herd with beftial luft, 
Motlier anil fon prepufteroully wicked; 

To hanifh from thy Ibul the reverence due 
To honour, nature, and the genial bed; 

And injuie one io great, fo good as Thefeus ! 
Ehj, To injure one fo great, fo good as 
Phaidra. 

O flavc > to wrong fuch purity as thine ; 

Such dazzling brightnefs, fuch exalted virtue. 
Pb^d. Virtue 1 all-feeing gods, ye know my 
virtue. 

1 Muft I fiippoit all this > O righteous Heaven! 

I Can’t I yef I'pcak ^ Reproach 1 could have borne, 

I Pointed his llitiie’s flings, and edg’d his rage : 

But to be prais’d ! Now, Minos, I defy thee j 

Kv’n all thy dreadful magazines of pains, 

Stones, furies, wheels, are flight to what I fuffer, 
And hell itfclf’s relief. 

7'btf, What's hell to thcc * 

What crimes couldft thou commit? or what re- 
proaches 

Could innocence fo pure as Phicdra's fear r 
O ! thou'rt the chafteft matron of riiv fex, 

I'lie faireft pattern of excelling virtue. 

Our lateft annals fliall record thy glory, 

The maid’s example, and the matron’^ theme. 
Each Ikilful artift lliall exprefs thy form 
In animated gold. The tlireat’ning fword 
Shall hang for ever o’er thy fnowy bofom; 

Such heavenly beauty on tli}' face ftrill bloom 
As lhall almoft excule the villain’s cciine; 

But yet that firmncfs, that unlhaken virtue. 

As ftill lhall make the monfter more detefted. 
Wheic’er you pafs, the crov'ded way fliall found 
With joyful cries andemilefs acclamations. 

And when afpiring bards in daring ftrains 
Shall raife fome heavenly matron to the powVs, 
They’ll fay, She’s great, Ihe’s true, Ihe’s chafte 
as Phaedra. 

Phad. This might have been. Bat now, O 
cruel ftars ! 

Now, as I pafs, the crowded way lhall found 
With hifling fcorn, and murm’riag deteftation. 
Thv lateft annals fliall record my fliaihc ; 

And when tli’ avenging Mufc with pointed rage 
Would fink fame impious woman down to iicll, 

She’R 
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Sihc'Il fay, She's fidfei ihc's bafe, ihc's foul as 
Phaedra. 

yhef. Hadil thou been foul, had horrid violation 
Call any (bins on purity like thine, ' 

They're waih'd already in the villain's blood : 
The very fword, his inftrument of horror, 

£re this time drench'd in his inct- ftuous heart, 
Hath done thee juftice, and aveng'd the^:riines« 
He us'd it to perform. 

E?i£er Mejfenger. 

Mtff, Alas !^my lord, 

Kre this the prince is dead. I faw Cratandcr 
Give him a mord ; I faw him boldly take it, 
Rear it on high, and point it to his brcaii. 

With ftcady liands, and with difdainful looks, 
As one that fear’d not death, but Icorn’d to die, 

And not in battle. A loud clamour follow’d} 

And the furrounding Ibldicrs hid from fight, 
Rut all pronounc’d him dead. 

Pbacei. Is he then dead ^ 

Yes, yes, he’s dead; and dead by my 
command. 

And in this dicadful aft of mournful juftice 
I’m more renown’d than in my dear-bought lau- 
rels. 

PbatL Thcnthou'rt renown'd indeed.*— O hap- 
py Thefeus ! 

O only worthy of the love of Phaedra ! 

Haftc then, let’s join our well -met hands together, 
Unite for ever, and defy the gods 
To (hew a pair fo eminently wretched. 

Thef, Wretched ! for what ? for what the 
" world muft praife me, 

For what the nations fliall adore my juftice, 

A villain’s death? 

Pbad. Hippoliius a villain I 
O, he was all his godlike fire could wifti, 

The pride of Thcleus, and the hope of Crete, 
l^or did the braved of his godlike race 
Tread with fuch early hopes the paths of honour. 
What can this mean? declare, ambigu- 
ous Phaedra, 

Say whence thefe iliifting gufts of clailiing rage * 
W hy are thy doubted fpeeches dark and ti ouble<y 
As Cretan teas when vex’d by warring winds ? 
Why is a villain, with alternate pailion, 

Accus’d and prais’d, detefted and deplor’d ! 

Pb^ed, Canft thou not guefs ? 

Canft thou not read it in my furious paftlons, 

In all the wild diforders of my foul ? 

Couldft thou not fee it in the noble warmth 
That urg’d the darling youth to afts of honour? 
Couldft thou not find it in the gen’rous truth 
Which fparkled in his eyes, and^ open’d in his 
face ? 

Couldft not perceive it in the chafte referve, 

In every word and look, each godlike aft, 
Couldft thou not fee Hippolitus was guiltlefs ? 
7bef, Guiltlefs ! O all yc gods I what can thi) 
mean ? 

Pbad\ Mean t that the guilt is mine^ riiat vir* 
tuous Phaedra, 

The ej^plcy and the matieii’s theme, 
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With beftial paflion woo’d your loathing fon. / 

‘ And when denied, with impious accuiation « ^ 
Sullied the luftre of his fhining honour ; 

Of my own crimes accus’d the faultlcfs youth. 
And with enfnaring wiles deftroyed that virtue 
1 tried in vain to fhakc. 

*Tb£f. Is he then guiltlefs ? 

Guiltlefs?' then what art thou? and,0 juft Heaven > 
What a detefted parricide is Theftus ! 

Pbad, What am I? what indeed, but one more 
black 

Than earth or hell e’er bore ! O horrid mixturt^- 
Of crimesTand woes, of parricide aifd inceft. 
Perjury, murder, to arm the erring father 
Againft the guiltlefs fon ! O impious Lycon, 

In what a hell of woes thy arts have plung’d me! 
7hef. Lycon ! — Here, guards.— O moft aban- 
don'd. villain ! 

Secure him, feizehim, drag him piecemeal hither. 
Enter Guards. 

Cua, Who has, my lord, iucurr’d your high 
difplc.jfure ? 

' Ihef. Who can it be, yc gods, but perjur’d Ly- 
con ? 

Who can infpire fuch ftorms of rage, but Lycon ? 
Where has my fword left one fo black, but Ly- 
con ? 

Where, wretched Thefeus, is thy bed and hcanf 
The very darling of my foul and eyes? 

O beauteous fiend ! Brt truft not to thy form. 
You too", my fon, was Ifejr; your manly beauties 
Charm’d ev’ry heart (O Heavens') to your dc- 
ftruftion ; 

You too were good, your virtuous foul abhorr’d 
The crimes for which you died. O impious 
Fhxdra ! 

Inccftiious fury! execrable murdVefs ! 

Is there revenge on earth, or pain in hell 
Can art invent, or boiling rage fuggeft, 

Kv’ft cndlcfs torture, which tltou lhalt notfulfer^ 
Pbad. And is there auglu on earth I would 
not fuffer ? 

O, were there vengeance equal to my crimes, 
Thou needft rot claim it, moft unhappy youth, 
From any haiys but mine j t’ avenge thy fate 
I’d court the ft-Tceft pains, and fue for tortures, 
And Phaedra’s i^iff’rings fljoulclT^tonc for thine j 
Ev’n now I fall a vicliin to thy wrongs ; 

Ev’n now a fatal Vraiight woiks out my foul ; 
Ev’n now it curdles in my Ihrinking veins 
The lazy blood, aiio freezes at my heart. 

Lyconi brought in. 

Ibif. Haft thou crap’d my wrath ? Yet, 
pious Lycon, 

On thee I’ll empty all my hoard* of vengeance^ 
And glut my boundlefs rage. 

Lye. O mercy, mercy 1 

fbe/. Sudi thou ftialt find as thy beft deeds 
deferve; 

Such as thy guilty Ibul can hope fhwn Thefeus j 
Such as thou Ihew’dft to poor HippoHtus« 

Jyc. O! cha'n me^ whip ipei let me the' 
fcorn 
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fordid rabbleSi and infulting crowds ; 
oive me but life, and ihake that life mod wretched* 
Art thou fo bafe, fo fpintlefs a Have ? 
Not fo the lovely youth thy ans have ruin’d. 

Not jfo he bore the fate to which y ..u doom’d him. 

Tbef, O abject villain !— Yet it gives me joy 
To fee the fears that Ihake thy guilty foul, 
Enhance thy crimes, and antedate thy woes* 

O, how thou’lt howl thy fearful foul away » 
While laughing crowds fhall echo to thy cries, 
,Aml make thy pains their fport. Haftc, hence, 
* awaj with him. 

Drag him to all the torments- earth cdh fumifh; 
Let him be rack’d and gafli’d, impal’d alive ; 
Then let the mangled monftcr, fix’d on high, 
Grin o’er the Hiouting crowds, and glut their 
vengeance. 

lienee I away ! lL\ro>i Lome ojf'. 

And is this all ? and ait thou not appeas'd ? 

Will this atone for poor Hippolitus ? 

0 ungorg’d appetite ! O rav’npus third 

Of a foil’s blood ! what, not a day, a moment? 
Pb<ed. A day, a moment! O, thou Ihouldd 
hnvo fluid 

Years, ages, all the round of circling time, 

Ere touch the life of that confummate \outh. 

Ibef. And yet with joy I flew to his deflru£lion, 
Boaited his fate, and triumph’d in his ruin. 

Not this I promis’d to his dying mother. 

When in her mortal pants Ihe fighing gave me 
The laft cold kifles fro|^hcr trembling lips, 

Htr hft words now fiilt’ring from her tongue. 
And reach’d her feeble wand'iing^ hands to mine; 
\\£Jien her lafl "breath now quiv’ring athcrmoutli 
Implor'd my goodnefs to her lovely 
To her Hippolitus. He, alas! dclccnds 
An early victim to the lazy (hades, 

(O Heaven and earth!) by Thefeus doom’d 
defeends. 

Phted, He’s doom'd by Thefeus, but accus’d 
by Phaedra, 

By Phaedra’s inadnefs, and by Lycon’s hatred. 
Yet with my life L expiate my plirenzy, 

And die for thee my headlong rhije deflroy’d. 
Thee 1 purfuc, O great ill-fated Xuth ! 

Purfuc thee Hill, but now with «afte defircs ; 
Thee thro* the difmal waftc of Joomy death, 
The^tlu^o’^lie |limm'rfng.daw, and purer day. 
Thro' all the Elyfian plains V- ■ O righteous 
Minos ! f 

Elyfian plains ! There he vam his Ifmcna 
Shall fport for ever, (hall fi/ ever drink 
Immortal lovel^’while I fajofF (hall howl 
loriejy plains, while alli^e blacked ghofts 
Shrink trom the baleful Ji^t of one more mon- 
drous 

And more accurd than they, 

\7hef, 1 too mud die; 

1 too mud once more fee the burning (hore 
Of livid Acheron and black Cocytus, ^ 
Whence no«Alcides will rcleafe me now. 

Pbgd. Then why |his day? Come on, let’s 
plunge together. 

See, HcQ (et« wide its admantine gates* 
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See, thro* the fable gates the black Cocytus 
In fmoky circles rolls its fiery waves ; 

Hear, hear the dunning harmonies of woe, 

The din of rattling chains, of clalhing whips. 

Of groans, or loud complaints, of piercing 
(lirieks, 

That ^ide thro* all its gloomy world refound. 
iHow huge Maegara dalks ! what dreaming fires 
Blaze from her jglaring eyes ! w^hat ferpents curl 
In horrid wreaths, and hits around her head ! 
NW, now (he drags me to the bar of Minos ; 

Sec how the awful judges of the dead 

Look dcadfiid hate, and horrible dil'roay ? , ' 

See, Minos turns away his loathing eyes ; 

Rage chokes his drug’gling W'ords ; the fatal urn 
Dn.ps from his trembling hand. O all ye gods I 
What, Lycon here ? O execrable villain ! 

Then am I dill on earth ? By Hell I am, 

A fury now, a feourge preferv’d for Lycou. 

Sec, the jud beings offer to my vengeance 
That impious (lave. Now, Lycon, for revenge : 
Thanks, Heaven, *tis here. Til drike it to his 
heart. 

\Mifiaiiing Tbefntsfnr Lycon^ (ffen to flab him* 
Heavens! *tis your lord, 

PKvd^ My lord ! O cqvial Heaven ! 

Mud each portentous moment rife in crimes. 

And rallying life go off in parricide > 

This glimpl'e of rcafon fomc indulgent God 
Hath granted me to clofc tlic feene of guilt. 

Then trud not thy How drugs. Thus furc of 
death 

Complete thy horrors. — And if this fiiffice not, 
Thou Minos do tlic red. \Stabs berfilf, 

7h/» Defp’ratc to the lad — in cv’ry pamon 
furious* 

Pbard. I alk not, 

Nor do I hope from thee forgivenefs, Thefeus j 
But yet amidd my crimes remember dill, 

That my offence was not my nature’s fault. 

The wiath of Venus, which purfues our race, 
Fird kindled in my bread thole guilty fires* 
Rclidlefs goddefs, I confefs thy pow’r, 

To thee 1 make lib-ation of my blood. 

Venus, avert thy hatc-^may wretched Phaedra 
Prove the lad viftim of her fated line. 

7’bt/. At length (he's quiet, flie’is dead : 

And now earth bears not fuch a wretch as 
Thefeus. 

Yet I'll obey Hippolitus, and live : 

Then to the wars; and as ihc Corybandnes, 

With cla(hing (hiflds and braying||niir^tii,, 
drown’d 

The cries of infant Jove, I’ll difle cqnftience^ 
And Nature's murmurs, in the din of 
But what are arms to me ? is he not dead 
For whom I fought ? for whom my hoary age 
Glow’d with the boiling heat of youth in battle? 
How then to drag a wreEhed life beneath 
An endJefs round of dilUretuniing woes, 

And all the gnawing pangs of vain remorfe ? 
What torment’s this ?— Therefore, O gwatly 
thought! ^ . 

Therefore do iufticc on thyfclf, and liyij r 
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Live above ail moll infinitely wretched, 

Ifinena too !■- ■.Nay then, avenging Heaven 

{^ Ifinota enters. 

Has vented all rage.— —0_ wretched maid ! 
Why doft thou come to fwell my raging grief? 
wKy add to forrows, and cmbittei woes ? 

Why do thy mournful ey^cs upbiaid my guilt ? « 
Why thus recal to my afflidted foul 
The fad remembrance of my godlike Ton, 

.Of that dear youth my cruelty has niuider’d ? 

O gods, your redded bolts of fire 
Had dealt Icfs torment to my luifring frame 
• Than that dedru£tive word hath given my heart. 
Life yields beneath the found. 

Jfm. Ruin’d I O ail ye powVs f O awful 
Thefeus I 

Say, w'hcrc’s my lord ? fay, where has fate dif- 
pos'd him } 

O fpcak ? the fear didra6ls me. 

Tbff. Gods ! can 1 fpeak ? 

Can 1 declare his fate to his Ifnicna f 
O lovely maid ' couldll thou admit of comfort, 
Thou iho'ildd for ever be my only care, 

Work of my life, and labour of my foul. 

For thee alone my forrows, lull’d, lhall ccafe, 
Ceafe for a w'hilc to mourn my murder’d fon ; 
For thee alone my fword once more lhall rage, 
Redore the crown of which it robbb’d your race. 
Then let your grief give way to thoughts of 
empire ; 

At thy own Athens reign. The happy crowd 
Beneath the eafy yoke with pleafurc bow, 

And think in thee their own Minerva reigns. 
Ifm. Mud I then reign, nay, mud 1 live 
without him > 

Not fo, O godlike youth ! you lov’d Ifmcna : 
You, for her fake, refus’d the Cretan empire. 
And yet a nobler gift, the royal Phxdra. 

Shall 1 then take a crown, a guilty crown. 

From the rclentlefs hand that doom’d thy 
death ? 

O ! ’tis in death alone I can have cafe, 

And thus I find it. IQffers tofiab berfelf. 

Enter HippoUtus. 

Hip. O forbear, Ifmena! 
forbear, chadc maid, to wound thy tender bofom. 
b Heaven and earth ! Ihould die rciblvc to die, 
And fnatch all beauty from the widow’d earth ? 
Was it for me, ye gods ! dic’d fall a vidlim ? 
Was it for me dic’d, die ? Odicavenly virgin ! 
Revive, Ifmena, 

Return to light, to happinefs, and love, 

See> fee thy own Hippolirus, who lives, 

And hopes to live for thee. 

Ifm. Hippolitus! 

Am I alive or dead ? Is this Elyfium ? 

*Tis he,^’tss all Hippolitus. Art well ? 

Art thou not wounded ? 

The/. O unhop’d-for jojr ! 

$titnd off, and let me fly into his arms. 

Speak^ fay, what god, what miracle preferv’d 

Didff thou not llrik&thy father's cruel prefent. 


fcly fword, into thy bread ? / 

Hip. I aim’d it there. 

But turn’d it from im’fclf, and flew Cratander; 
The guards, not trufted with his fatal orders, 

[ Granted my widi, and brought me to the king. 

I fear’d not dcivth, but could not bear the thought 
Of Thefeus’ forrow, and Ifmcna’s lofs ; 
Therefore I haden’d to your royal prefcncc, 

Here to receive my doom. 

7hef Be this thy doom. 

To live for ever in Jfmcn.Vs arms. 

Go, heavcufly pair, and with your dazisling virtues, 
Your courage, truth, your innocence and love. 
Amaze and charm mankind; and rule that 
empire, 

For which in vain your rival fathers fought. 

Ifm. O killing joy ! 

Hip. O cedafy of blifs ! 

Am I poflefs'J at lad of my Ifmena ? 

Of that cclcdial maid, O pitying gods ! 

How Hiall 1 thank your bounties for my 
fuff rings, 

For all my pains, and all the pangs I’ve borne ? 
Since *twas to them 1 owe divine Ifmcna, 

To them I owe the dear confent of Thefeus. 

Yet there’s a pain lies heavy on my heart, 

For the difadrous fate of haplefs Phaeilra ! 

7hef. Deep was her anguifli for the wrongs 
me did you. 

She chofe to die ; and if. her death deplor’d 
Your fate, and not her own. 

Hip. I’ve heard it all. ‘Unhappy Phaedra ! 

O had not pafiion fuUied her renown, ^ , 
None e’er 4>n earth had ihonc with equal lulbre ! 
So glorious liv’d, or fo lamented died. 

Her faults were only faults of raging love. 

Her virtues all her own. 

[fm. Unhappy Phaedra ! 

Was there no other way, jc pitying pow’rs^ 

No other way to crown Ifmena s love ? 

Then mud I ever mourn her cruel fate. 

And in the midd of my triumphant joy, 

Ev’n in my h^o’s arms, confels fome forrow. 
7hef. O tenner maidl forbear with ill-tim'd 
griV 

To damp our ti^dfings, and incenfe the gods; 

But let’s awan and.-^ay kfeld Hv^'yen our 
thanks \ 

For all the wondef^ in our favour wrought ; 
That Heaven, wlofc mercy refeued erring 
Thefeus \ 

From execrable crimc\i, and endiefs woes. 

Then learn from xi^, ye kings that rtflc thlj 
world : ^ 

With equal poize let deady judice fway, 

And flagrant crimes with certain vengeante / 

But, ti n e proofs are clear, the ftroke delay. J. 
Hip. The righteous gods, that innocence re* 
quire, ^ • 

Prote6t the ^dnefs which themfelves inlpire; 
Un^rded virtue human arts defies, 

Th accus'd is happy^ while th'nccufer die^ 

lExem omnes. 

5 4S- 



ciooK in. 

' § 49. 


D R A lii' A T I C. 


ih 


The Happinefs of a free Coverfiment 

S. Johnson. 

TF there be any land, as fame reports, 

Where common laws reftrain the prince and 
fubjeft, 

A happy land, where circulating pow’r 
Flows thro* .each member of th* embodied ftate 
Sure, not unconfeious of the miglny blcfTing, 
Her grateful fons lliine bright with cv’ry virtue j 
-Untainted with the loft of innovation, 

Sure all unite to hold hoi league of rule 
Unbrokcn'*as the facred chain of naiVre, 

That links the jarring elements in peace. 


§ c;o. The Killing of a Bonrm OTwaY. 

XpORTH from the thicket nifh’d another boar, 
^ So large, he feem’d the tyrant of the woods, 
With all his dreadful briftles rais’d up high; 
They feem’d a grove of fpears upon his back ; 
Foaming he came at me, where I was polled. 
Whetring his huge long tufks, and gaping wide, 
As he already had me for his prey ; 

Till, brandilhing my well-pois’d javelin high, 
With this bold executing arm 1 ftruck 
The ugly brindled monftcr to the heart. 

§ 51. Dff( ription of a populous Citj% Yo U NG • 
ancient city, 

^ How wanton fits lhc,aniidftnaturc*sfiniles! 
Nor from her higheft turret has to view 
But golden landfcapcs and luxuriant fccncs, 

A wafic of wealth, the ftore-b.oufc of the world; 
Htre Iruiiful vales far ftretehing fly the fight, 
T'hcic fails unnumber’d whiten all the ftream, 
While frtnn the banks full twenty thoufand cities 
Survey their pride, and <ec their gilded towers 
Float on the waves, and break againll the Ihore 
—Various nations mc( 

As in a fca, yet not confin'd in fiace, 
liut ft reaming freely thro’ the rfacious ftrccts, 
Which fend forth millions at mh brazen gate ; 
WhfiaiJfr th^trumpd^alls, /igh over head 
the broad walls the cha|j^ts bound along. 


yii . 

§ 52. Rural:Couf^p^ ' 0 RYDEN. 

preferred me ^ 

“ Above the mkldens 6rm]^aee and rank; 
Still fhunn’d their cqmpany, and fti 11 fought mine. 
X was not won by gifts, yet ftill he gave ; 

And all his gifts, tho’ imall, yet ff^c his love: 
He pick’d the earlieft ftrawberries in the woods, 
The clufter’d filbens, and the purple grapes : 

He tau^t a prating ftare to Ijpeak my namp ; 
A^d when he found a neft of nightingales. 

Or callow linnets, he would (hew 'em me, 

And let me tako ’em out. 


5 5 ^ I^efniption of a Perfon Uft on a Def^t 
^fland. ThomSONw 

■'^EXT night— a dreary night I , ' 

Caft on the wildcft of the Cyclad Iflcs, 
Where never human foot had mark’d the ftiore, 
Thcfe ruffians left me.- 


--Beneath a ihade 


I fat me down, inon: heavily opprefs’d, 

Moic dcfohte at heart, than e'er I felt 
Before. When Philomela o’er my head 
Began to tune her melancholy drain, 

As piteous of my woes : till, by degrees, 
Compofing deep on wounded nature Ihcd 
A kind but fhori relief. At early morn, 

WakM by the chaunt of birds, I look’d around 
Foi ufual objc£ls: objc£ls found I none, 

Except before me ftrctch’d the toiling main, 

And rocks and woods, in favage view, behind. 

§ 54. The firji Feats of ayoung Eagle. Rbwtf. 
qO the eagle, 

^That bears the thunder of our grand fire Jove^ 
With joy beholds his hardy youthful oflspring ■ 
Forfake the neft, to try his tender pinions 
In the wide untrackM air ; rill, bolder grown,' 
Now like a whirlwind on a Ihepherd’s fold 
He darts precipitate, and gripes the prey ; 

Or fixing on fome dragon’s Icaly hide. 

Eager of combat, and his future feaft. 

Bears him aloft, relu^lant, and in vain 
Wreathing his fpiry tail. 


§ 5^. The true End of Educaiion. Rot\’'E. ' 
A ND therefore weft thou bred to virtuous 
^ knowledge, 

And wifdom early planted in thy foul, 

That thou might ’ft know to rule thy fierjr palfions ; 

bind their rage, and ftay their headlong couri'e ; 
To bear with accidents, and every change 
Of various life ; to druggie with adverfity ; 

To wait the leifure of the righteous Gods, 
rill ihcy, in their own good appointed hour, •' 
Shull bid thy better days come rorth at once; 

A long and ihining train; till thou, well pleas’d, 
Shalt bow, and blefs thy fate, and fay the Gods 
are juft. 


§ 56. Filial Pietj. MaliET. 

E 'ER fince reflcai on beam’d herlight upon me, 
You, fir, have been my ftudy. I have-phe d 
Before mine cyci, in every light of life. 

The ftther and the king. What weight of du7 
Lay on a fon from fuch a parent fprung; 

What virtuous toil to (hme with hit renown ; 
Has beenmythoughrbyday, roy dream by 'nj|Jltt. 

But firft and ever nearfft to my heart ’ 

Was this prime duty, fo to firame Bw coimua 
Tow’rd fuch a'ftther, mi were | a ather, 

ma ^ 


My 
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My foul would wifli to meet with from a Ton. 
And may reproach trimfitlit iny name abhoff’d 
lateft time — if ever thought was mine 
Unjuft CO diial reverence, filial love. 


EXTRACTS, 
§ 6 * 


Rook III. 


. 5 57. 7he Jlwie, Thomson. 

H AVK I then no tears for thee, my fiitlwr ? 

Can I forget thy carcS, from hclpltA yeais 
Thy tcndcmels for me ? An eye ftill beam'd 
With lo^e ? A brow that never knew a frown ? 
l^or a harlh word thy tongue * Shall I for thefe 
Repay thy ftooping venerable age 
With ihame, difquict, ringuifli, and difhonour? 
it muft not be !— thou ftrft of angel* ! come. 
Sweet filial piety ! and fthn my bread : 

V-es, let one daughter to her fate fubmtt, 
nobly wfttched — but her father happy. 


5 s«. 


tor tune more eq/ilj borne than 


Rqwe. 

X^ITH fuch unfhaken tcmjjer of the foul 

To bear the fvveUing tide of prolp'rous for- 
Is to deferve that fortilnc.-i-In advcrfity [tune, 
The mind grows tough by buffeting the tempefti 
But, in fuccefs diffolving, finks to cafe, 

And lofes all her firmiiefs. 


§ 59* Dejtair never to be indulged* PWltips. 
^pHO’ plung'd In ills, and exercis’d in eaiC| 

Yet never Idt the noble mind dcfpair : 

When preft by dangers, and befet with foes, 

The Gods their timely luccour mterpofc ; 

And when our virtue finks, o’envhclm'd with grief, 
By unforefeen expedients bring relief. 


§ 60. A Friend to Freedom can never he a 
Traitor. Thomson. 

*•— pjE who contends for freedom, 

Can ne’er be juftly deem’d his Ibvcrcign's 
foe } 

No, ’tis thc wretch who tempts him to fubvert it, 
The foothing (lave, the traitor in the boibm, 
Who beft deferves that name; he is a worm 
That cats out all the happinefs of kingdoms. 


§ 6». befeription of a Hag, Otway. 
TN a clofe lane, as I purfued my journey, 

*•* I fpied a wither’d hag, with age grown double, 
Picking dty fticks, and .mumbling to hcrfclf; 
Her eyes with fcalding rheum vierc gall’d and red, 
Cold pall^ tfiook her head, her hands leem’d 
■ wither’d, 

And on her crooked fhoulders had flic wrapp’d 
The tatter’d remnants of ari olcl ftrip'd hanging. 
Which ferv’d to keep her carcafe froift the cold ; 
So'therc was nothing of a piece about her. 

Her lower weeds were all o’er coarlcly patch’d 
With diftercm-colour'd rags, black, red, white, 
' yellow', 

And feeni- d to fpeak variety of wrctchcdncfs. * 


Happint'fi the infeparable Compamon of' 
Virtue. ^ KOWli 

»yO be good is to be happy; angels 

^ Are happier thail men^ bccaulc they’re 
better. 

Guilt is the fourcc of forrow' ; ’tis the fiend, 

Til* avenging fiend, tliat follows ns behind 
/With whips and (lings i the bleft ^know nont of 
this. 

But reft in cvcriafting peace of mind, [nef* , 
And find the height of all their heaven is good- ' 


§ 63. Honour Juperior to Juftirr. 

Thomson. 

TTONOUR, my Lord, is mifch too proud t# 
“ catch 

At everv (lender twig of nice diftin6lions. 

Thefe for the unfeeling vulgar may do well : 

But thofe whofc foul? are by the nicer rule 
Of virtuous delicacy only fway’d. 

Stand at another bar than that of laws. 


§ 64. In *ivhat Manner Princes ought to h* 
iaf'gbt. Mallet^ 

f ET truth ami virtue be their carlicft teachers* 
^ Keep from their ear tV^e firen-voicc of flattery, 
Keep from their eye the harJot-fofm of vice, 
Who fpread, in every court, their filkcn fnares 
And charm but to betray* Betimes inftnift them, 
Superior rank demands fuperiot Worth j 
Pre-eminence of valour, juftice, mercy : 

But chief, that, rho’ exalted o’er manxind, 

They are themfclves but men — frail fulTcring dnft j 
From no one injury of human lot 
Exempt; but fever’d by the fame heat, chill’d 
By the lame cold, torn by the fame difeafe, 

That fcorchcs, freezes, racks, and kills the beggar. 


§ 65. Ttni(End of Royalty, Mallet. 

O Heaven ! 

^ Who(c\ eye the heart’s profoundeft 
depi(?.i eXplnr*:, » ^ 

That if not to perfd^'m my regal talk ; 

To be the common lUher of my people, 

Patron of honmir, vii^^ae, and religion 5 
If not to flicJter ufaful'^vorth, to guard 
His wcil-eam’d portion^ from the Tons of rapine^ 
And deal out jufticc w;fth impartial hand ; 

If nut to fpread on all good men thy bounty. 
The treafures trufted to me, not my ownj 
If not to raife anew our Englilh name, 

By peaceful ans,> that grace the land they blcfr, 
And generous war to liumblc proud oppreflbrs^ 
Yet more, if not to build the public weal 
On that firm bafe, w hich can alone refilt' , 

Both time and chance, fair liberty and law ; . . 
If I for thefe great ends am not ordain’dr- 
May The cr poorly' fill the throne of England. 

$ 66 . 
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^ ^ f,b. The real Duty of a King. Rowe. 

»rpis true, I am a king : 

Honour aiul j^lory too have been my aim: 
But tho* I dare face death, and all the dangers 
Which furious war wears in its bloody front, 
Yet could [ choofc to fix my fame by peace. 

By jufiict, anS by mercy; and to raiic 
My trophies on the blelfings of mankind : 

Kor vi’ould I buy the empire of the world 
Y'ith ruin of the people whom 1 1 way, 

" Of forfeit of my honour. 
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§67. CharaEler of a good King, Thomson. 

» yKS, we have loft a father ! 

■■■ The greateft bleifing Heaven beftows on 
mortals, 

And feldom found amidft thefe wilds of time, 

A good, a worthy king * — Hear me, my Tancred, 
And I will tell thee, in a few plain words, 

}Iow he deferv’d that beft, that glorious title. 
'Tis nought complex, *tis cljcar as truth and virtue 
He lov’d his people, deem'd them all his children 
^'he good exalted, and deprefs’d the ))ad : 

He fporn’d the flattering crew, as irh fcorn rejefVed 
Their finooth advice, tlut only means thcmfelves; 
7'hcir fehemes to aggrJndize him into bafenefs: 
Well knowing that a pfoplc in their rights 
And induftry protefteo; living fiife 
Bpneath the lacred fiicltcrof the laws; 
^Encourag’d in their genius, arts, and labours; 
*ftjnd happy each ns he himlelf deferves; 

Are ne’er ungrateful. With unlparing hand 
They will for him provide : their filial love 
And confidence are his unfailing frealury, 

Aud every honed man his faithful guard. 


§ 68. The Guilt of bad Kings, MaTJ.ET. 

Y^HEN thofe whom Heaven diftinguiflics o’c 
millions, \ 

And fhow’rsprofufely poAv’r and jplendoronthcm, 
Whate’er th’ expanded heart cai^vilh; when they. 
Accepting the reward, ncgleiWhe duty. 

Or w^c, pe^Acrt tj)o(e gifts /o deeds of ruin, 
'is* there a wretch tney*lPuic fi/ bale as they } 
Guilty, at once, of facrilegct'-to Heaven, 

And of perfidious robberv^o man ! 

§ 69. The true End of '-Life, Thomson. 

«r H 0, who wou Id live, my Narva, j uft to bnjiithc 
™ This idle air, and indolently run, 

Day after day, the Hill returning round 
Of life’s mean offices, and fickly joys.» 

But in the fervicc of mankind to be 
A guyiSian god below ; dill to employ 
mind’s brave ardour in heroic aims, 

^ch as may wife us o’er the groveling herd, 
And mal^e us ffiihc for ever— that is £ifo. 


§ 70. Tie fame, S, JoHNSOK. 

T) ^^’f-'ECT thatliieand death, aflefting Ibundsi 
Arc only vaihxl mudcs of endlels being. 
Reflect that life, like every other bleiluig, 
Derives its value from its u.'i: alonp ; 

Not for ilk If, but for a nobler end, 

Th’ Eternal gave it, and that end is virtue, 
Vv'heh inconfirtent with a greater good, 

Reafon commands to caft the Icfs away ; 

Tiui.s life, with lofs of wealth, i> well preferv’d, 
And virtue cheaply fav’d with lofs of life, 




§ •:i, A IJon wn'comc by a Mm, LeE. 

prince in a lone court was plac’d. 
Unarm'd, all but his hands, on whiph he W'orc 
A pair of gantlets, 

At laft, the door of an old lion’s <lcn 
Being drawn up, the horrid beaft appear'd : 

The diiniei., which fiom his eve Ihot glaring red, 
Made the fun ftart, as the Ipci^lators thoiiglir, 
And round them caft a ‘day of Mood and dc.sth : 
The prince walk'd foAvard ; the large bcaft Jct 
fcrled 

Hifi prey ; and, wfith a roar that made us pale, 
Flew fierce) V on him : but Lvfimachus, 

Starling afide, avoided his firft ftrokc 
With a fligl.i hint; and, as the Hon turn’d, 
Thruft gantlet, arm and all, into his throat t 
Tiicn with Hciculcaii force tore foith bv th* roots 
The foaming bloody tongue; and while tfie fa^ 
vage, 

Faint with ilic lof«>, funk to the bhifiiing earth, 
Tophiw ii with his teeth, your ronqu’ring i’oldicr 
heap’d on hi.s back, and dulh'd his Ikull to pieces, 




§71. Chara^er of m cXi client Man^ RowF. 

OW could my tongue 
Talteplcafure.aiui he lavilhinthypraife* 
How could I Ipi-ak tliy nobieiiefs of nature • 
Thy open, manly lipart, thy com age, conftancy, 
And inborn truth, unknowing to diiremble : 
Thou art the man in whom my foul delights. 

In whom, next Heaven, I truft. 


§ 73, Virtue the only true Source of Nobility, 

Thomson, 

T TELL thee, then, whoe’er amidll the fops 
^ Of reafon, valour, liberty, and virtue, 
Difplays diftinguifh’d merit, is a noble 
Of Nature’s own creating. Such have rifen, 
Spiung from the duft, or where had been our ho* 
nours } 

And fuch, in radiant bands, will rife again 
In yon immortal city ; that, when moft 
Depreft by fate, and near apparent ruin,i 
Returns, as with an energy divine, 

On her aftoniili’d foes, and i]iaKcs them IVom her, 
m3 § 74- 
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§ 74. Tl&tf bap^ EJfeHs cf Misfortune, 
Thomson. 

TF misfortune comes, flie brings along 
^ The bravcft virtues. And lb many great 
llludrious rpirits have convers'd with woe, 

Have in her fchool been taught, as arc enough 
To confccrate diftrefs, and make ambition 
£v n wiih the frown beyond the Imile of fo^unc. 


§ 75, Defeription of tbe Morning, Otway. 

TiyrISH*D morning’s come; and now upon the 
plains, 

And diflant mountains where they feed their flocks, 
The happy fhepherds leave their homely huts. 
And with their pipes proclaim the ncw-ljorn day : 
The lufty Twain comes with his \vell-fill*d ferip 
Of healthful viands, which, when hunger calls. 
With much content and appetite he eats, 

To follow in the Held his daily toil, 

And drefs the grateful glebe that yields him fruits; 
The beafts, tl^t under the warm hedges Aept, 
And weather’d out the cold bleak. night, are up; 
And, looking towards, the neighbouring paftures, 
raife 

Their voice, and bid their fellow brutes good- 
morrow : 

The cheerful birds too on the tops of trees 
Aifcmblc all in choirs; and with their notes 
Salute, and welcome up, the rifing fun. 


§ 76. Another, Lee. 

■pROM amber Ibroiuls I fee the morning rife ; 

Her roly hands begin to paint the Ikies ; 

And now the city emmets leave their hi\c. 

And roufing hir.ds to cheerful labour drive ; 
High cliffs and locks are plcafnig objefts now. 
And nature fmilts upon the mountain brow ; 
The joyful birds falutc the fun’s approach ; 

The fun too laughs, and mounts hia gaudy coach; 
.While from his car the dropping gems diflil, 
And all the earth, and all the heavens, do fmilc. 


§ 77. *Ibe charming Notes of the Nightingale, 

Lee. 

^HUS, in fome poplar fhade, the nightingale 
With piercing moans docs her loft young be- 
wail: t 

Which the rough hind, obferving as they lay 
Warm in their downy neft, had ftolen away : 
But Ihe in mounitul founds docs fci 1 1 complain,") 
Sings all the night, tho’ all herfongs are vain, S 
And Hill renews her mifcrahle ftrain. J 


§ 78. 7 he fame, Rowe. 

CO whc.i the fpring renews the flow'ry field, 

^ And warns the pregnant nightingale to build; 
She fecks the fafeft Ihclier of the wood, 

Where file may truft her little tuneful brood : 


Where no rude fwains her ihadycell may know, 
No ferpents climb, nor blading winds may blow: , 
Fond of the chofen place, Ihe views it o*cr. 

Sits there, and wanders tliro’ the grove no more; 
Warbling fiic charms it each returning night, 
And lov'es it with a mother’s dear delight. 


§ 79. worthlefs Pnfofi can claim no Meni 
from the Vhtuts of ht 5 Anccjlors, Rowe. ^ 


T^ERE honour to be fcann'd by long defeent 
From aaceftors illuftrious, 1 could vaunt 
A lineage of the greateft ; and recount. 

Among iiiy fatliei!,, names of ancient ftory. 
Heroes and godlike patriots, who fubdued 
The world by arms and viitue: 

But that be their own puiifc : 

Nor will 1 borrow merit fiom the dead, 

Myfelf an undel’erver. 


§ 80. Tbe Love of our Country the greateft of 
Virtues, Thom- on . 

r tIS only blot was this ; that, much provok’d, 
^ ^ He rais’d his vengeful arm againtt his country. 
And lo! the righteous godslhavc now chaftis’d him, 
Ev’n by ilie hands f)f thojl: for whom he fought. 
Wliatever private views ;|ul palfions plead, 

No caufe can juftify fo black a deed: 

Thcfc, when the angry tempeft clouds the foul, 
May darken reafon, and her courfe controul ; 
Bur, when the profpe6l clears, her ftartled eye ^ 
Muft from the ticach’rous gulph with hornn-fly. 
On whofe wild wave, hy ftoimy palfions toft. 

So many helplcfs wretches have been loft. 

Then be this truth the ftar liy which v%c ftcer : 
Above ourl’clvcs our country lhall be dear. 


§ 81, Tbe fame. W. Whitehead. 

L earn hence, ye Romans, on how lure a 
bafe { 

The patriot buihv his happinufs ; no ftroke, 

No keeneft, dcadfcft, fiiaft of adverfe fate, 

Can make his generous bofom quitj; dcfpair, 

15 ut that alone by vfcich ^:;o’'&i]ntry falls.' 

Grief may to gri.f irkendlcfs round fuccetd. 
And nature futfer w'hVn our children bleed ; 

Yet dill fuperior muftkhat hero prove, 

Whofe firft, beft pallion, is liis country's love. 


§ 82, In what Philofophy really cortfifts, 
l^HOMsON. 

PHILOSOPHY confifts not 

■*“ In airy fchemes, or idle fpcculations : 
The rule and condud of all focial life ^ 

Is her great province. Not in lonely cells"' 
Obfciire Ihc lurks, byt holds her heavenly ligh*^ 
To feiiates and lo kings, to guide theif coun.’.*, 

Aid 
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And teach them to reform and blefs mankind. 
All policy but hers are falfc and rotten ; 

All valour, not conduced by her precepts, 
a deftroying fury lent from hell, 

T^plague unhappy man, and ruin nations. 

\ . ' """ 

§ 83. Sdj^o y^ring the captive Prinrefs to her 
Royal^Lovtr, Thomson. ^ 

^7 HAT with admiration [virgin, 

Struck every heart was this: — A noble 
'■’Conlpicuous far o’er all the enptive* dames, 

Was mark'd the gen’ral prize, ^ic wept and 
blufliM, • _ \ ^ 

Young, tVefli, and blooinirglikethcmorn. An eye, 
As wlien the blue ficy trembles through a cloud 
Of pureft whita. A fecrct charm combin’d 
Her features, andinhis’d enchantment thro’ them; 
PJer lhape was harmony. — But eloquence 

redth her beauty fails ; which fcem*d on purpofe 
By n iturc laviHi'd on her, that mankind 
JVlight lee the virtue of a hero tried 
Almoft beyond the ftretch of human force. 

Soft as flic paisM along, with down-Cidt eyes, 
W^here gentle forrows Iwcll’d, and now and then 
Dropt o’er her modeft check a trickling tear, 

The Roman legions languilh’d, and hard war 
Felt more than pity, Rv’n their chief himfcif, 
As on his high tribunal rais’d he fat, 

Turn’d from the dangcrdiusfiejht, and chiding alk’d 
flis officers, if by this gift they meant 
To cloud his virtue in its very dawn. 


^c, queftion’d of her birth, in trembling accents, 
With tears and bluflics broken, told her talc. 
But when he found her royally defeended, 

Of her old captive parents the folc joy j 
And that a hawkfs Ccltibcrian prince. 

Her lover and belov’d, forgot his chains, 

Ilis loft dominions, and for her alone 
Wept out his tender foul ; fuddcii the heart 
Of this young conq'ring, loving, godlike Roman 
Felt all the great divinity of vinue# 

His wifliing youth flood check'd, his tempting 
pow’r • 

Reftrain’d by kind humanity.— At once 
He for her parents and her lover call’d. 

'J'hc various fccnc imagine : how his troops 
.Ji ...iK /Tdubious oflj u ri wonder’d what he meant; 
While ftretch'd below the tr^Miblingl'uppliants lay, 
Rack’d by a thouland min'gling paiTions, fear, 
Hope, jealou^r, difdain, lubmillion, grief. 
Anxiety, and love, in every fliape ; 

To*thcfc as different fentimems luccceded, 

A» mixt emotions ; when the man divine 
Thus the dread (ilcnce to the lover broke : 

<« We both are young, both charm’d. The right 
“ of war 

« Has put thy beauteous miftrefs in my pow’r; 
<< With whom 1 could in the mgft facred tics 
Livc^out a happy life : but know that Romans 
** TtKeir hearts, as well as enemies, can conquer. 
Then take her to thy foul ; and with her take 
Thy libeny and kingdom. In return 


I aflt biK this ; — ^when you behold ihcfc ^yes, 
** Thcfc charms, with iranlport, be a friend tP 
“ Rome.” 


§ 84. The BleJpKgs of Peace. Thomson. 
— O peace ! 

^ Sweet union of a ft ate! what clfcbutthou 
Gives* fafety, ftrength, and glory to a people ! 

1 bow, Lord Conflablc, beneath the fnow 
Of many years ; yet in my breaft revives 
A youthful flame. Methinks, 1 fee again 
Thofe gentle days renew’d, that bleft’d our ifle, 
Ere ly this wafteful fury of divifion, 

Worfe tli:m our Aetna’s moft deftruftive fires, 

It dcfolatcd funk. 1 ice our plains 
Unbounded waving with the gifts of harveft ; 
Our fcas with commerce throng’d, our bufy ports 
With cheerful toil. Our Enna blooms afrclh ; 
Afrelb the fwcets of thymy Ifybla blow. 

Our nymphs and flicphcrds, fpoiting in each vale, 
Infpirc new fong, and wake the pafloral reed. 


§85. Providence. Thomson. 

'T'HERE is a pow’r 

Unfeen, that rules th’ illimitable world, 
That guides its motions, from the brighteft ftar 
To the Icdft duft of this fln-tainted mould ; 
While man, who madly deems himftlf tlie lord 
Of all, is nought but wcaknefs and dcpcndtUice. 
This facicd truth, by furc experience taught, 
Thou muft have learnt, when v andcring all alone^ 
Each bird, each infe^, flitting thro’ the iky, 
Was more fufficient for itfclf, than thou. 


§ 86. Prudence. Thomson. 

T ET us 

^ A£f with cool prudence, and with manly 
temper, 

As well as manly flrmncfs. 

*Tis godlike magnanimity to keep, 

When moft provok’d, our rcafon calm and clear^ 
And execute her will, from a ftrong fenfc 
Of vvhnr is right, without the vulgar aid 
Of heat and paflion, wdiich, tho’ houeft, bear u$ 
Often too far. 


§87. Defer ipf ion of Ships appearing at a Dif 
tance^ and approaching the Shore. D R Y D fi N . 

Guiom. A S far as I could call my eyes 

^ Upon the Tea, fomething, merhought, 
did rife 

Like blucifli mills, which. Hill appearing more, 
Took dreadful fliapcs,.and thus mov’dtpwards the 
' Ihore ; 

The obje6l I could firll diftin^lly view, 

Was tall, ftraight trees, which on the water flew ; 
Wings on their (ides inllead of leaves did grow, 
Which gather’dall the breath thewinds couldblow; 
And at their roots grew floating palaces, 

Whofc out-blow’d oellics cut the yielding <'cas! 

m 4 Monte* 
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Montezuma, What divine monfters. O yc Gods! 
arcihcfe, 

That float in air, and fly upon the fcas > 

Came they alive, or dead, upon the fliorc ^ 
Guiom% Alas! they liv'd too Cure: I heard them 
roan 

All turn’d ttieir lides, and to each other fpokc : 

I faw rheir woids break out in lire and fmokc. 
Sure *tis their voice that thunde.s from on high/ 
Ai\d thefe the younger brothers of the iky : 

Deaf with the noife, 1 took my hafty flight j 
No mortal coura^^-e can i'uppor't the fright. 


§ SR, Virtue f ''eferah!e to Rank, Rom'E. 
AT tho’ no gaudy titles grace my birth 1 
Titles, the Icrvilc courtier’s lean reward ! 
Sometimes the pay of \iriuc, but more oft 
The hire hich greatnefs gives to Haves and fy- 
cophants : 

Yet Hc<i\ cn, that made me honeft, made me more 
Than e’er a king did, when he made a lord. 


§ 89. Dt'fcriptiQ 72 cf an ancient CuthcekaU 
Congreve. 

?nPlS dreadftd » 

’ ^ HowroV*rcnd is the faccof this tall pile, 

V'hofc ancient pillars rear their marble heads, 
To bear aloft its arch’d and ponderous roof. 

By its own weight made flcaclfafl and immovable. 
Looking tranquillity, it ftrikes an awe 
And terror to my aching fight 1 The tombs 
And monumental caves of death look cold. 

And /hoot a chilncfs to my trembling heart. 


§ qo. DefcriptiQn qf a Iriumpb. Lee, 

comes, and with § ** pnrt fo proud, 

' As if he bad fubdued the fpacious'world: 

And all Sinope’s flrccts are fill’d with i'uch 
A glut of people, you would think feme God 
Had conquer’d in t lit ireaufe, and themthus rank’d, 
That he might make his entrance on their heads ) 
While from the fcaffolqs, windows, tops of houfes, 
Are caft fuch gaudy ihow’rs of garland)* dow n. 
That cv’n the crowd appear like conquerors. 


And the whole city feems like one vaft meadow 
Set all with flow’is, as a clear heaven with ftars. 
Nay, as I’ve heard, ere he the city enter’d. 

Your fubjefts lin’d the way for many furlon^rs J 
The very trees, bore men : and as our GocU' 
When from the portal of the caft he da/rViib, 
Beholds a thoufand birds upon tj?s.'bosighs ; 

To welcome him with all their 'Varbling throats, 
And prune their feathers in his golden beams ; 
So did your fubjedts, in their gaudy trim, 

(Jpon the pendant branches ipeak his prai/e. 
Mothers, wlio cover’d all the banks beneath. 
Did rob rbe/crying inf.mts of tlie brtaR, 

Pointing Ziphurc^ out, to make them fmile; 

And climbing boys flood on their fathers ihouldcrs, 
Anfu’cring their ihouting fires with tender cries, 
To make the concert up of general joy. 


§ qi. Shephevd's Life happier than a Klng*s, 

H4LL. 

'X'H’ unbufied fltepherd, ftretch’d beneath the 
^ hawthorn, 

His carelel’s limbs thrown out in wanton eafe. 
With thoughtlefs gaze perufingthe arch’d heavens. 
And idly whiftling while his Ihecp feed round himj 
Enjoys a fweeter lhade ijaan that of canopies 
Hemm’d in by cares, and l!‘ 00k by llorms of treafon. 

-4- 

§94. Virtue its ozvn Reward, Aqwe. 

^REAT minds, like Heaven, are pleas’d with 
^ doing good, ^ 

Tho* the ungrateful fubjcdls of their favours 
Are bjfrrcn in return. Virtue docs ft ill 
With icorn the mercenary world regard. 

Where abjeft fouls do good, and hope rcw'ard : 
Above thp worth lefs trophies man can raife, 

She leeks not honour, wealth, nor airy praife, V 
But with licrfelf, hcrfelf the goddefs pays. J 


§ 93. No Difficulties infuperable to the Prudent 
and Brave. Row'E. 

'T'HE wife and a£li\ne conquer difficulties 
By dating to attempt them ; ftoth and folly 
Shiver and Ihrink at fight of toil and hazard. 
And make th,' impoHibiliyj-ak*./ kin. 


END OF TUE 


THIRO BOOK, 
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E'X^IGANT EXTRACTS, 

IN VERSE. 


BOOK THE FOURTH. 

EPIC AND MISCELLANEOUS: 

CONSISTING OF 

EXTRACTS from ^ranflatlons of Homer and Tasso ; from Spenser, Miltok, 
&c. together wi\h Extrads from Milton^s fmaller Works, Odes, Son- 


nets, &c. 

. POPE’S HOMER’S ILIAD. 

f I. Emhajfy of UlyJffSf Phanix, a»U yljaXf to 
Achilles^ to foliai Achilles's uconciliation , — 
PiSlure of the HjpipUcity and Tewpetatue of an^ 
lient 7inics. 

AND now arriv’d, where, on the fandy bay 
The Myrnjidonian tents and vtflcis lay ; 
Amus’d at calc the godlike man they found 
Pleas'd \\ithtlic folemij[harpfs harmonious ibund 
('rile well- wrought harp from con<iucr’d Thaebe 
Of polilh’d filver was its coftly fiamc) ; [came. 
With this he Ibothes his angry foul, and finjjs 
Th’ immortal dc.ds of heroes and of kings, 
Patroclus only <^f the royal tr^in. 

Plac’d ii^his the lofty drain : 

^jT^iibppofitc he late, aiiQ liften'd long, 

In filcnce waiting till he ceas’d the fong. 

Unfeen th^ Grecian cmbalTy proceeds 
To his high tc?5t j the great Ulyffcs leads, 
Achilles darting, as the chiefs ho fpied, 

Leaj^d from his feat, and laid the harp afide. 
With like furprife arofc Menetius’ fon; 

Pelides grafp’d their hands, and thus begun : 

Princes all, hail ! whatever brought you here. 
Or drong ncccffity, or urgent fear j 
Welcome, tho! Greeks ! h)r not as foes yc came j 
To me more dear than all diat bear the name. 

With that, the chiefs beneath his roof he led, 
And plac'd in feats with purple carpets fpread. 
Tflcn thus— Patroclus, crown a larger bowl, 
purer ^vinc, and (^}eo cv’ry foul* 


Of all the warriors yonder hod can fend, 

Thy friend mod honours thclc, and thelc tlw 
fiicnd. 

lie faid. Patroclus o’er the blizing lire 
Heaps in a brazen vafe three chines entire; 

The biazcii \afc Auromedon fuftains, 

Which Hclli of poiket, fheep, and goat contaIn 9 ; 
Achilles at the genial fcad prelidcs. 

The parts transfixes, and v.iih Ikiil divides. 
Meanwhile Patroclus fweais the fire to railc; 
The tent is brighten’d with ihe rifing blaze : 
Then, when the languid llumes at length fubdde. 
He ftlo\^ s a bed of glowing embers wide ; 

Above the coals the llnokiiig fragments turns. 
And fprinkles I'acied fait from lifted urns ; 

With bread the glitt’riiig cauiders they load, 
Which round the board Menetius' fon bcdow'd; 
flimfelf, oppos’d t’ Ulylles fuJ in fight, 

Each jwrtion parts, and orders cv’ry riic. 

The fird fat otTrings, to th’ immortals due, 
Amidd the greedy flames Pctroelus th«cw ; 
Then each, indulging in the fi eial tead, 

His third and hunger fobcrly reprefs’d. 

That done, to Pheenix Ajax g'>vc the fign, 

Not unpcrcciv'd ; Ulyffcs crown’d with wine , 
The foaming bowl, and indant thus began, 

His fpccch addrclfiiig to the godlike man : 

Health to Achilles ! happy are thy gueds I 
Not thofc more honour'd whom Atridcs feads : 
Tho’ gen’rous plenty crown thy loaded boards, 
That A^^mcpinon^ regal tent aflprds : 

Btit 


tjt> ELEGANT 

But greater cares fk heavy on our fbuh, 

Hot cas'd by bantjuets, or by flowing bowls. 
What feenes of (laughter in yon fields appear ! 
The dead we mourn, and for the living fear; 
rSrccce on the brink of fate all doubtful flands, 
And owns no help but from thy faving iiands; 
Tri^ and her aids for ready vengeance call : 
Their threatening tents already fliadc our wall : 
Hear how with (hours their con qnett they proclaino^ 
And point at every ihip their vengeful flame • 
Tort hem the father of the Gotls declares, 

Theirs arc his omens, and his thunder theirs. 
See, full of Jove, avenging Hedtor rife \ 'J 
Sec ? heaven and earth the raging chief defies, f 
What fury in his bread, what lightning in his I 

eyes f 3 

He waits bur for the morn to fink in flame 
The fljips, the Greeks, and all the Grecian name. 
Heavens \ how my country’s woes difl raft my miml, 
Led fate accompli (h all his rage defign'd. 

And muft we, Gods • our heads inglorious lay 
In Trojan dud, and this the fatal day ? 
llcturn, Achilles ♦ O return, tho' late, 

To favc thy Greeks, and d<jp the courfe of fate. 
If in that heart «r grief or courage lies, 

Rife to redeem ; ah, yet to conquer rile ? 

The day may come, wlien, all our warriors (lain, 
That heart ftall melt, that courage rife in vain. 
Regard in time, O piincc divinely brave ! 

Thofc wholcfome couulcls which thy lather gave. 
When Pcleus in his aged arms embrac’d 
His parting fen, thefe accent:: were his lad : 

child ^ vs'ith drength, with glory, and luccefs, 
Thy arms may Juno and Minerva hlcfs ! 
Tnidthat to Heaven : but thou thy cares engage 
To calm thy palfions,.and (ubdue thy rage ; 
From gentler manners let thy glory g>ow; 

And Ihun contention, the furc fouicc of woe ; 
That young and old may in thy piaife combine, 
The virtues of humanity be thine. 

This now defpis’d advice thy father gave : 

Ah f check thy anger, and be truly brave. 

If thou wilt yield to great Atrides’ pray’rs, 

Gifts worthy thee his royal hand prepares ; 

If not— but bear me, while I number o’er 
The profler’d prclcnts, and cxhaudlefs dorc. 

Ten \yeigiity talents of the pured gold. 

And twice ten vafes of refulgent mould ; 

Seven facred tripods, whofe unfullied frame 
Yet knows no omce, nor has felt the flame ; 
Twelve deeds, unmatch’d in flectnefsand in force. 
And dill viftorious in the dudy courfe 
(Rich were the man whofe ample dores exceed 
The prizes purchas’d by their winged fpeed); 
Seven lovely captives or the Lefbian line. 

Skill’d in each art, unmatch’d in form divine. 
The fame he chofe for more than vulgar charms, 
When Lelbos funk beneath thy conq'ring arms. 
JIU thefe, to buy thy friend (hip, (hall be paid. 
And, join’d witn thefe, the long-conteded maid; 
With all het charms, BrifeVs he*ll redgn, 

And folemn (\vear thofe charms were only tUinc; 
Uiitouch’d fhc day’d, uninjur’d (he removes, 
Pure from his arms, and guiltlefs of his loves. 


EXTRACTS, Book IV. 

Thefe indant (hall be thine ; and if the pow rs 
Give to our arms prov»d Ilion’s hoftilc tow’rs, 
Then ftialt thou lioie (when Greece the fpoildl-* 
vides) . 4 

With gold and brafs thy loaded navy’s fid«»V 
Cefides tull twenty* nymphs of Troiau^r -cC 
With copious love fliall evown th^warfn embrace. 
Such as tliyfelf f.;all chcofe; v,<fto yield ro noiie, 

! t)r yiwid to Ilelioii’s heavenly charms alone. 

' Yet hear me, further: — When our wais are oVr, 
If l^ifc we land on Arges’ fruitful (horc, 

There (hair thou live his fon, \ is honours (liare% 
Ami wnli /)rtllcs* fclf divide l.'s care. 

Yet more-*— tlirec daughters in l.is court arc bred. 
And each well woithy of royal hed ; 

T.:iodicc and Jphigenia fair, 

And liright Cliryfothemis with golden hair : 

Her (halt thou wed who':.'qnv'j<'i ihy eyrs appiovc; 
He afks no prefents, no reward for love : 
llimi'clf will give the dow'r ; fo vaft a ftore. 

As never father gave a child before. 

Seven ample cities jhall confed thy fway. 

Thee Enope, and Phera thee obey, 

Cardamylc with ample turrets crown’d. 

And facred Pedafus, for vines renown ’d ; 

Aipca fair, the paftures Hira yields, 

And rich Antheia with her flow’ry fields : 

Tlic whole extent to iVlos’ Tandy plain 
Along the verdant marVin of the main. 

There heifers graze, and lab'ring oxen roll; 

Hold arc the men, and gen'rous is the foil. 

There (halt thou reign with pow’r and jufticc 
crown’d, 

And rule the tributary realms around. , 

Such are the prolfers which this day avc bring ; 
Such the repentance of a fuppliaut king. 

Hut if all this, rclciitlefs, thou difdain, 

If honour and if int’reft plead in \ain, ’ 

Yet fome redrefs to fuppliant Greece afford. 

And be aniongll her guardian gods ador'd. 

If no regard thy fuff'ring country claim, 

Hear thy own glorv, and the voice of fame : 

For now that chief, wliofc unrcfiflcd ire 
Made nations tremble, and whole holts retire. 
Proud Heftor now th’ unequal fight demands. 
And only triumphs to deferve thy kinds. 

Then thus the goddefs-born UlylVts, hear 
A faithful fpccch, that knows ppj: art nor^fcar ; 
What in my Iccret foul^?^nderltood, ^ 

My tongue (hall utter, and my deeds makegoods 
Let Greece then know, my purpofe 1 retain. 

Nor with new treaties vex my peace in vain. 
Who dares think one thing and anodter iell> 

My heart detefls him as the gates of hell. 

’Then thus in (hort my fixM rcfolves attend. 
Which nor Atrides nor nis Greeks can bend : 
Long toils, long perils, in their caufe 1 bore, 

But now th* unfruitful glories charm no nioic. 
Fight or not fight, a like reward we claim, 

The wretch and hero find their prize the lamct 
Alike regretted in the duft he lies, 

Who yields ignobly, or who bravely diesT 
Of all my dangers, all my glorious pains, 

A life ot labours, lo i what firuijt remains? 

As 
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As the bold bird her hclplefs young attends, 

)m danger guards them, and from want de- 
fends ; 

^fprcy flie wings thel^acious air, 
And^hchtlP^taftcd fo(5 fupphcs her care ; 
Forthan%i^s<^cccc fuch hardihips have I brav’d, 
Her wivesV^rlfents, by^ my labour fav’d ; 

Lon^' fleeplcls nigllb in heavy arms J (lcx>d. 

And i'weat labonou| days in dull and blood. 

I rack'd twelve aLimle cities on the inain, 

And twelve lay fim>king on the Trojan, plain. 
Then at Atirides’ Ivughty feet were laid 
The wealth 1 gatljir’d, and the fpoils i made. 
Vour mighty moiprch thefe in peace pdOcil; 
Some few my foil iers had, himl'clf the reft. 

Some prefent rooV cv’ry prince was paid. 

And ev’iy prince the gift lie made. 

1 only muft refund, 'train : 

She what prc-emincncc our merits gain ! 

My fpoil alone his greedy foul delights ; 

My Ipoufe ahmc muft blcfs bis luftful nights : 
The woman, let him (as he may) enjoy ; 

But what's the quarrel then of Greece to Troy > 
What to thefe fliorcs th’alfemblcd nations draws, 
What calls for vengeance, but a woman’s caufe ? 
Arc fair endowments and a beauteous face 
Belov’d by none but thofc ‘|f Atreus’ race } 

T he wife whom choice and^palfton both approve, 
Suic cvVy wile and worthy man will love. 

Nor did my fair-one lefs diftin£li{;n claim ; 

Slave as (he was, my I'oul ador'd the dame. 
WiongM in my love, all proffers 1 difdain; 
Deceiv’d for once, I truft not kings again. 

Yew hate my anfwer— wliat remains to do, 

Your king, UlylTes, may confult with you. 

What needs he the defence this arm can make ? 
Has lie not walls no human force can lliakc ? 

Has he nor fenc'd his guarded navy round 
With piles, with ramparts, and a trench pro- 
found ? 

And will not thefe (the wonders he has done) 
Repel the rage of Priam’s fmglc fon ? 

There was a time (’twas when for Greece I 
fought) 

When He6tor’s prowefs no fuch wonders wrought ; 
He kept the verge of Troy, nor dar’d to wait 1 
Achilles’ fury at the Scjran gate ; ^ 

He tried itpnce, r:e was fav'd by fate. J 

Tut now thofe ancient eniniucs are o’er ; 
To-morrow we the favViiig gods implore ; 

Then (hall you fee our parting veflcls crown'd, 

, And hear with ^rs the Hcllefpont refound. 

The third day hence fhall Pthia greet our fails. 
If mighty Neptune fend propitious gales $ 

Pthia Co her Achilles ihall reftore 
The wealth he left for this derefted ihore : 
Thither the fpoils of this long war (hall pafs. 
The ruddy gold, the ftccl, and Ihining brafs ; 
My beauteous captives thither I’ll convey. 

And all that refts of my unraviih’d prey. 

One only valued gift your tyrant gave, 

And thaf refum'd ; the fair Lyrneffian flave. 
TlMi tell him, loud, that all the Greeks may hear, 
And learn to fcorn the wretch they bafeiy fear 


I7« 

(For, arm’d in impudence, mankind he braves. 
And meditates new cheats on all bis flaves ; 

Tho’, (hamelcfs as he is, to face thefe eyes 
Is what he dares not ; if he dares, he dies') ; 

Tell him, all terms, all commerce 1 decline, 1 
Nor (hare his council, nor his battle join ; > 

Foi once deceiv’d, was his; but tw ice wcic mine. J 
No — let tjic ftupid prince whom Jove deprives 
eft' fenfe and jufticc, run where phrenzy drives ; 
His gifts are hateful : kings of ftich a Kind 
Stand but as flaves before a noble niind. 

Not tho’ he proft'er’d all himfeif poffefs’d, 

And all his rapine could from others wreft; 

Not all the golden tides of wealth that crown 
The many-pcoplcd Orchomenian town ; 

Not all proud Thebes’ unrivall'd walls contain. 
The world's great emprefs on th’ -Egyptian plain 
(That fprcacls her conquefts o’er a thoufand ftates^ 
And pours her heroes thro’ a hundred gates ; 
Two hundred horfemen, and two hundred cars. 
From each \<^idc portal iffuing to the wars) ; 
Tho* bribes were heap’d on bribes, in number 
more 

Than dull in fields, or fands along the (bore ; 
Should all thefe offers for my friend ihip call, 
*Tis he that offers, and 1 fcorn them all. 

Atridcs’ daughter never (hall be led 
(An ill-matcli'd confort) to Achilles’ bed ; 

Like golden Venus tho’ fhe charm’d the heart, 
And vied with Pallas in the works of art. 

Some greater Greek let thofe high nuptials grace, 
r hare alliance with a tyrant’s rare. 

If Heaven reftore me to my realms with life, 
The rev’iend Peleus Ihall cle6l my wife; 
Thclfalian nymphs there are, of form divine. 
And kings that fue to mix their blood with mine. 
Bleft in kind love, my years fiiall glide a\^'ay, 
Content with juft hereditary fway ; 

There, deaf for ever to tlie martial ftrife, 

Enjoy the dear prerogative of life. 

Life is not to be bought with heaps of gold; 

Not all Apollo’s Pythian treafures hold, 

Or Troy once held, in peace and pride of fway. 
Can bribe the poor pofielfioii of a day ! 

Loft herds and treafures wc by arms regain, 
And fteeds unrivall’d on the dufty plain : 

But from our lips the vital fpirit lied. 

Returns no more to wake the filent dead. 

My fates long fince by Thetis were dilclos'd, 
And each alternate, life oi fame, propos'd : 

Here if I fiay, before the Trojan town, 

Short is my dtte, but deathicfs my renown : 

If I return, I quit immortal praife 
For years on years, and long-extended days. 
Convinc’d, tho’ late, 1 find iny fond miftake. 
And warn the Greeks the wifer choice to make : 
To quit thefe ihores, their native feats enjoy, 
Nor hope the fall of Heaven-defended Troy. 
Jove’s arm difplay’d afferts her from the (kies ; 
Her hearts are ftrengthen’d, and her glories rife. 
Go then, to Greece report pur fix’d defign j 
Bid all your counfcls, alt your armies, join ; 

Let all your forces, all your arts, cpnlpire 
To fave the Ihips, the troops, the chiefs from fire. 
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One ftnttagcm has fail'd, and others will : 

Ye find, Achilles is unconquer’d ftill. 

Go then— digelt my mellagc as you may; 

But here this night let rev’rcnd Phoenix Hay : 
His tedious toils and hoary hairs ‘demand 
A peaceful death in Pthia’s friendly land. 

But, whether he remain or fail with me, 

His age be faercd, and his will bc fice/ 4 
The fun of Pclciis ceas’d : tlie chiefs around, 
In iilence wrapt, in cfniftcrnatum drown’d, 
Attend the ftern reply. Then Phoenix rofe ; 
(Down his white beard a fircarn of forrow flows) 
And while the fate of fuff’ ring Greece he mourn’d, 
With accent weak thefe teiulcr words return’d : 

Divine Achilles ! wilt thou then retire, 

And leave our hofts in blood, our fleets on fire ? 
If wrath fo dreadful fill thy ruthlcfs mind, 

How fliall thy friend, thy Pheenix, flay behind r 
The royal Peleus, when from Pthia's coall 
He fent thee early to the Achaian hofl ; 

Thy youth as then in fage debates unfkiH’d, 

And new to perils of the direful field ; 

He bade me teach thee all the ways of war; 

To fhine in councils, and in camps to dare. 
TJever, ah never, let me leave thy fide ! 

No time lhall part us, and no fate divide. 

Your fire receiv’d me, as his Ton carefs'd, 
With gifts enrich’d, and with polfclfions blcfs’d. 
The ftrongDolopiansthenccforth own’d my reign, 
And all the poafi that rum> along the main. 

By love to thee his bounties I repaid. 

And parly wifdom to thy foul conveyM : 

Great as thou art, my Icffons made thee brave, 

A child I look thee, "but a hero gave. 

Thy infant breaft a like affettion flicw’d ; 

Still in my arms (an evcr-plcafing load), 

Or at my knee, by Pha*iiix wouldft thou fiand ; 
No food was grateful but fn^iri Phoc^nix* hand. 

T pafs my watchings o’er thy helplcfs years. 

The tender labours, tfic compliant cares ; ' 

The gods (I thought) revers’d their hard decree, 
And Phanix felt a father's joys in thee : 

Thy growing virtues jufiified ray cares, 

And promis’d ccmfoit to my filvqr hairs. 

Now be thy rage, tl>y fatal rage, refign’d ; 

A cruel heart ill luits a manly mind : 

The gods (the only great, and only wife) 

Are mov’d by pft"rings, vows, and facrificc ; I 
Offending man their nigh connpaflinn wins, I 
And daily pray’rs atone for daily fins. i 

Pray’rs arc Jove’s daughters, of ccjcfiial rac^, | 
l.amc are their feet, and wrinkled is their face; 
With humble mien, and with dejected eyes, 
Conflant they follow, where injuflicc flies ; 
Injufiice fwift, cre£l, and unconfin’d, 

Sweeps the wide carta, and trample o’er man- / 
kind ; [behind, t 

While pray’rs, to heal her wrongs, move flow J 
Who hears thefe daughters of almighty Jove, 

J^or him they mediate to the tliroiic above : 

W'hea man fejedts the humble foit they make, 
The fire revenges for the daughters* like ; 

From Jove commiflion’d, ficice Injuftice then 
Defeeuds^ to punifli unrelenting men. 


O let not headlong paflion bear the fway; 

Thefe rccoiKiling goddeffes obey : 

Due honours to the feed of Jove belong j 
Due lionours calm the fierce, and be^ ! clic^^^ng. 
Were thefe not paid thee by the Jjrms oting, 
Were rage ftill harbour’d by th^a^nty king. 
Nor Greece, nor ail her fortuarf, flrould engage 
Thy friend to plead againft juft a rage. 

But fince what honour alks, ihe genVal fends, 
And lends by thofe whom nLft thy heart com- 
mends, f 

The beft and nobleft of the ^*’*'1**^ * 

Permit n/t thefe to fue, and in vain ! 

Accept the prefents; draw thy opnq’ring fword ; 
And be amongft our guardians/gods ador’d. 

Thus he. The ftern Aclyrfes thus replied : 
My fccond father, and I’cv’rend guide, 

Thy friend, believe m*?, no fuch gifts demands. 
And aiks no honours from a mortal’s hands : 

Jove honours me, and favours my defigns; 

His pleafurc guides me, and his will confines: 
And here fjlay (if fuch his high beheft). 

While l)fe’s"warm fpirit beats within my bread. 
Yet hear one word, and lodge it in thy heart : 

No more moleft me on Atrides’ part. 
h it for him thefe tears arc taught to flou% 

For him thefe forrow^ ? for my mortal foe ? 

A gen’rous fricndlhip|no cold medium knows, 
Burns with one love, with one refentment glows j 
One fliould our int’refts and our paflions be ; 

My friend muft hate the man that injures me. 

Do this, my Phesnix, ’tis a gen’rous part, 

And fliarc my realms, my honours, and my heart, 
I.et thefe return : our voyage, or our ftay, • 
Reft undetermin’d till the dJiwning day. 

He ceas’d ; then order’d for the Inge’s bed 
A warmer couch with num’rous carpets fpread. 
With that, ftern Ajax his long filcnce broke ; 
And thus impatient to Ulyffes fpoke : 

Hence let us go — why wafte we time lu vain ? 
Sec what effeft our low fubmilfions gain ! 

Lik'd or not lik’d, his words we muft relate ; 
The Greeks expe^ them, and our heroes wait. 
Proud as he is, that iron heart retains 
Its ftubborn purpofif, and his friends difdams. 
Stern and unpiiying ! if a brother bleed, 

On juft atonement we reqiit the deed ; 

A fire the flaughter of his^A’fBrgive^ 

The price of blood difeharg’d, the murd’rcV 
lives ; 


The haughtieft hearts at length their rage refign, 
And gifts can conquer ev'ry foul but thine. 

The gods that unrelenting breaft have ftccTd, 
And curs’d thee with a mind that cannot yield. 
One woman Have was ravifli’d from thy arras ; 
Lo, feven arc offer’d, and of equal charms. 

Then hear, Achilles, be of better mind ; 

Revere thy roof, and to thy guefts be kind ; 

And know the men; of all the Grecian hoft. 
Who honour worth, and prize thy valour moft^ 
O foul of battles, and thy people’s guide ! 

(To Ajax thus the firft of Greeks relied) 

Well Itaft thou fpoke ; but at the tyrant’s name 
My rage rekindles, and my IbuPs on flame : ^ 
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*Tis juft rcfcntmcnti, and becomes the brave ; 
Aifgrac’d, difhonour’d, like the vileft Have I 
wimrn then, heroes ! and our anfwcr bear, 
"rwpIliiVhi mull n is no more my care j 
Nr)t yon finking navy ftain, 

I'he bloOG^ Oncks (hall dye the fable main ; 
Kot till the\an«:. by Heftor’s fury thrown, 
Confumc your vcflJis, and apfjroach mv own ; 
Juft there the impejuous homicide fhall ftand, 
There ccafe his bsvlc, and there feel our hand. 

J 2« Conference ^iwren Achilles anel He/lor, 
at the Time of ioat Engagcmeni •whith proved 
fatal to the laJLmcntioned Hero. 

•pNOUGH, O (^of Pekua! Troy has view’d 
Her walls thriceniisW, and her chief purfued. 
But now fome god witmllMnc bids me try 
Thine or my fate ; I kill thee, or 1 die. 

Yet on the verge of battle let us ftay, 

And for a moment’s fpace fufpend the day ; 

Let Heaven’s high pow’rs be call’d to arbitrate 
The juft conditions of this ftern debate 
(Etcrn.'d witneftes of all below, 

And faithful guardians of the treafur’d vow). 

To them 1 fwear ; if, viitor in the ttrife, 

Jove by thefe hands ftiall lUed thy noble life, 

Mo Vile diflionour (hall thy corpie purfue ; 

Srript of its arms alone (the conqutM or’s due) 
The reft to Greece uninjur’d I’ll reftore : 

NoW plight thy mutual dath, 1 tifk no more. 

Talk not of oaths (the dreadful chief replies, 
While anger dafti’d from his difdainful eyes) 
l^ctefted As thou art, and ought to be, 

Nor oath nor paft Achilles plights with thee ; 
Such pafls as iambs and i apid wolves combine, 
Such leagues as men and furious lions join, 

To ftjch 1 call the gods ! one conftant ftatc 
Of laftiiig rancour and eternal hate : 

No thought but rage, and ncver-ceafing ftrife, 
Till death cxtinguilli rage, and thought, and life. 
Roufc then thy forces this important hour. 
Collect thy foul, and call forth all thy pow’r. 

No farther ftibterfugc, no farther chance ; 

’Tis Pallas, Pallas, gives thee to my lance. 

Each Grecian ghoft by thcc depriv’d of breath, 
Now kovers round, and calls thee to thy death. 

§ 3. speeches of Achilles and HePfor^ after the 
tafi^mentioned Hero was mortally wounded. 

A T laft is HeSor ftretch'd upon the plain, 
^£#^Vho fear'd no vengeance tor Patroclus flain : 
Then, prince ! you Ihould have fear’d what now 
you feel ; 

Achilles abfent was Achilles ftill. 

Yet a fhort fpace the great av«ger flay’d, 

Then low in duft thy ftrength fand glory laid. 
Peaceful he fleeps, with all our rites adorn’d. 
For ever honour'd, ahd for ever mourn'd : 
While, caft to all the rage of hoftlle powV, 

Thcc birds fliall mangle, and the dogs devour. 

flicn Hcdlor, fainting at th' approach of death; 
6/ thf own foul ! by tlxofc who gave thcc breath I 


By all the flicred prevalence of prayV ; 

Ah, leave me not for Grecian dogs to tear! 

The common rites of fcpulture beftow, 

To Ax>thc a father’s and a mother’s woe ; 
f.ct their large gifts procure an urn at kaft, 

And Hector’s afhes in his country reft. 

No, wretch accurft, rclcntlcfs he readies, 
(Flames , *38 he fpokc, Ihot flaftiing from his eyes,) 
N()t thofc w)io gave me breath (hould hid me Iparc, 
Nor all the facred prevalence of prav’r. 

Could I myfclf the bloody banquet join ! 

No to the tlogs that carcafe I rcfign. 

Should Troy , to bribe me, bring forth all htr ftorc. 
And giving ihoufands, oftcr thoulands more; 
Should DaVdim Priam, and his weeping dame, 
Drain their whole realm to buy one fun’ral flame 5 
Their He 61 ()r on the pile they fliould not Ice, 
Nor rob the vultures of one limb of tjice. 

Then thus the chief his dying accents drew : 
Thv lage, implacable! trx) well I knew: 

The furies that rclenth'fs breaft have ftcel’d. 
And curft thee with a heait that cannot yield. 
Yet think, a day will come, s^hen fate’s deme. 
And angry gods, lhall wreak this wmng on thee ; 
Phoebus and Paris Audi avenge my fate. 

And ftrctch thcc here before this bc:ean gate. 


§ 4. Heilor ami Ajax, Gemro/ity $f Courage its 
thtfe Heroes, Dialogue hetwern thim. 

H ector I ap]>roach my arm, and (ingly know 
What ftren {[th thou haft, and what the Gre- 
cian foe. 

Achilles Ihuns the fight; yet fomc there arc, 

Not void of foul, and 1101 unlkill’d in war : 

Let him, unaitive, on the fea-bc.u flion; 

Indulge his wrath, and aid our arms no more: 
Whole troops of heroes Greece has yet to boaft ; 
And fends thcc one, a lample of her heft ; 

Such as I am, I come to prove thy might ; 

No more he ludden, and begin the fight. 

O fon of Telamon, thy country’s pride ! 

(To Ajax thus the Ticjan prince leplied) 

Me, as .a hoy or woman, wouldft thou friglit, 
New to the 'field, and trembling at the fight ? 
I’hou rncet’ft a chief dclcrving of thy arms. 

To combat born, and bred amidft alarms : 

J know to Ihift my ground, remount the car. 
Turn, charge, and anfwcr cv’ry call of war ; 

To right, to left, the dext’rous* lance T wield. 
And bear thick battle on my founding iTiichl. 
But open be our fight, and txiJd each blow 5 
I ftcal no conqueft from a noble foe. 


§ 5. Ajax and Hc&or exchange Prefents after' 
their bloody Encounter, and part in Exihsdjhtp, 

B ut let us, on this iiicinorable day, 

Exchange foinc gift; that Greece and Tn^ 
may fay. 

Not hate, but glory, made the chiefs contend ; 

« And each brave foe was in his foul a friend.*' 
With that, a Iword with ftars of filver grac'd, ' 
The b^dric ftudded^ and thc-ftieath enchas'd, 

He 


*74 

He gaT» ttie Greek. The gen'rous Greek be- 
ftowM 

A radiant belt that rich with purple glow'd. 
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§ 9. Dimers Reproaeb of Agamemnon. 

T^HEN kings advife us to renounce our - 
Firft let him fpcak who firft has fu^S'**' '^luroe. 
If I oppofc thee, prince, thy wra^witW^, 

The laws of council bid my to^ue befbbld. 
Thou firft, and thou alone, in freldarof fight, 
Durft brand my courage, andf defame my might : 
Nor from a friend th' unkinl reproach appear'd; 
The Greeks ftood witnefs, aL the army heard. 
The gods, O chief ! from vhom our honours 
fpiing, 

The god;? have made thee buVby halves a king ; 
They gave thcc feeptres, and ^widc command, 
They gave dominion o’er the das and land, 

The noblcft pow'rthat mighyffe world controul 
They gave thee not — a and virtuous foul. 

Is this a gcn'ral’s voigf^hat would fuggeft 
Fears like his own to ev'ry Grecian breaft? 
Confiding in our want of worth he ftands. 

And, if wc fly, 'tis what our king commands. 

Go, thou inglorious ! from th* embattled plain ; 
Ships thou haft ftorc, and neareft to the main. 

A nobler care the Grecians (hall employ, 

To combat, conquer, and extirpate Troy. 


§ 6. Chcara^er of Agamemnon, 

^HE king of kings, majeftically tall,* - 
*■* Tow’rs o*er his armies, and outihincs them ail : 
Like fome proud bull that round the pafturcs leads 
His fubjeft herds, the monarch of the meads. 
Great as tlie gods th* exalted chief was feen, 

His ftrength like Neptune, and like Mai s his mien ; 
Jove o’er his eyes celcftial glories (pread, 

And dawning conqueft play'd around his head. 


§ 7. Agamemnon* s S^eexh to Menelaus^ when be 
was about to Jpafe the Life of a joung Trojan. 

O IMPOTENT of mind ! 

Shall thefe,lhall thefc A trides* mercy find ? 
Well haft thou known proud Troy’s perfidious 
land. 

And well her natives merit at thy hand f 
Not one of all the race, nor fex, nor age, 

S’lall fave a Trojan from our bound ids rage : 
Ilion (hall perifli whole, and bury all ; 

Her babes, her infants at the breaft, fliall fall. 


5 8. Speech of Utyjfes to Agamenniony whn the 
latter propofed to quit the Vbygian Coaft\ in 
' which Agamemnon is actufeU f Cowar due, 

fage IJlylTes tluis replies, [eyes : 
^ While anger llalh'd from his difdainful 
What (hameful words, unkingly as thou art. 
Fall fiom that trembling tongue, and tiin'rous 
heart 1 , 

O were thy fway the curfc of meaner pow’rs, 
And thou the (hame of any hoft but ours * 

A hoft by Jove endued with martial might, 

And taught to conquer, or to fall in fight : 
Advent*rous combats and bold wars to wage. 
Employ’d our youth, and yet employs our age. 
And wilt thou thus defert the Trojan plain ? 

And have whole ftreams gf blood been fpilt in 
vain ? 

In fuch bafe (entence if thou couch thy fear. 
Speak it in whilpers, left a Greek Ihould hear. 
Lives there a man fo dead to fame, who dares 
To think fuch meannefs, or the thought declares? 
And conies it even from him whofc fovereign fway 
The banded legions of all Greece obey ? 

Is this a gen’ral's voice, that calls to flight 
While war hangs doubtful, while its foldicrs fight ? 
Wliat more could Troy ? What yet their fate 
denies 

Thou gav’ft the foe ; all Greece becomes their 
prize. ' 

Kq more the trooM (our hoifted fails in view, 
.Themfelves ^andon’d) Ibail the fight purfue'; 
Thy ihitis'ftrft flying with def'pair iTiall fee, v 
Aha ddftrudioa to a prince like thee. 


r— 

§ 10 . Neftor's Apprwal of DiometTs infoknt 
Rebuke, 

^ TRULY great! in whom the gods have join'd 
^ Such ftrengthof body withfuchforceofmind; 
In conduct, as in courage, you excel ; 

Still firft to aft what you advife fo welL . 
Thofe wholcfomc counfels which thy wifdom 
moves, 

Applauding Greece with common voice approves, 
Rings thou canft blame ; a bold, but prudent 
youth ; 

And blame even kings with praife, becaufc with 
truth. 

Curs'd is the man, and void of law and right. 
Unworthy propeny, unworthy light, 

Unfit for public rule, or private care ; 

That wretch, that monftcr, who delights in war : 
Whofc lull is murder, and whofe horrid joy 
To tear his country, and b js.k tfid' de^foy ! 


§11. Cbarabier of Therjitesybis Sf>eecb to fow 
Dijferjions in tbe army ; and Ulyjfes's Reply, 

'T^HERSITES only clamour’d in the throng,’ 
^ Loquacious, loud, and turbulent of tongue; 
Aw’d by no (hame, by no refpeft controul'd. 

In fcandal bufy, in reproaches bold ; 

With witty malice ftudious to defame; 

Scorn all his joy, and laughter all his aim. 

But chief he gloried, >vith licentious, ftyle. 

To laili the great, and monarchs to revile. 

II is figure fuch as might his foul proclSlm : ' 

One eye was blinking, and one leg was lamflfr'i 
His mountain-fliouldcrs half his breaft o*erlbreadt 
Thin hairs beftrew’d his long auT-ihapen nead. 

Spleen 
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Spleen to mankind his envious heart pofTcfs’d, 
</^nd much he hated all> but moft the beft. 

’ Achilles ftill his theme ; 
But^i-n^aries^al his delight iupremc. 

Long irt/J helW’d the fconi of evVy Greek, 
Vex’d vvhui^c ljk}kc,yct ftill they heard liim Ipeak. 
Sh^irp was his voice j which, in the iliiilleft cone, 
Thus wit'll injurio^ taunts attack’d the throne: 

Amidft the gloiys of lb bright a reign, 

M4iat moves tiie [|rcac Atridcs to complain > 

Tis thine whate’Jr the wairior’s brealt inflames, 
The golden rpoiI,lnd thine the lovely <lamcs. 
With all rliewc^i our wars and bhxid beftow, 
Thy tents are crlw^ded, and thy chclls u’crflo\v^ 
Thus at full eaf^n heaps of iiclics roll’d, 

What grieves ihc^jgarch ? Is it ihirlt of gold 
Say , fliail we march witii’ '|ur uncenquer’d pow’rs, 
(The Greeks and 1) to Inon s holhle tow’rs, 
And bring the race of royal baftards here. 

For Troy lo ranfom at a price ttxi dear 
Bur lafei plunder thy own hoftiupplics ; 

Say, wouldft thou fei'/e tome valiant leader s prize? 
Or, if thy heait to gen’rous lo%c he led, 

Some captive fair, to blefs thy kingly bed ? 
Whate’er our mailer craves, I'ubnur we mull, 
Plagued with his pride, or ^lunifti’d for his lull. 
O women of Achaia ! men no more ! 1 

Hence let us fly, and let him wade his (lore > 
In love and pleafiires on the Phrygian lliorc. J 
We may be* Avanted on Ibmc buly day, 

W'lieii Hedor comes ; fo great Acliilles may : 
From him he forc’d the prize wc jointly gave, 
Frqpi him the fierce, the fcarlefs, and the brave: 
And durft he, as he ought, relent that wrong. 
This mighty tyrant were no tyrant long. 

Fierce from liis feat, at this, UlyflTcs fprings, 

III genVous vengeance of the king of kings j 
With indignation fparkling in his eyes. 

He views the wTctch, and tlernly thus replies ; 

Peace, faftious monfter, born to vex the ftatc, 
W'itfi wrangling talents, form’d for foul debate : 
Curb that impetuous tongue; nor ralhly vain, 
And fingly mad, afperfe the fov’reign reign. 
iHavc we not known thee, Have ! of all our boll, 
The man who afts the lead, upbraids the moft } 
Think not the Greeks to fliametul flight to bring, 
Nor let tholH lips .^xe the name of king. 

For our return we Xi*uft the heavenly pow*’rs ; 

Be that their care, to flght like men ours. 

But grant the hod with wealth the gen'ral load ; 
Except d'etradlioi^ what haft thou beftow 'd ? 
Suppr^c feme herd (hould his fpoils reflgn, 
thofi that hero, could thofe fpoils be thine ? 
Gods ! let Hie perifh on this hateful ihbre. 

And let thefe eyes behold my fon no more i 
If, on thy next offence, this hand forbear 
To drip thofe arms thou ill deferv’d to wear, 
Expel me council where our plinces meet. 

And fend thee fcourg'd and howling thro’ the 
fleet. • 

fie faid, and cow’ritig ds the'dadard bends, 
The t^eighty feeptre on his back defeends : 

On the round bunch the bloody tumors' rife; 

The teto ipring darting from his haggard ^e$ : 


Trembling he fate; and, flirunk in abjeflt feai^ 
From his vile yifage wip’d the fcalding rears. 
While to his neighbour each exprefs'd histhou]^; 
Yc gods ! what wonders has Ulyf&s wrought! 
What fruits his condudl and his courage 
Gtcat in the council, glorious in the ftcM. 
Gyn’rouS'he rifes in the crown’s deftrnce. 

To curb the fa£iious tot^ue of infolencc* 

Such jud examples on of^nders (hewn. 

Sedition filcnce, and aflert the throne. 


{ 12. Helen s iMPtentatiM o^r Heiioa^s dead 

BoJy^ 

A H deared friend ! in whom thf gods had joiaM 
^ Tlie mildeft manners with the bra\*eft mind} 
Now tw ice ten years, unhappy years ! are o’er 
Since Paris brought me to the Trojan fliore; 

(O had 1 perilh'd e’er that form divine 
Seduc’d this loft, this cafy heart of mine 
Yet was it ne’er my fate, from thee to And 
A deed ungentle, or a wwd unkind : 

Wlien others curs’d the auth’refs of their woe. 
Thy pity check’d my forrows in their flow : 

If lomc proud brother eyed me with difdain, "1 
Or fcornful filler with her fweeping train, > 
Thy gentle accents foften’d all my pain. J 
For thee 1 mourn ; and mourn myfelf in thee. 
The wretched fource of all this mifery ! 


§ 13. Retreat of Ajax» 

A JAX he ihuns, thro’ all the drre debate. 

And fears that arm whofe force he felt folate. 
But partial Jove, cfpoufing Hcflor’s part. 

Shot heaven-bred horrorthro’ theGrecian’s heait; 
Confus’d, unnerv’d in Hedtor’s prefence gtown. 
Amaz'd he flood, with terrors not his own. 

O’er his broad back his moony ihield he threw. 
And glaring round, by tardy fteps withdrew. 
Thus the grim lion his retreat inaimains, 

Befet with watchful dogs, and ihoudng (wains ; 
Repuls’d by numbers from the nightly ftails, ' 
Tho* rage impels him, and tho* hunger calls. 
Long Hands the Ihow'ring darts, and miflilc hres ; 
Then fourly flow th* indignant beaft retires. 

So turn’d ftem Ajax, by whole hofts repelPd, 
While his fwoln ncart at every ftep rcbcll’d. 

As the flow bead with heavy flrength 'endued. 
In foriic wild field by troops of boys' purfued, 
Tho’ round the fides a wooden tempeft rsiin, 
Crops the tall harveft, and lays walfte the ^Ibiq i' 
Thick on his Tides the hollow blows refound. 
The patient animal maintains his ground. 

Scarce from the field with all then: efforts dihs'd. 
And ftirs but flowly when he ftirs at laft. * 

On Ajax thus a weight of Trojans hdng, 

The ftrokes redoubled oh his buckle^ ruk^; 
Confiding now in bulky ftrerii|p^ he %aii£, 

Now turns, ahd bad^ward bears, m yieldli^ 
bands : 

N6w ftiff recedes, yet hardly Teems to fly, 

And threats his followers with retorted eye. 

Fix'd 



ELEGANT 

]Plx*d as the bariet\ycen two warring powVs, 
While hiiiing darts, dcfcend in iron Ihow’rs ; 
‘In. his broad buckler many a weapon (lood| 

Its furface briflled mth a quivVing wood ; 
And many a jav’iin guilrlcls on the plain 
Marks the dry dull, and thirlh for blood in vain. 


5 14 - He^of and Andromache s partin^i before 
be engager. 

T jECTOR, this heard, return’d without delay ; 
Swift through the town he trod his former 
way, 

Through ftreets of palaces, and walks of ftate. 
Anti met the mourner at the Scai.in gate. 

With haftc to meet him fprung the joyful fair, 
IJis blamclcfs wife, Action’s wealthy heir ; 

The nurfe ft(X)d near, in whofe embraces preft 
His only hope hung finiling at her breaftj 
Whom each fofc charm and early grace adorn, 
Fair as the new-born ftar that gilds rlie morn. 
Silent the warrior linird, and pleas'd religii’d 
To tender paflions all his mighty mind : 

His beauteous princci's caft a mournful look, 
Hung on hts hand, and then dcje6^cd fpoke , 

Her bofom lalxiur’d with a boding figh, 

And the big tear liood trembling in her eye : 

Too daring prince ! ah, whitucr doft thou run ? 
Ah, too forgetful of thy wife and Ton ! 

And think'ft thou not, how wretched wc (hall be, 

A widow I, si\ helpltls orphan he I 

For furc fuch courage lengih of life denies, 

And thoi^ muft fell thy virtue’s I'acrifice. 

Greece in her finglc heroes ftrovc in vain ; 

Now hofts oppofe thec, and thou muft be flain ! 

O grant me, gods ! ere Ilcftor meets his doom. 
All I can alk of Heaven, an early tomb ! 

So (hall my days in one fed tenor run, 

And end with Toriows, as they firft begun. 

No parent iww remains my grief to ftiare. 

No father’s aid, no mother’s tender care. 

Yet, while my Hector ftill furvives, I fee 
My father,, mqthcr, brethren, all in thee. 

Alas ! my parents, brothers, kindred, all, 

Once- more will perilh, if my Hedor felU 
Thy wife,, thy infant, in thy danger lhare : 

O prov^ a hufband’s and a father’s care ! 

Let utfaers in the field their, arms employ, 

But ftay my He£ior l^re,-and guard his Troy. 

. .. . . , .Th* illuftrious chief of Troy 
Stretched his fond arms to clafp the lovely boy. 
The babe clung crying to Kb liurfc’s breaft, 
Scar’d at.the daizling helm, and nodding, creft. 
With, feerct plcafurc Ach fond parent ftnil’d, 
And iledor hafted to relieve bis chiltl^ 

.The gl)ff*rijig terrors from his brows unbound, 
And.plae’d the beaming helmet on the ground i| 
Then kifs'd the child, an<L lifting high in air, 
ta the gods prcfcnr’df a father’s pray ’r * 


EXTRACTS, BoofelV. 

O Thou whofe glory fills fh’ ethereal thionc, 
And all ye deathlcls povv’rs, protect my fon I 
Grant him, like me, to purchafe juft renown^, • , 
To guard the Trojans, to defend the 
Againft his country’s foe the war A/ wage 
And rife the Hedtor of the futu^ aM ! *' 

So when, triumphant from fuccAful^ toils. 

Of heroes ftain he bears the recking fpoils. 
Whole hofts may hail liirti wijdi deferv a acclaim. 
And fay, This chief tranfccnls hit father’s feme; 
VVhilc, pleas’d amidft thcgeilral Ihouts of Tr«^y.. 
His mother's confeious heart A'erflows with joy. 

He fppkc j and, fondly gaJLig on her charms, 
Reftor’d the plcafing burden t\hcr arms : 

Soft on her flagrant breaft tlic^be flic laid, 
Hulh’d to rcpole, and with a-^ilc furvt^’d. 

The troubled pleafure fooij^.naftis'd by fear. 

She mingled with th(;,rinilc a tender tear. 

The glorious chief refumes 
Ills tow'ry helmet, black with fhading plumes j 
His princefs parts with a prophetic figh, 
Unwilling parts, and oft reverts her eye, 

1 hat ftrtMiu'd at every look ; then, moving flow, 
Sought her own palace, and indulg’d her woe. 


§ 15. Priam's Interview •:vith Acbillesm 

lyNSEEN by tlitfe, the king ’ his entry made 3 
^ And, proftrate now before Achilles laid. 
Sudden (a venerable fight !) appears; 

Embrac’d his knees, and bath'd his hands in 
tears ; 

Thofe direful hands his kilTes prefs’d, embrued 
Even with the beft, the deareft of his blood ! 

As when a wretch (who confeious of his crime, 
Purfued for murder, flics his naiivc clime) 

Juft gains Ibmc frontier, breatblets, pale, amaz’d, 
All gaze, all wonder ; thus Achilles gaz'd : 
Thus ft(xjd th' attendants, ftupid with furprizc 3 
All mure, yet feeiii to ([Ueftion with their eyes ; 
Each look'd on other, nunc the filcncc broke ; 
Till thus at Idft the kingly fuppliant fpoke : 

Ah think, thou favour’d ot the pow’rs divine \ 
Think of thy father’s age, and pity mine ! 

In me that father’s revVend image trace, 

Thofe filver hairs, that \;epe5able face : 

His trembling limbs, his helplcfs perfon, fee ! 

In all my c^ual, but in mifery ! 

^ Yet now, perhaps, feme turn of human fate 
Expels him helplefs from his peaceful ftate 3 
Think, from fomc pow’rful foe thou feeft him fly, 
And beg prote£liou with a feeble cry. • “ 

Vet Hill. one comfort from his foul may* rife y 
He hears bis fon ftill lives to glad his eyes : 

And hearing, ftill may hope a better day 
May feiid him thee, to chale that foe away. 

No comfort to my griefs, no hopes remain 3 
The beft, the braveft, of my lions are flain f 
Yet, what a race ere Greece to llion came. 

The pledge of many a loy!d wd loving daW : • 


Priam. 


Nineteea 
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Nineteen one mother brre — dead, all are dead ! 
How oft, alas! has wrciched Priam bled ! 

^ Still one was left, their lots to recompenfe ; 

His fisher’s hope, his country’s laft defence. 

H'm too tK^^rage has flain ! beneath thy fteel 
Unhappy in fcs country’s caufe he fell • 

For him thro* hoftile camps I bend my way, 
For him thus proftratc at thy feet 1 lay ; 

Large gifts proportion’d to thy wrath 1 bear; 

Oh hear the wrcjjbhed, and the gods revere ! 

^ Think pf thy father, and this face behold ! 

Sec him in me, ac hclplcfs and as old, * 

^ho’ not fo wrexhed ! there he yields to me, 
The firft of me/ in fov ’reign nrdcry ; 

Thus forc’d to Kneel, thus grov’ling to embrace 
The fcourge and^uin of my realm and race; 
Suppliant my chuSf^n's murd’rcr to implore, 
And kifs thole hands ycRTctking with their gore ! 

Thefc words foft pity in the chief infpirc, 
Touch’d with the dear remembrance of his fire. 
Then with his hand (as proftratc ftill he lay) 
The old man’s cheek he gently turn’d away. 
Now each by turns induli^c the gulh of woe; 
And now the mingled tides together flow : 

This low on earth, that gently bending o’er, 

A father one, and one a Ton deplore : 

But great Achilles di'F’rent palfions rend, 

And now his fire he mourns, and now his friend. 
Th’ infectious foftnefs thro’ the heroes ran ; "i 
One univerfal folcmn fliow’r began : > 

They bore as heroes, but they tolt as man. J 
Satiate at length with unavailing woes, 

Fiom the high throne divine Achilles role ; 

T«lie rcv’rend monarch by the hand he rais’d; 

On his white beard and torm majcftic gaz’d, 

Not unrelenting : then fcrcnc began 
With words to foothe the miferablc man. 

Alas ! whatweightof anguifli haft thou known 1 
Unhappy prince ' thus guardlefs and alone 
To pais thro’ foes, and thus undaunted face 
The man whofe fury has dgftroy’d thy race ! 
Heaven fure has arm’d thee with a heart of fteel, 
A ftrength proportion’d to the woes you feci. 
Rile then ; let reafon mitigate our care : 

To mourn avails not; man is born to bear. 

Such is, alas ! the gods I’evcre decree : 

They, only tliey arc bleft, and only free. 

'iTwo urns by Jove's high throne have ever ftood, 
The fource of evil one, and one of good ; 

From thence the cup of mortal man ht fills, 
Bleilings to thefe, to thole diftribuccs*ills; 

To moft he iMssiglts both ; the wretch decreed 
Tc tafte the bad unmix’d, is curft indeed : 
PurAicd by wrongs, by meagre famine driven, 
He wanders out»caft both of earth and hedv^. 
The happieft tafte not happinefs fin cere, 

But find the cordial draught is dalh’d with care. 
Who more than Peieua (hone in wealth and 
pow’r? 

What ftars conctirring bleft’d his natal hour ! 

A realm, a ^defs, to his wilhes .mven, 

Grac’d by the gods with all the gifts of Heaven ! 
fiM evil yet o’erfakes his latcft day, 

No race mccceding to imperial fway i - 


An only fon I and he, alas I ordained 
To fall untimely hi a foreign land ! • 

See him, in Troy, the pious care decline 
Of his weak age, to live the cutfe of thine t 
Thou too, old man, haft happier days beheld j 
In riches once, in children once cxccli’d ; 
Extended Phrygia own’d thy anmle rciffn. 
And all fair Lclbos’ ' " ' 


own d thy ample reign, "I 
5* blifsful feats contain, > 
d*pont*s unmeafurM main. J 


And all widi Hellerpont's 
But fince the god his hand has pleas’d to turn. 
And fill thy meafurc from his bitter urn, 

Wliat fees the funj but haplcfs heroes’ falls ? 
War, and the blood of man, fiirrouuJ thy walls ! 
What muft be, mnft be. tliy lot, nor flied 

Thefe unavailing tbrrows o'tr the cU ad ; 

Thou canft not call him fiom the btygian fliore; 
But thou, alas ’ inayft live to fufler m«.rc ! 

To >vhom the king : O favour’dof the Ikicsl 1 
Here let me grow to earth ! fince Hc^lor lies > 
On the bare beach, depriv’d of obfiiquies* J 

0 give me Hedtcr ! to my eyes rcftorc 

His corpfe, and take the gifts : I ;»lk no more* 
Thou, as thou may It, thclc boundiefs ftorcs cn|oy ; 
Safe may ft thou fail, and turn thy wrath from Troy; 
So fliall thy pity and forbearance give 
A weak old man to fee the I'glu and live » 

Move me no more (Achilles thus replies. 
While kindling anger fparklcd in his eyes) 

Nor ll'tk by tears my ftcady foul to bend ; 

To yield tlW lleftor I mylclf intend : 

For know, from Jove my goddefif-mother came 
(Old Ocean’s daughter, filver-footed dame), 

Noi coin’ll thou but by Heaven; nor corn’ll alonCf 
Some god impels with courage not thy own ; 

No human hand the weighty gates unbarr’d, 1 
Nor could the boldcft of our youths have dar’d f 
To pafs our out- works, or elude the guard. J 
Ccafe ; left, ncgleftful of high Jove’s command, 

1 ihew thee, king ! thou trcad'ft on hoftile land ; 
Relciile my knees, thy fuppliant arts give o’er. 
And ihakc the purpofe of my foul no more. 

The fire obey’d him, trembling, and o'eraw’d. 
Achjlk s) like a lion, rufli’d abroad ; 

Autoniudon and Alcimus attend. 

Whom moft he honour'd, fince hcloft his friend; 
Tl-.efe to unyoke the mules and horles went, 

And led the hoary hcraid to the tent ; 

Next heap’d on high the num’rous prefcnljs bear 
(Great Heftor’s ranfom) from the polilh’d car* 
’Two fplendid mantles, and a carpet fpread. 

They leave, to cover and inwrap the dead; 

Then call the handmaids, wdth afliftant toil^ > 

To wafh the body, and anoint with oil ; 

Apart from Priam, left th’ unhappy fire, i 

rrovdk’S top^.flirm, once more roule to ire 
The ftern Pv;li<^c3 ; and nor facred age 
Nor Jove’s command ihould check the rifing rage* 
This done, the garments o’er the corpfe they Ipread; 
Aclnlles lifts it to the fun’ral bed : 

Then, while liie body on the car they laid, 

He mans, and calls on lov’d Patruclus* (hade : 
It, in that gloom which never light muft 
know. 

The deeds of mortals touch the ghofts below : 
n O friend I 
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O friend ! forgive me, that I thus fulfil 
(Refioring Hcrior) IJcaven’s unqueftionM vill. 
Tile gifts the father gave be ever thine, 

To grace thy manes, and adorn thy llirinc. 

He laid, and entiling, look his leat of ftatc, 
"Where full before him revVend Priam iJite : 

To whom, compos’d, the godlike chief begun — 
Lo, to thy prayV lefior’d thy breathlefs Ihni I 
Extended on the fun’ral couch he lies : "j 

And, foon as morning paints the eallern (kies, V 
The fight is granted to thy longing eyes. J 
, But now the peaceful hours of ficred night 
Demand refection, and to reft invire : 

• Nor thou, O father, thus confumM with woe. 
The common cares that nourilh life fi»rego. 

Not thus did Niobe, of form divine, 

A parent once, whole forrows e<pj.ill'd thine : 

Six youthful fons, as many blooming maids. 

In one fad d iy beheld the St) gian fhadcs i 1 
Thefe by Apollo’s filvcr bow were flain, 

Thclc Cynthia’s airows ftretch’d upon the plain. 
So was her pride chaftis’d by wrath divine, 

Who match’d her own with bright Latona's line ! 
But two the goddefs, twelve the queen enjoy’d : 
Thofe boafted twelve th' avenging two deftroy’d. 
Steep’d in tiieir blood and in the daft out> 
fpread. 

Nine days neglciflcd lay expos’d the dead) 

None by to weep them, to inhume them none, 

For Jove had turn'd tlie nrtiou all to ftone : 

The gods thenileUes, at length relenting, gave 
Th’ unhappy race the honours of a grave. 

Herfelf a rock (for futh was Hedven’s) liigh sviii) 
Thro’ dtM'arfs wild now pours a weeping rill : 
Where round the bed whence Aeliclous ipiings, 
The w'juVy fairies dance in ma/y rings j i 

There liigh on Sipylus's ftiaggy brow ‘J 

She ftands her own fad monument of woe ; / 

The rock for ever lafts, the tears forever fi< u’. J 
Such griefs, O king ! have other p^ptut- 
known j 

Remember theirs, and mitigate thy own. 

The care of Heaven thv Hector has appear’d, 

Nor dial I he lie unwept and uninterr’d j 
SfK>n may thy agt-d cheeks in tears be drown'd, 
And ail the eyes of I lion ftreara aroun<l. 

He faid, anil riling, eiiofe tlie vidlim ewe 
With filv«r fleece, which his attendants ikw. 
The limbs they fever from the reeking hide, . 
With ikill prepare them, and in parr* divide ; 
Each on the coals the ftp’rare morl'eU lays, 

And hafty liiatches from the rifing bU/.i. 

With bread the glitt’iing canifteis they load, 
Which round the board Auiomcdon beftow'd} 
The chief liimfclf to each his portion plat'd, • 
And each indulging Ibir’d in Iwcct repaft. 

W'hcn now the rage of hunger was repreft. 

The wond'rtng hero eyes his royal gueft ; 

No lefs the roya* gueft the hero ^cs, 

His godlike arpe6t, and majcftic fize; 

Here, youthful grace and noble fire engage i 
Ard there, the mild benevolence of age. 

Thus .azing loi>g, the filencc neither broke, 

(A ibl nw feeue !} at length the father fpoke ; 


Permit me now, bclov’d of Jove ! to ftcep 
Mv careful temples in the dew of fleep : 

Foi, lince {he day that number’d with the dead 
My h.iplefs Ton, the duft has been my be^ 

Soft llecp a ftranger to my weeping 
Mv only food, my forniws and niylighs I 
T ill now, encourag'd by the grace^ou give, 

I Iharc thy baiuiutt, and conlent to live. 

With that Achilles hade prepare the bed. 

With puiple foft, anil ftiaggy cittptts f})read ; 
Forth by the llaniing lights tlvivVoend their way^^ 
And ptace tlie ( ouches, and the iov’rinfSjs lay. 
Tlien he; Now, father, ilcep, bit fleep not hcre| 
Confuli iby I'afetv^ and forgive iw fear j 
Left any Argivc (.it this hour awake, 

To alk our coiiiirtl, or our orden/take), 

Approa* lung fuddcii to our qnpn d tent, 
Pi.uhance btlir Id thee, apd our grace prevent. 
Shi'uld lucb report thy honour’d perfon here, 
'j'ht king of men the ranfoin might defer; 

Bur fav, with fpecd, if aught of thy defire 
Remains iinafic’d ? what time the rites require 
1" inter thv Hector * I'or To long we ftay 
Our fl.uight'ying aim, and bid tl\t hofts obey. 

If ihtn thv will permit (the monarch laid) 

To finilh all due honours to the dead, 

This of thy grace accoid : to t4iet aie known 
'Fhe fears of Jlion, clos’d within her town, 

And at what diftaiice fiom her walls afpirc 
The hills of Ide, and forclls fiir the lire. 

Nine days to vent oui Ibrrow's I reqiu ft, 

The tenth (hall lee the fun'ral and the ftaft: 

The next to raile his monument be given ; 

The tw elfih w'c war, if w ar be* doom’d by Heaven I 
'’J'iiis thy lequeft, replied the chief, enjoy ! 

Till then our anus lulpend the fall of Troy. 


5 i(). Dl fi. ) il»t}on of Jupiter, 

OF fpoke, iukI awful bends his fable brows; 
bbtikes hi;> ainbrofial curls, and gives ihtS 
nod, 

Th» fiamp of fate, and fanf^ion of t!ic God: 

Hij.h h.uaM n wivhtremolmg the dread figiui took. 
And ail Olympus to the centre Ihouk. 


V 17. A~ljiil l)c.f)ipiion of the Danes engoged 
ni the Comhnt,^ 

Utrr wlitfn the pow'rs defeend'ing fwcird the 

^ ligdir, 

Then tumult rofe: ficjce rage and pale aftright 
V'aried each fa«.ei then difeord founds alarrns, 
Karth echoes, and th« nations rufti to armsi 
Now thro' the ticmbling flrorcs Minciva calls, 
And now' Ihe thunders from the Grecian walls- 
! Miirs liov’ring o’er his Trov, his terror Ihiouds 
I In gloomy teinpefts, aaul a niglit of clouds ; 

! Now thro’ each Tixijaii heart he fury pours^ 
j With voice divine from IHon^s topmoft tow’rs 5 ' 
I Now^ Ihouts to Sirnois, from her beuQtcous hill $ 

I The mountains fliook, the rapid ftream ftood ftilL 
j Above, the fire of j^ds his thunder rolls, ^ 

! And peals on peals redoubled rend the poles. 

Beneath > 
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Beneath, (tern Neptune fhakes the folid ground 
The forefts wave, the mountains rod around 
Thro’ all their lummits tremble Ida’s woods, 
Aiv^ from their fources boil lier hundred tloods. 
7Voy’b turrets totter on the rocking plain ; 

And* the tof^’d natives beat the he:^^'lIlg main. 
Deep in the dilmal regions of the dead, 

Tir infernal monarch i car’d his horiid head j 
Leap’d from his throne, left Neptune’s arm 
Ihould lay 

!Iis dark dominions open to the day, 

And pour in lig^it on Pluto's drear abodes, 
Abhorr’d by nn-n, and dreadful even to gods. 


§ 1 8 . Defeription of the Greiian Arvty nvbeu 
viarcbl-ig tvgdniji ibr Ti'ojiws, 

monarch iftiicd his commands j 
■■ Straight the loud heralds call the gath’ring 
bands. 

The chiefs inclofe their king; the hofts divide, 

In tribes and nations rank’d on cither lidc. 

High in the midft the blue-eyed virgin flies; 
From rank to rank flic darts her ardent eyes ; 
Thc.drcadful aegis, Jove’s immortal Ihield, 

Blaz’d on her arm, and lighten’d all the field ; 
Round the vaft orb an bundled ferpeuts roll’d, 
I'feiim the blight fiinge, and feeni’d to burn in 
gold. 

With this each Grcci'in's manly breaft fhc warms, 
Swells their bold hearts, and itiings iheii nervous 
arms : 

No more they figh, inglorious, to return, 

But breathe revenge, aiid-for the coinb'it hum. 

on fonic mountain, thro’ the lofty grove, 
The crackling flames afeend, and blaze above ; 
The fires expanding as the winds arife, 

Shoot their long beams, and kindle half the Ikies: 
So from the pohlh’d arms, and brazen fhulds, 

A gleamy Iplcndour fl.ifh’d along the fields. 

Not lei's their number tlian th’ embodied cranes, 
Or milk-white fwans in Afius’ wat’ry plains, 
That o'er the windings of Cnyltcr’s ipnngs 
Stietch their long necks, and clap their ruftling 
wings; 

Now tow’r aloft, and coiirfc in airy rounds; 

Now light with noiic ; with noil'e the field rc- 
louiids. 

Thus num’rous and confus’d, extending wide. 
The legions crowd Scamander’s flowYy fide; 
V/ir’n ruftling tr^ps the pkiins arc cover’d o’er, ' 
Andthund’riiigrcijtfteps lhakc the founding fliore: 
Along the river's level meads they ftand, 

Thick as in fpnng il:c flow’rs adorn the land, 

Or leaves the trees ; or thick as infects play, 

The wand’nng nation of a funinier’s day. 

That drawn by milky lieams, at ev’niiig hours, 

In gather’d fwarms lurround the rural Txiw’rs : 
From pail to pail with bufy murmur run 
The glided legions, glitt’riiig in the fun. 

So throng’d, ‘foclofc, the Grecian fquadrons ftood, 
In radiant arms, and thirft for Trojan blood, ■ 
Kjeh leader now his fcatter'd force conjoins 
In clofc array, and fonus the deep’ning lines. 


m 

Not with more cafe the ftilful ihepherd fvialn 
Colltdts his llock from thoufands on .the plain. 


THE ODYSSEY. 

§ 19 . OWfes on a dCjOlMc Ij!and^'7'hi' Cods 
aJIhnidt'^ Cntd Mm nry to Cn!ypfvf to picture 
b/s LiherLy. — Dtf ription of the Mofnhi^-y the 
djWrJ of -kv’ zV/ r, oiKd the Giotto of iht Goddtfs^ 
n:oji aa?ni)uily jainitd, 

fdiFron nicru, with early bluflies fpiead. 
Now refe refiiigeiit from Tirhonus' bed ; 
With new'-born day to gladden mortjil fight. 

And gild the roiiirs of heaven with facred ligl-t. 
Then met tii'eteinal fynod of the Iky, 'j 

Before the God who tliundi rs from on high, > 
Suj>remc in inighr. fuhiime m maji'fty. J 

Pallas to tiiefe dLpl* res th’ unequal fates 
Of wife Ulyflbs, and his toils relates : 

Her hero’s d.ing^*.- touch'd the pitying pow’r, 
7'he nymph’s feduceinent*., and the magic bow *r. 

Thus ftiL* l)Lg:sn her plaint*. Jinmortal Jove I 
And you whu Vill the bliisfulleats alK)Vc! 

Let kings no more with gentle mercy fway, 

Or blcfs a people willing to obey, 

But crufti tile nations with an iron rod, 

And every monarch be tl;e feourgeof God; 

If from your ti. oughts Ulyffes you remove. 

Who rul'd his fubjei.'^Is with a father’s love. 

Sole in an ifle, encircled by the main, 

Abandon’d, baniJh'd from his native leign, 
Un’oleft he f.ghs, detain’d hy lawdcR chaims. 

And prefs’d unwilling in Calypfo’s arms. 

Nor friends, are there, nor \efleU to convey, 

Nor oars to cut th’ immeafuisble way. 

And now' fierce traitors, ftudious to deftroy 
His only fon, their anibalh’d fraud employ, 

Wlio, pious, fol!.>w’ing his great father’s fame, 
To facred Pylos and to Sparta came. [forms 
What words arc ihefe (replied the pow’r who 
The clouds of night, and darkens heaven with 
Is ’t not already in ihy loul decreed, [Itorms) ? 
The chief’s return Ih:;'! make the guilty bleed? 
What cannot w ifdom do » l'b,t5U rnayft leftorc 
The fon in fafeiy to his nativ/* ftiorc : 

While the fell foes, who late in arabufh lay, 
\Vith fraud defeated, meafure back their way. 

! Then thus to Hennes the comm-and v\ as given ; 

, Hermes, thou chofen nicirengcr of heaven ! 

Go, to the nymph be ihefc our ordei s borne : 

’Tis Jove’s decree Ulvlfcs fhnil return : 

The patient man Ihall view his old abodes, 

Nor heh)’d by mortal hand, nor guiding gods; 
in twice ten davs lliali fertile Scheria find, 
Alone, and floating to the wave and wind. 

The bold Pltaiacians there, whbfe haughty line 
Is mix’d with gods, half human, half divine, 
The chief Ihall honour as fomc heavenly gueft^ 
And I'wift tranfpoit him to his place of reft. 

His vcU’cls loaded witli a pieutwnus ftore 
Of brafs, of veftiires, and rcfplendent ore ; 

(A richer prize than if his joyful illc 
Receiv'd him charg’d with liion’» ‘noble Ij^U) 
n ^ 
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His friends, his country, he fhallice, though late; 
Such is our fovercign will, and fuch is fete. 

He ipoke. The God who mounts the winged 
winds 

Faft to his feet the golden pinions binds, 

That high through fields of air his flight fuftain 
O er the wide earth, and o’er the bouiidlcl's main. 
He grafps the wand that caulcs fleep to fly, 

Or in foft (lumbeis fcals the wakeful eye : 

Then (hoots from heaven to high Pieria’s deep, 
And (loops incumbent on the rclling deep. 

So watry fowl, that leek their fiihy food, 

With wings expanded o'er the foaming flood, 
Now failing (Incjoth the level fiirfacc (weep. 

Now dip their pinions in the briny deep. 

Thus o’er tlie world of waters Hermes flew. 

Till now the diftant iiland rofe in view: 

Then (wift afeending fn>m the a/ure \s“avc, | 
He took the path that winded to the ca\e. 

Large was the grot in whicli the nymph he found 
^ Thefair- ha ir’dn y mph w i the very beau t y crown ’d ) . 
8he fat and fung; the rocks refound her lays ; 
The cave was brighten’d with a rifing blaze : 
Cedar and frankinccule, an od’rous pile, 

Flam’d on tlie hearth, afd wide perfum’d thciflc : 
While (lie with work and long the time divides, 
And thro’ the loom the golden fliutrlc guides. 
Without the giot a various fylvan feene 
Appear’d around, and groves of living green ; 
poplars and alders ever quivVing play’d, 

And nodding cyprefs form’d a fragrant feadc ; 

On whofe high branches, waving with the florm# 
T ne birds of broadefl wing tlieir manllon form, 

T le chough, the fea-mew, the loquacious crow, 
A id feream aloft, and (kirn the deeps below. | 
Depending vines tJie (helving cavern fereen, j 
\yith purple clutters blufhing thro’ the green. | 
Four limpid fountains from the clilf diful, Y i 
And cv’ry fountain pours a Icv’ral rill, > 
In mazy windings wand'ring down the hill : J 
Where blooming meads with vivid greens weic 
crev^ n'd, 

And glowing violets threw odours round. 

A feene where if A god Ihould call his figlit, 

A god mi^ht gajfe^and wander with delight * 

Joy touch d the mefrenger of heaven : he'ftay’d, 
EntrancM, and all the blifsful haunt farvey’3. 
Him, cm’iing in the cave, Calypfo knew, 

For (cw’rs cclcftial to each other’s view 
Stand lull confetti tho’ dittant far they lie, 

Or habitants of earth, er fea, or iky. 

But fad Ulyffes, by himfelf ajwrc. 

Pour’d the big lorrows of his fwdling heart ; 

All on the lonely (here he (’at to ween, „ ^ 

And roll’d bis eyejj around the rcfticis deep ; 
Tow’rd his lov’d coaft he roli’d his eyes in vain, 
Till, dimm’d with rifing grief, t.iey (Ircam’d again. 


5 ao. Confequence; rf Senfualtij pointed out 
hy the iitoty of Greeks filing the Cmpaniom 
of Ulyjfes^md turning them into Swine. 


in the lu(cious. feaft thepifelvcs they loft, 
^ And draidc oblivion of their natWe coaft. 


Inftant her circling wand the goddefs waves*, 

To hogs transforms ’em, and the fty receives. 

No more was fet'a the human form divine, 

Head, face, and members brittle into fwine : 
Still, curd with fenfc, their minds remain alone, 
And their own voice alTrights thei|i when they 
groan. 


§ 21 . Embantments of an idle Lifc^ and the 
Evils that aticnd a Cottrfe of Inahivity anti 
Pleafure^ alltgori rally repufenteei in the Story of^ 
the Sirens and their Sang, 

'^‘EXT, where the Sirens dwell, you plough 
the fcas ; 

Their long is death, and makes deftrudVion plcafe. 
Unbleft the man whom mufic wins to ttav 
Nigh the cuift (bore, and lillen to the lay j 
Net more that wretch ttiall view the joys of life, 
His blooming offspring, or his beauteous wife ' 

In verdant meads they fpoit, and ^vidc around 
Lie human bouts that whiten all the ground; 

The ground polluted floats with human gore, 

Al^d Jiuman carnage taints the dreadful Ihore. 

Fly fwift the dang’rous coaft ; let every ear 
Be Hopp’d againft the fong ! ’tis death to hear 1 
Firm to the matt wdth chains thyfelf be IjouikI, 
Nor truft thy virtue to th’ enchanting found. 

If, mud with tranfpfirt, freedom thou demand, 

Be evciy fetter ftraia’d, and added band to band. 


§ 22 . 7heSo):^ which the Sirens addrefs to UhJ/is* 
^!l fray, O pride of Circccc ! Ulyffes, (lay ! * 

^ Oil ccafe thy courle, and liften to our lay ». 
BIcll i.s the man ordain’d our voice to hear, 

The fong inttrufts the loui, and charms the car. 
Approacli ’ thy foul (hall into raptures rile ! 
Approach ’ and learn new wifdom from the wile ? 
We know whate’er the kings of mighty name 
.Achiev’d at I lion in the field of fame; 

Vv'hate’cr beneath the fun’s bright journey lies. 

O (lay, and learn new^ wifdom from the wife ! 


§ *>• Eolation of the Dog Argus ^ with ike 
Urrutnjiunces o} his knowing the k^oite of 
Uhjfs. ^ ^ 

T^IIUS, near the gates conferring as they drew, 
Argus', the dog, his ancient matter knew ; 
He, not unednfeious of the voice, and tread, 

Lifts to the found his car, and rears his head. 
Bred by Ulyffes, nourifli'd at his board. 

Bur, ah ! not fated long to pleafc his lord ! 

To hiin, his fwiftncls and his (Irength were vain j 
The voice of glory call’d him o’er the main. 

Till then in cv'ry (ylvan chace rcno\vn’d. 

With Argus, Argus, rung the woods around ; 
With him the youth pui'(iicd the goat or fawn, 
Or trac’d the mazy lev ’ret o’er the lawn. 

Now left to man’s ingratitude he lay* 

Unhous'd, negledled, in the public way; 

And where on heaps the rich manure was 
Obfccnc with rcptiki, took his fordid bed. 

He 
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He knew his lord ; he knew, and ftrm c to meet, 
In vain he Urovc to crawl, and kifs his feet; 

Yet (all he could) his tail, his cars, his eyes 
Salute his mafter, and confels his joys. 

Soft pit^ touch’d the mighty maker’s foul ; 

And down his cheek a tear unbidden ftole, 

$rolc iinpcrceiv’d; he turn’d his head, and dried 
The drop humane: then thus iinpa/Hon'd cried: 

What noble iKafl in this ahandoiiM ftatc 
,I.ies here all liclplels at UlyiTcs' gatO * 

His bulk and beauty rj>cak no vulgu- praife; 

If as he feems he was in better days, 

Some care liis age dclerves : or was he piiz’d 
.For worthlefs beauty, therefore now delpis’d ? 
Such dogs and men there are, mere things of Itatc, 
And always cherjlh'd by their friends, the great. 

Not Argub fo (Kum^us thus lejoin’d), 

But ferv’d a maftcr of a nobler kind, 

Who never, never fliall behold liim more ! 

I-ong, long fince pcrifli’d on a diftant Ihore ! 

Oh had you feeii him, \ig'rous, bold, and young, 
Swift as a (lag, and as a lion ftrong ; 

Him no fell lavage on the plain with flood. 

None Tcap'd him, hofom’d in the gloomy wood ; 
His eye how piercing, and his Ictnt how true 
To wind the vapour in the tainted dew ! 

Such, when UjyfTcs left his natal coaft ; 

Now years unnerve him, and his lord is loft? 
The women keep the gcn’ious crcatiiic bare, 

A fleck and idle race is all their care: 

The maftcr gone, the lervants what reftrains ? 

Or dwells humanity where riot reigns ? 

^ovc fix’d it certain, that whatever day 
Makes man a flavc, takes half his worth away. 

This laid, the honeft hcrdlinan ft rode before : 
The muling monatch paufes at the door: 

The dcig whom fate had granted to behold 
His lend, when twenty tedious years had roll’d, 
Takes a laft look, and having leen him, dies; 

So clos’d for ever faithful Argus’ eyes ! 


§ 24. Advice of Pallas to Uhjfcs, before be goes 
to the Court of the Pkcacians, 

T^Y tafk is done ; the manfion you require 
Appears before ytiu : enter and admire. 

H igh-tiiron’d and feafting there thottflialt behold 
The feepter'd rulers. Fear net, but ^behold; 

A decent bold^cfs ever meets with friends, 
Succeeds, and even a ftrangcr recommends. 


§ 15. Pompous Defer ipt ion of the rojal Garden 
of the Pbceacians. 

^LOSE to the gates a fpacious garden lies, 

^ From ftorms defended and inclement Ikies : 
Four acres was th* allotted Tpace of ground, 
Fenc'd with, a green inclofure all around. 

Tall thriving trees confefs'd the fruitful mold; 
The redd'ning apple rinens here to gold; 

B!ere the blue flg with lulcious juice o'erflows ; 
With deeper red the full pomegranate glows ; 


The branch here ben«ls beneath tlie weighty pear; 
.And \erdAnt olives HourilU round the year. 

The balmy fpirit of the weflern gale 
Eternal breathes on fruits untaught to fail : 
Each dropping pear .1 following pear lupplics, 
On apples apples, figs on figs aiilc; 

The fume mild fealbn gives the blooms to blow, 
T)ie buds to harden, and the fruits to grow. 

Here order’d vines in equ.d ranks appear. 
With all th’ united i.djours of the year; 

Some to unload the fertile branches run, 

Some dry the black’ning clufters in the Ibn. 
Others to tread the liquid harveft join, 

The groaning p*'drcs foam with floods of win®. 
Here are the vines in early flow*r dcfciicd, T 
Here grapes difcolour'd on the funny -fide, / 
And there in autumn's richeft purple dyed. J 
Beds of all various herbs, for ever green. 

In beauteous order terminate tkc feene. 

Two plenteous fountains the whole profpe£i: '1 
crown'd : f 

This thro* the gardens leads its ftream around, C 
Vifits each plant, ainl waters all the ground; -3 
While that in pipes beneath the palace flows, 
And rlicnce its current on the town hefto'vs : 

To various ufe their various ftreams they bring, 
The people one, and one fupplies the king. 


§ 26. UlyJles' artful Addrefs to the ^een and 
* Court of AlcinoUi, 

1^ AUGHTKR of great Rhexenor ' (thus began, 
^ Low at her knees, the much enduring man) , 
To flue, rhy confort, and Ids royal train, 

To all that ihare the blcHings of your reign, 

A fuppliant bends : oh pity human woe I 
'I'is what the happy to th’ unhappy owe. 

A wretched exile to his country fend, 

r.ong worn with griefs, and long without a friend* 

So may the gods your better d»ays incrcafe, 

And all your joys defeend on all your race ; 

So reign for ever on your country *s breaft, 

Your people blefling, by your people blcft ! 

Then 10 the genial earth he bow’d his face, 
And humbled in the afhes took his place. 


Silence enfued. The cldcft flrft began, • 
Echeneus fage, a venerable man ! 

Whofe well -taught mind theprefuntagefurpafs'd. 
And join'd to that th’ experience of the laft* 

Fit words attended on his weighty fenfe, 

And m^d perfuafion flow'd in eloquence. 

O fight (he cried), difhoneft and unjuft ! 

A gueft, a ftraiiger, fcated in the dull ! 

To railc a lonely fuppliant from the ground 
Befits a monarch. Lo 1 the peers around 
But .wait thy word, the gentle gueft to grace. 

And feat him fair in fome diftinguifti'd place* 
Let flrft the iierald due libation pay 
To Jove, who guides the wand’rcr on his way ) 
Then fet the genial banquet in his view, 

And give the ftrangcr-gueft a ftranger's due. 

a 3 5 »7. 
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§27. Ul^J/es left feated with Aicifious and his 
^een ; jbe dhcoverin^ the Oarvimt that was 
lent him by ilauficaaj ojujt'ons h»m on that 
}lcad\ upon which be d'filoft^ tbe Truth \ and 
while be pnafa Na’'Jii;f(t^ a-tfullv tbroius in 
a Compliment on her and t\>nrludrs 

, with a Sentence^ in proof of bis A iacbment to 
Truths and bis Abhorrence of a Lye, 


^HE queen, on nc.ircr view, her picft furveyM 
Rob’d in the ganncnis her own hanefs had 
made ; 

Not without wonder fecn. T.han tlius began, 
Her words addrofilng t'> tlic go.hike man : 

Cam’ft thou not hither, v/ondrous llrangcr ! fay, 
From lands remote, and (/cr a length of i'ea ? 
Tell then ^^hcncc art tliou ? whence that princely 
i\nd robes like thefe, fo recent and lb fair ? [air r 
Hard is the tafl-;, O prineefs ’ you impofe, 
("rhus fighing ipoke the man of many woes) 
The l(»ng, the moutnfui Icri.s to relate 
Of all mv forrows, lent by Heaven and fate ! 

Yet wlirit \ou afle, attend. An illand lies 
Ikyo-ui tUefe trails, and under orher Ikies, 


Ogvgia nam’d in (Jc. anS watVy arms, 

\V hero dwells Calvpfo, dreadful in her charms? 
Remote from gods or men llic liolds her reign, 
Amid the terrors of the rolling main. 

Me, only me, the hand of iorturc horc, 

Unbletf ! to tiead that intcidiMcd Ihorc : 

When Jove, tremendous in the fahlc deeps, 
I,auiich’d his red lightning at our fcatter’d ihips: 
Then, all my fleet and all my foll’wers loft. 

Sole on a plank, on boiling furges t<»ft, 

Ileavcn drove my wreck rh’ Ogygian ifle to find, 
Full nine days floating to the wave and wind. 
Met bv the goddefs there with open arms, 

Sue brib’d my ftay with more th.ui human charms ; 
Nay promis'd, vainly promis’d, to beftovv 
Immortal life, exempt from age and woe. 

Bur all lier blandiftimcnrs fucctlUefb prove, 

To baniOi from mv breaft my country b lo\e. 

I ftay reluftant feven continued years, 

And water her ambrofial couch with tea’s. 

The eighth, ihc voluntary moves to part, : 

Oc urg’d by Jove, or her ow n changeful heart. 1 
A rafi was form’d to crofs the furging fca ; I I 
Herfclf fupplied the llores and rich array, ? 

, And gave the gales kj waft me on the w^ay. J 
In feventecn day:» appear’d your plcaling coaft, 
And woody mountains half in vapours loft. 

Joy touch’d my foul ; my foul was joy’d in vain. 
For angry Neptune rous’d the raging inainj 
The w'ild winds whiftle, and the bill.Avs Hoar; 1 a 
The fplitting^raft the furious tempefts tore 5 > 

And (forms vindictive intercept the Ihorc. J 
Soon as their nge fubfidcs, the feas I brave 
With naked force, and (hoot along the wave, 

To reach this ifle : but there my hopes were loft, 
The (urge impcli’d me on a craggy coaft, 

I chofe (lie I'afcr fca, and chanc'd to find 
A river’s mouth impervious to the vvind> 

And clear of rocks. 1 f tinted by the flood ; 
Then took the ftwiitcr of the nci^bouring wood. 


’Twas night •, and, cover’d in the foliage deep, 
Jove plung’d my fenfes in the death of deep. 

All night I fltpt, oblivious of my pain j 
Aurora dawn'd, and Phoebus fhin’d in vain ; 

Nor till oblique he (lop’d his evening ray, 

Hnd Snmnus dried the balmy dews away. 

Then female voices from the d'orc I heard ; 

A maid amidft ihem goddefs-like appear’d : 

To her I fued, (he pitied my diftrds ; 

Like thee m beauty, nor in virtue IlTs. ^ 

Who from fuch youth could hope confidVate care > 
In youth and beauty svifdom is but raic ’ 

She gave me life, reliev’d with juft fupplies 
My wants, and lent thole robes that tlrikc your 
eyes. 

This is the truth ; and, O ye pow’is on high ! 
Forbid that want Ihould link me to a lye. 


§ 2R. Uh'lfls ai the Vbeeacian Games, 

TNCENS’D Uiyfles with a frown replies, 

O forward to pp 'claim thy foul unwife ! 

With partial hands the gods their gifts difpcnle; 
Some greatly think, fomc fpcak with manly fenfe j 
Ilcie Heaven an eloganct of form denies, 
l>ut wifdom the deftOt of form fupplies : 

This man with energy of thought controuls, 

And deals with modtfi violence our fouls ; 

He (’peaks referv’dly, bur he fpeaks with force. 
Nor can one word be chang’d but for a worfe j 
In public more than mortar he appears, 

And as he moves the gazing crowd reveres. 

While others, ’neauteoiis as th’ ethereal kind, 

I'he nobler portirm want, a knowing mind. 

In outward (how Heaven gives thee to excel, 

But Heaven denies the praife of chinking well. 

Ill bear the brave a rude ungovern’d tongue, 

And, youth, my gcn’roiis foul refenisthc wrong, 
bkill'd in heroic txercife, I claim 
A port of honour with the Tons of fame ; 

Such was my boji^, while vigour crown’d my days j 
Now care I'urrounds me, and my force decays \ 
Iniii’d a melancholy part to bear, 

Jn fccnes of dcaih, by tempeft and by war. 

Ytt thus by woes impair’d, no moie I wave 
prove tlic hero — (lander (lings tlic brave. 
Then, ftriding forwaid with a furious bound. 
He wrencli’d a rocky fragment to' the ground ; 

By far inor^; pond’rous, and more huge by fer, 

1 han what Phaeacia’s fons di(charg’d in air. 

Fierce from his arm th' enormous load he flings; 
Sonorous thro’ the fliaded air it fings ; 

Couch’d to the earth, tempeftuous as it flics, 

The crowd gaze upwards while it cleaves the 
Beyond all marks with many a giddy round 
Down-ru filing, it upturns a hill of ground. 

Then thus aloud (date with decent pride) 

Rife, ye Phaeacians, try your force, he cried ; 

If with til is throw the ifrongcft caftcr vie, 

Still, further ftill, 1 bid the difeus fly. . 

Siand fbi th, ye champions who the gauntlet wield. 
Or you, the fvvifreft racers of the field ! 

Stand fo/th, ye wreftlers who thefe paftimes graccr ’ » 
J wield the gauntlet, and I run race. 


In 
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In fuch -heroic games I yield to none, 

Or yield to brave l.aodamns alone : 

Shall I with brave Laodani.is contend ? 

A friend is lacred, and 1 llylc him tViend. 
Ungen’rous were the man, and hale of heart. 
Who takes the kind, and pays th'ungratefui part; 
Chiefly the hiaii, i:i foieign i calms confin’d, 

BiiTe to liis» friend, to Ins own inter, ell: blind. 


§ 19. Difn'iption of thr ant'u'vf Ho»onrs •uj/j/rb 
luac Lonfcirtd on Pot try wid Mijh\ 

T he herald no\v arrives, and guides along 
The facred iiiiifter of celedi.ii fong, 

Dear to the mule ! who ga\c liis days to flow 
With nugUiy blefiings, mix'd with mighty uoc : 
With clouds of darknef. quvncliM his vifual ray, 
But p-a\c him (kill to raife the loftv lav. 

High on a radiant throne I’uhliinc u\ (late, 
Kntircled by huge muhiiudes he late: 

With 111 ver Ihone the throne ; his jyj c, well ftrnng 
To rnpt’ious founds, at hand Pontonous hung: 
Before his feat a ponili’d tabh; Ihines ; 

And a full giAilet foams with gen’ious wines ! 
His fl)od a herald bore; and now they fed; ^ 
And now the rage of craving hunger fled. 

Then fir’d by all the mulV, aloud he ilngs 
The mighty deeds of demigods and kings ; 

From that fierce wratji the noble long aiufc. 
That made Ulyflca and Achillts foes : 

I'fow o’er flic fcaft tlj^*y doom the lall of Troy; 

• The ftern debate Atrides hears with joy : 

For Heaven foretold the conre!*: vvisen lie trail 
The marble threfliold of the D»L.]p!’.ic god, 
Curious to Ic.irn the counlels of the Iky, 

Ere )ct be loos’d the rage of war on Ticn% 
Touch’d at the long, Ul\lfes ftraight relign d 
To fofi nlBi^dioii all his manly mind : 

Before his ev<'s the purple veil he drew, 
Induftrious to conceal the falling dew : 

Jlut when ilie mufic paus'd, he ceas'd to fliecl 
The llow'ing tear, and rais'd his drixiping head: 
And lifting to the gods a goblet ci own’d, 

He pour’d a pure libation to the ground. 

Tiaiif|5orted with the fong, the lilPning train 
Again w ith loud applaufe demand the llfain : 
Again Ulylfcs veil'd hisjienuve head ; 

Again, unmami’d, a lli.Av’r of forrow llicU. 

Now each partakes the feafl, tlie wmc prepares, 
Portions the food, and each tlie portion fliares. 
The hard an herald guides ; the gating throng 
Pay low obeyfance as he moves along ; ^ 

Beneath a fculptur’d arch he fits enthron’d, 

The peers encircling form an awful round. 

Then from the chine UlylFes carves with art 
Delicious food, an honorary part : 

This let the malfer of the lyre receive, 

A pledge •of love ! *tis all a wretch can give. 
Lives there a man beneath the fpacious Ikies, 
^Who facred honours to the bard denies ? 

The mufe the bard infpircs, exalts. his mind; 
Tltp mule indulgent loves th' harmonious kind. 
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The herald to his hand the charge conveys, 
Not fond of flait’ry, nor unpltas’d with praifc. 
When now the r.jge of hunger was allay'd, 
Thus CO the hrift wile Ulvll'cs laid : 

O more than iium ' tby foul the mufe mfpires, 

Or Phx'bus animates witli all his liies : 

For who, by Plutbus uninform’d, could know 
The woe of Greece, and ling lb well the woe > 
]u(t 10 the t.ilc, as prefent at the fray, 

Or taught the labours of the dreadful day ; 

The long recals pall horror to my eyes, 

And bids pioiul I lion foau her iifhes rife. 

Once more havinonious ftrike the founding llring, 
Th’Ep^ean fabric, fiam'd by Pallas, fing ; 

How lierii Ulylfes, furious to deftrf)v. 

With l itent heroes lack’d imperial Troy. 

If faithful thou record the tale of fame, 

The god himl'elf inlj»iies thy breaft with flame; 
And mine lliali be the talk hencefortli to raife 
In cvVy land thy monument of praife. 

Full of the god he rais’d his loftv drain, 

How the Greeks ruflfd tumultuous to the main: 
How bia/.ing tents illumin’d half the Ikies, 

While from the Ihorts the winded navy flics ; 
How e\cn in llion’s walls, in acathful bands, 
Came the firm Greeks, by Troy’s alufring hands ; 
All Troy up-l;cav’d the Heed :'of diff’ring mind, 
Various the Troians counlell’d ; part conlign’d 
The monfler to the fwiArvl, part fentcnce gave 
To plunge it headlong in the whelming wave : 
Th’unwile award to lodge it in the towVs, 

An olPring facred to th’ immortal pow’is ; 
Th’unwilc prevail, they lodge it in the walls ^ 
And by the gods decree proud Jhoii falls; 
Dellrudlon enters in the trcach'rous wood. 

And vengeful flaiighrcr, fierce for human blood. 

lie lung the Greeks flern-i (Tiling from the (Iced; 
How Ilion burns, how all her fathers bleed : 

How to thy dome, Deiphobus ! alcends, 

"J'hc Spartan king ; how Ithacus attends, 

Horrid as Mars ; and how with dire alarms 
He fights, fubdues; for Pallas firings his arms. 

Thus, while he fung, LMy lies ’griefs renc^, 
Tears bathe his checks, and rears the grou nd bedew: 
Conceal’d be griev’d ; the king obferv’d alone 
The filent tear, and heard the fccret groan : 

Then to the baid aloud : Oh ccafc to fing, 

Dumb be thy voice, and mute the tuneful firing ; 
To e\*ry note his tears rcfponfivc flow, 

And his great heart lieavcs with tumultuous woe j 
Thv kiy too dccplv moves : then ccal’c tlie lay> 
And o'er the banquet cv’ry hcai t be gay. 

II III 

§ 30. IntyoduQion to the Story of Polyphemus^ 

\ GIANT (hepherd here his flock maintains 
Far from the reft, and folitary reigns, 

In fliclrcr thick of horrid (hade reclin’d ; 

And^ gloomy mifehiefs labour in his inind. 

A form enormous ! far unlike the race 
Of human birth, In ftaturc or in face : 

As feme lone mountain's menfirous growth he 
flood, 

Crown’d witIiroughthickeu,and a lloddil){r^^ r o 1! 
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»Lq ! he comes at laft. 


Near half a foreft on his back he boie, 
nd caft the pond'roiis burden at the door. 
It thunder'd as it fell 


531. Dffcovery of Ulyjfs hy Eury^ka. 

T\TiEP oVrhis knee infeam'drerTiainM the fear: 
^ Which noted token of the woodland war 
When Euryclca found, th’ ablution ceas’d ; 
Down dropp’d the leg, from her Hack hand re- 
leas’d ; 

The mingled fluids from the vafe redound ; 

The vafe reclining floats the floor around : 

Smiles dew’d with tears theplcafingftufeexprefb’d 
Of grief and joy alternate in her breaft. 
ffer flutt’ring uords in melting murmurs died ; 
At length abrupt — My Ton! — my king! — Ihc 
cried. 


§ 32. Vlyffcs flares the Life of Pbemius, 

P TIP'MIUS alone theliand of Vengeance fpar'd, 
Phemius the IwectjtheHcavcn-inllruiSlcd bard. 
Bcfidc the gate the rev’rond minflircl {lands ; 

The lyre, now filcnt, trembling in his hands 5 
Dubious to fupplicatc the chief, or liy, 

To Jove's inviolable altar nigh, 

Where oft Laertes holy vows had paid, 

And oft UlylTcs fmoaking vidims laid. 

His honour’d harp with care he iirll ice down, 
Between the laver and tlic filver throne : 

Then proflratc ttretch’d before the dreadful man, 
Perfuahve thus with accent foft began : 

O king ! to mercy be thy fovd inclin’d, 

And fparc the poet’s evcr-gcntle kind. 

A deed like this thy futuie fame would wrong, 
For dear to gods and men is lacred fong. 
Self-taught I fing; by Heaven, and Heaven alone. 
The genuine ll*eds of poefy are fown ; 

And (what the gods bellow) the lofty lay 
To gods alone, and godlike worth, wc pay, 

Save then the poet; and thyfclf reward ; 

’I'is thine to merit, mine is to record. 

That here 1 fung, was force, and not dcfirc ; 
This hand rcldclant touch’d the warbling wire 
And let thy ion arteft, nor fordid pay 
Nor fcrvilc llattVy flai^^’d the moral lay. 

The moving words. TcJcmaclius attends. 

His lire approackcf, and the bard defends : 

Oh mix not, father, with thofc impious dead 
The man divine ; forbear that facred head ^ 
the herald, too, our arms may fpare, 
Med iO, who made my infancy his care. 

. If yet 1 e breathes, permit thy fon to give 
Thus much to gratitude, and bid him live* ' 
Beneath a table, trembling with difmajf, 
Couch'd clofc to e irth, unhappy Medon lay, 
Wrap|>*d in a new-flain ox’s ^ple hide $ 

Swijft at the word he cafl his fereen afide, 
Sprung to the prince, embrac’d his kne'e\vitli tears. 
And thus wi^ grateful voice addrefs’d his oars: 


O prince ! O friend ! lo here thy Medon {lands. 
Ah {lop the hero's unrefiflcd hands, 

Incens’d too juftly by that impious brood, 

Whofe guilty glories now are fet in blood. 

To whom Ulyfles with a pleafing eye : 

Be bold, on friend ihip and my fon rely : 

Live, an example for the world to read. 

How much more fafe the g<.)od than evil deed* 


§ 35. Ulyjfts (ItfcQvaed by Penelope* 

VXyHILE yet he fpeaks, hcrpow ’rs of life decay, 

* ^ She fickens, trembles, falls, and faints away : 
At length rccov’ring, to his arms ihc flew, 

And (Irain’d him clofc, as 10 his breaft {lie grew ; 
The tears pour’d down amain : and, Oh, {he cries. 
Let not ag.iinft thy fpoufc thine anger rile I 

0 vers’d in ev’ry turn of human art, 

Forgive the weaknefs of a woman’s heart * 

The rightcovn pow’rs that mortal lots difpofe. 
Decree us to iuftain a length of woes, 

And from the flow’r of life, the blifs deny 
To bloom together, fade away, and die. 

Oh let me, let me riot thine anger move, 

That 1 forl>oie, thus, thus, to Ipcak my love ; 
Thus in fond kiflfes, while the tranfjvirt warms, 
Pour out my foul, and die within thy arms ! 

T dreaded fraud ! men, faithlcfs men betray 
Our cafy faith, and make the fex their prey ; 
Againft the fondnefs of my heart I ftrove, 

T'was caution, O my lord I not want of love : 
Like me had Helen fear’d, with w'anton charmi 
Ere the fair mifehief fet two worlds in arms, 

Ere Greece rofy dreadful in th* avenging day, 
Thus had Ihc fcaf’d, {he had not gone allray. 

But Heaven, averfe to Greece, in wrath decreed. 
That {he {hould wander, and that Greece {hould 
bleed : 

Blind to the ills that from injuftice flow, 

She colour’d all our wretched lives with woe. 

But why thefe forrows when nw lord arrives > 

1 yield, 1 yield ! my own Ulylles lives ! 

The fecrets of the bridal bed are knowm 
To thee, to me, to A6toris alone 

(My father’s prefent in the fpoufal hour, 

The foie attendant on our genial bow’r) ; 

Since what no eye hath feen, thy tongue rcieal'd, 
Hard and diftruftful as I am, 1 yielcT. 

Touch’d lothc foul, thelcingwith rapture hears, 
Hangs round hfer neck, and fpeaks his joy in tears. 


„§ 34. Ulyjfcs difeovers bimfelf to bis Father. 

TDUT all along the hoary king he found \ 

“ His habit coarfe, but warmly wrapt around j 
His head, that bow'’d with many a penlive care, 
Fenc’d with a double cap of goat-fkin hair : 

His bulkin old, in former fervie'e torn, 

But well repair'd ; and gloves againft the thorn. 
In this array the kingiy gard'ner ftood, * 
And clear’d a plant encumber'd with its wood* 
Beneath a neighb'ring tree, the chief diving. 
Gaa’d o'er hU fire, rcvtracinj^cv’rv line. 
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The ruins of himfclf ! now worn away 
With age, yet ftill majeftic in decay ! 

Sudden his eyes releas'd their wat’ry (lore ; 

The much-enduring man could bear no more. 
Doubtful he flood, if inflant to embrace 
Jlis aged limbs, to kils his rcv’rcnd face. 

With eager tranfport to difclofe the whole, 

And pour at once the torrent of his foul ? 

Not fo: Tiis judgment takes the windii^g way 
^Of queftioh diflant, and of foft eflfay, 

More gentle methods on weak age employs, 

And moves the forrou s to enhance the joys. ' 
Then to his fire with beating heart he moves, 
And with a tender pleafantry reproves : 

Who digging round the plant ftill hangs his head, 
Nor aught remits the work, wliilc thus he faid : 

Great is thy fkill, O father ! great thy toil, 
Thy careful hand is ftampM on all the loil ; . 
Thy fquadron’d vineyards well thy art declare, '! 
The olive green, blue fig, and pendant pear ; S 
And not one empty fpot efcapes thy care. J 
On ev’ry plant and tree thy cares arc fhewn, 
Nothing negle6tcd but tliyfclf alone. 

J'orgive me, father, if this fault I blame ; 

Age fo advanc’d may fome indulgence claim. | 
Not for thy lloth, 1 clteni thy lord unkind ; ] 

Nor fpeaks thy form a mean* or fervile mind : I 
I read a monarch in that princely air, 

Tlie fame thy afptd, if the fame thy care ; 

Soft fleep, fair garments, and the joys of wine, 
Thcfe are the rights of age, and fhould be thine. 
Who then thy mafter, fay ? and whofc the land 
drefs’d and manag'd by thy fkilfiil hand ? 

Rut chief, oh tell me (what 1 queftion moft), 

Js this the far*fam’d Ithaccnlian coart ? 

For fo reported the firft man 1 view’d, 

(Some furly iflandcr, of manners rude) 

Nor farther conference voiichihf 'd to ftay ; 
Ilecdlefs he whiflled, and purfued his way. 

But thou whom years have taught to underftand. 
Humanely hear, and anfwer my demand : 

A friend I fcck, a wife one and a brave. 

Bay, lives he yet, or moulders in the grave ? 

Time was (my fortunes then weic at the beft) 
When at my hoiifc I lodg'd this foreign gueft; 
I'Jc faid, from Ithaca's fair iflc he came, 

And old Laertes was his father’s name. 

To him, whatever to a ^icft is ow’d 
I paid, and liofpitable gifts bcftow’djr 
To him feven t^nts of pure ore I told, . 
Twelve cloaks, twelve veils, twelve tunics (lift* 
with gold ; 

A bowl, that rich with polifh’d filver flames ; 
And, (kill'd with female works, four lovely dames. 

At this the father, with a father’s fears 
(His venerable eyes bedimm’d with tears), 

This is the land j but, ah ! thy gifts are loll, 

For godlcft men, and rude, pol^eis the coaft : 
Sunk is the glory of this once-fam'd fhore 1 
Thy ancient friend, O flranger, is no more 1 
Full recompcncc thy bounty clfe'had borne j 
cvVy good man yields a juft return : 
civil rights dgnand ; and who begins 
Thi^ tra^k of Aihip, not j^urfuing, fins. 


But tell me, ftrangcr, be the tnuli confeft, 

What years have circled fince thou favv'ft thatf 
That haplefs gueft, alas ! for ever gone ! [gutft ^ 
Wretch that he was ! and that 1 am ! my*lbn I 
If ever man to mifery was born, 

’Twas his to fufler, and ’tis mine to mourn ? 

Far fi-om his friends, and from his native rcign^ 
He lies, a prey to monfters of the main, 

Or lavage hearts his mangled reliqucs tear, 

Or Icrcaming vultures I'catter through the air: 
Nor could his mother fun’ral unguents died. 

Nor wail'd his father o’er th’ untimely dead, 

Nor his lad conforr on the mournful hicr 
Seal’d his cold pyes, or dropp'd a tender tear? 

But tell me who thou art, and what thy race? 
TliV town, thy parenis, and thy native place ? 
Or, if a merchant in purluit of^ gain, 

What port receiv’d rliy velfel from the main? > 
Or com’ft thou fingle, or attend thy train ? J 
Then thus the Ion : From Alyllas I came. 

My palace there ; Eperitus my name. 

Not vulgar born, from Aphidas the king 
Of Polyphemon’s royal line I fpring. 

Some adverfe deem on from Sicania bore 
Our wand’iing courl'c, and drove us on your fliorci 
Far from the town, an unfrequented Lay 
Receiv’d our weary vefTcl from the I’ea.* 

Five years have circled liacc thefe eyes purfued 
UlylTcs parting through the lable flood ; 
Prolp'rous he fail'd, with dexter augunes, 

And all the wing’d good omens of the Ikics. 

Well hop'd ^vc then to meet on this fair fhore, 
Wliom Heaven, alas ! decreed to meet no more. 

^ick thro’ the father's heart thefe accents ran ; 
Grief ftiz'd at once, and wrapp’d up all the man \ 
Deep from his foul he figh’d, and forrowingfpread 
A cloud of afhes on his hoary head, 

Treirbling with agonies of ftrong delight 
Stiiod the great fon, heart-wounded with the fight; 
He ran, he fei/'d him with a ftri^l embrace, 
With thoufand kilTcs wand’ring o'er his face. 

I, 1 am he ; O father ! rife', behold 
Thy foil, with twenty winters now grown old; 
Thy fon, I'o long defir’d, fo long detain’d, 
Rtftor’cl and breathing in his native land : 

Thefe floods of forrow, O my fire, reftrain ! 

The vengeance is complete ; tlic fuitor-tiain, > 
Stretch'd in our palace, bv thefe hands lie (lain. J 
Amaz'd Laertes; “ (rive fbmc certain fign, 

** If inch thou art, to manifeft thee mine.” 

Lo here the wound, he cries, receiv’d of yore* 
The fear indented by the tulky boar, 

When by thyl'elf and by Anticica fent, 

•To okPAuiolycb.us’s realms 1 went. 

Yet by another fign tby olT&pring know ; 

The leveral trees you gave me long ago, 

While, yet a child, thefe fields 1 lov’d to trace, 
And trod rhy footllcps witb unequal pace : 

To ev’17 plant in order as we came, 

Well pleas’d you told its nature and its name, 
Whate’er my childifh fancy afk'd, beftow|d ; • 

Twelve pear-trees bowing wjkb their pendant / 
load, r 

And ten, lhat red with bluihing apples gflowM ; j 

Full 
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Full fifty purple figs; and many a row 
Of various vines that then began to blow, 

A future vintage ! when the^hours produce 
Their latent buds, and Sol exhales the juice. 

Smit wiih tlie figns whicli all his doubts explain, 
His heart within him melts f his knees fuftain 
Their feeble weight no more ; his arms alone 
Support him, lound the lov’d Ulyflcs thrown; 
He taints, he finks, with mighty joys opprclL 
Ulyires clafps him to his eager bread. • 

S(x>n as returning life regains its feat, 

And his breath lengthens, and his pulfes beat; 
Yes, 1 believe, he cries, almigluy J(we ' 

Heaven rules us yer, and gods there arc abovc- 


FAIRFAX’s TASSO. 

§ 55 . DStriptioii of tbt' Fjjhn conjuvtici tej* h 

Ahno, 

A MURDER’D body huge befulc him dood, 
Of head and right-hand both but lately 
fpoil'd ; 

The left-hand bore the head, whofevifage good 
Both pale and wan, with duft and .<orc defil'd. 
Yet fpakc, tho’ dead; with thofc fad words the 
blood 

Forth at his lip^ in huge jibnndancc boil'd — 
Fly, Argil Ian, from this fall'e camp fly far, 
W’liofc guide a traitor, ra['tains murdVti’s are. 


5 36. nf Arvi'da roid AitendivttSy enrn^rd 

ai R 'tnaleio's beivin^i do:on the Myttle to dtjpjhoe 
the Chu) m, 

T TE • hft his brand ; nor car'd, tho’ oft flic pray’d, 
And Ihe her form to other lliape did cliange; 
Such monders huge, when men in di earns are laid, 
Oft in their idle fancies roame and range : 

Her body fwell’d, her face obfeure was made; 
Vanifh’d her garments rich, and vcfturcs ftrangc ; 
A giantefs before him high Ihe dands. 

Arm’d, like Hriarcus, witn an hundred hands : 

With fifty fwords, ar.d fifty targets bright, 

She tlueatcn*d deatii, llie roar'd, fhc cried, and 
fought ; 

‘Each other nymph, in armour likewife dight, 

A Cyclops great became ; he fear’d them nought. 
But on the myrtle fmotc witli all his might. 
Which groan’d, like living fouls 10 death nigh 
brought ; 

The iky feem*d Pluto’s court, the airfeenfd hell^ 
Therein fuch monfters roar, fuch fpirits yell. 
LightcnM the heaven above, the earih below 
Roared aloud : that thunder’d, and this (hook : 
Blufter’dthe tempeftsdrong : the whirl w ind^ blow; 
The bitter dorm drove hail-donts in his took ; 
Bur yet his arm grew neither w eak nor flow, 
Till low to earth the wounded tree down bended : 
Nor of that fury heed or care he took, 

.Then fled the fpiriu all^ the charms all ended. 


§ 37. Defer ij/tion of Armida' 5 tuonairful Parrot. 

f^ITH party-colour’d plumes, and purple bill, 
A wondrous bird among the red there flew, 
That in plain fpecch fung lovc-lays loud and 
Ihrill; 

Here Lcden was like human language true ; 

So much Ihe talk’d, and with fuch wit and (kill. 
That ftrangc it feemed, how much good Ihc 
knew : 

Her feather’d fellows all flood hufh to hear; 
Dumb was the wind, the waters filent wcic. 

Tlic gentle budding rofe, cjiioth flic, behold, 
Th.<t firft leant peeping forth with virgin beams, 
Half oj;c, lialf Ihui, her beauties doth unfold 
In its f'iir leave';, and, Icfs feen, fairer feeins, 
And after fpreads them forth more broad and 
bold, 

Then langulfhcth, and dies in lad extremes; 

"Nor lecins the fame that decked bed and bow ’r 
Of luruiy a lady hue and paramour. 

So, in the paffing of a day, doth pafs 
'I'he bud and bloll'om of the life ot nnn. 

Nor ere doth llourilh more; bur, like the grafs 
Cut down, becometh \’ ithcr’d, pale, and wan: 
Oh, gatherthen the role, while time rliou had ; 
Short is the day, done when it fcvUU began ; 
Gather the rofe of I .ovc, wnile yet thou maydj^ 
‘Loving be lov’d, embracing lie cmbiac’d. 

She ceas’d ; and, as approving all flie fpokc. 

The choir of birds their heavenly tune renew ; 
The turtles figli’d, and fighs with kifies brtjkc*; 
The fowls to lliades nnfuen by pairs withdrew; 

It feem’d, the laurel chade, and dubborn oak, 
And all the gentle trees on earth that grew. 

It feem’d, the land, the fca, and heaven al>ove^ 
All breath’d out fancy fweet, and figli’d ouC 
love. 


GLOVER’S LEONIDAS. 

§ 38. LconJdas's Addrefs to bis ComttrymeH^ 

— — He alone 

Remains unlhaken. Riling he difplays 
His godlike prcfencc. Dignity and grace 
Adorn his r^amc, and manry beauty, join’d 
With drength Herculean, On his al'jK'tt fhiiics 
Sublimed viituc, and defire of fiimc, 

Where judicc gives the laurel ; in his eye • 

The inexcinguifhdblc fpark, wliich fires 
The fouls of patriots ; while his brow fupports 
Ifndauntcd valour, and contempt of death. 
Serene he rofe, and thus addreN’d the throng : 

Why this aftonillimeut on ev'ry face, 

Yc men of Sparta ? Docs the name of* ileath 
Create this fear and wonder ? O my^friends ! 
U'hy do we laljour thro’ the arduous paths 
Which lead to virtue ? Fruitlefs were the toil^ 
Above the reach of human feet were plac’d 


Rinaldo. 
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The diftant furpmit, if the fear of death 
Could intercept our paiTage, But in vain 
His blackcft frowns and terrors he alfumcs 
To (hake the firmnefy of the mind, which knows 
That, wanting virtue, life is pain and woe ; 
That, wanting liberty, cv’n virtue mourns, 

And looks around for ha^^pinefs in vain. 

Then fpcak, O Sparta, and dciDand my life ; 

My heart exulting, anfwcrs to thy rall^ 

And fmiles on glorious fate. To live with fame 
The gods allow to many ; but to ditf 
With equal lufl:rc, is a bleHing Heaven 
Sclc8s from all the clioiccft bouns of fate, 

And with a fparing liand on few bellows. 


§ 3 q . Lconhluii Jhijiver to the Poifian Amhif- 
f/tiOT • ^ 

ETURN to Xcr;:cs ; tell him on rliis rock 
The Grecians, faithful to tlnir poft, await 
His chofen myiiads ; tell him, thou hall feen 
flow far the luft of cmpiie is below 
A free-born mind : and tell him, to behold 
A tvrant humbled, and by virtuous dea'h 
To ftMl my country's freedom, is a good 
Siirpailing all his boaifcd pow’r can ghc. 


§ 40. Pathetic Farnvt! of Leoniuas to bis IPifi 
and bamih\ 

*1 SEE, I feci thy anguifli, nor my fpnl 
^ Has ever known the prevalence of love, 

prov’d a father’s fondncl's, as this hour; • 
Nor, when moil ardent to alfert my fame, 

Was once my heart infenfible to rhcc. 

How Jiad it ftain’d the honours of my name 
To hcfitatc a moment, and fufpend 
My country's fate, till fiiamcful life prefen-'d 
By my inglorious colleague left no choice, 

]lut what in me were infamy to Ihun, 

Not virtue" to accept ! Then deem no more 
That, of my love regardlefs, or tliy tears. 

J haftc iincall’d to death. The voice of fare, 
Tlic god.*:, my fame, my country, bid me bleed. 

0 thou dear mourner > wherefore llrcams afrefh 
That riood of woe ? Why heaves with lighs re- 

rew'd 

That tender bread ? Leonidas muft Lll. 

Alas ! far heavier mifeiy impends 
O'er thee and tl{?fe, if Ibftcn’d by thy* tears 

1 lhamcfully refufe to yield that breath, 

Which iuftice, glory, liberty, and Heaven 
Claitri for my country, for my Tons, and thee. 
Thiak on my long unaltcr’d love. Reflcfl 
On my paternal fondnefs. Has my heart 
E’er known a paule of love, or pious care ? 

Now lhall that care, that tendernefs, be prov’d 
Moft warm and faithful . When thy hudiand dies 
For Lacedaemon’s fafety, thou wilt (hare, 

Thou and tljy children, the diffufive good. 
Should I, thus Tingled from the reft of men» 
^onc entrufteJ by th* immortal gods 

^With pow’r to lave a people, (hould my foul 
^DcTcrt that facred caufe, ihcc too I yield 


To forrow and to lliamc ; for thou muft weep 
V\'ith Lacod<einon, muft with her fullain 
Thy painful portion of opprtfliens weight. 

Thy Tons behold now worthy of their names, 
And Spai tan bii th. Thcirgrowingblooni muft pine 
fn fhamc and bondage, and their youthful hearts 
Bear at the found of liberty no moic. 

On their own virtue, and iheir father’s fame, 
VV^hen lie the Spartan freedom hath confirm’d, 
Bcfcrc the world illuftrious ftiali they rife, 

Tb.cir country’s bulwark, and their mother’s joy. 

Here paus’d the patriot. With religious awe. 
Grief heard the voice of viitue. No complaint 
The Iblcmn filcnce broke. Tears ceas’d to flows 
Ceas'd for a moment ; Toon again to ftream. 

For now, in arms before the j^lacc rang’d, 

1 1 is brave companions of the war diinand 
Their leader’s prcTence ; then her griefs renew’d. 
Too great Tor iiLt’rance, inu iecpt her fighs, 

And freeze each accent on her fault’ring tongue* 
In ipcechlcL anguifli on the hero’s bieaft 
She links. On cv’ry fide his children prefs, 
Hang on his knees, and kiTs his honour'd hand. 
Ills Toul no longer llruggles to confine 
Its ftn.ng compundion. Down the hero’s cheek, 
Down flo^^s the manly forrow. Great in woe. 
Amid his children, who incloTe him round, 

He Hands indulging tcndcmcTs and love 
In graceful tears, when thus, with lifted eyes, 
AddieTs'd to Heaven: Thou ever-living Pow’r, 
Lock down propitious, fire of gods and men ! 
And to this faithful woman, whole dcTert 
May claim thy favour, grant the hours of peace* 
And tlioii, my great forefather, Ion of Jove, 

O Hcrcnk”;, ncgled not thefe thy race ! 

But fince tliat Tpirit 1 fi-om thee derive, 

Now bears me from tlitni to refifljefs fate, 

Do thou Tupport their virtue ’ Be they taught. 
Like thcc, with glorious labour life to grace. 

And from their father let them learn to die ! 


§ 41. Chai’a^ers of Teridazus and Ar/ana, 

A mid the van of Perfia was a youth 
^ Nam’d Tcribazus, not for golden ftorcs, 

Not for wide paftures travers’d o’er with herds. 
With bleating thoufands, or with bounding fteeds. 
Nor yet for pow’r, nor fplendid honours, fam’d. 
Rich was his mind in cv’ry arr divine, 

And thro’ the paths of Tciencc had he walk'd 
The votary of wifdom. In the years 
When tender down inverts the ruddy cheek, 
ife witlj the Magi turn'd the hallow’d page 
Of Zoroafter ; then his tovv'nng foul 
High on the plumes of contemplation Toar’-d, 
And from the lofty Babylonian fane ■ 

With [earn’d Chaldxans trac’d the myftic Tpherc; 
There number’d o’er the vivid fires that gleam 
Upon the duflty btifom of the night. 

Nor on the Tands of Ganges were unheard 
The Indian Tages from Tequefter’d bow'rs, 
While, as attention wonder’d, they difclos’d 
The pow'rs of nature ; whether in the wood«, 

The 
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The fruitful glebe or flow V, or healing plant. 
The limpid waters, or the ambient air. 

Or in the purer element of flre. 

The fertile plains where great Scfoftrjs reign’d, 
Myflerious Egypt, next the youth furvey’d, 
From Elepbantis, where impetuous Nile 
Predpitates his waters to the fca, 

Which far below receives the fevenfold flream. 
Thence o’er th’ Tonic coaft he ftray’dj nor pal's’d 
Miletus by, which once enrsiptur’d heard 
• The tongue of Thales ; nor Pricnc’s walls, 
-Where wifdom dwelt with Bias ; nor the Teat 
Of Pittacus, along the Lefbian fliorc. 

Here too melodious numbers charm’d his cars, 
Which flow’d from Orpheus, and Miifasus old, 
And thee, O father of immortal verfe ! 
JVlsonidcs, whole fti*aiiis> tliro' cv’ry age 
Time with his own eternal lip Ihall fmg. 

Back to his native Sufa then he turn’d 
His wandering fteps. His merit foon was dear 
To Hyperanthes, generous and good j 
And Ariana, from Darius fprung 
With Hyperanthes, of th* imperial race 
Which rul’d th’ extent of Aha, in dil'dain 
Of all her greatneis oft, an humble car 
To liim would bend, and liften to his voice. 

Her charms, her mind, her virtue he explor’d 
Admiring. Soon was admiration chang’d 
To love, nor lov’d he Iboner than dcfpair’d. 

But unrev'cal’d and filciit was his pain ^ 

Hor yet in Iblitary lhades Ijc roam a, 

Nor fhunn’d refort : but o’er his forrow's call 
A fickly dawn of gladncfs, and in fmiies 
Conceal'd his angiiiili ; while the fecret flame 
Rag'd in his bofom, and its peace coiifum’d. 


§ 4 *. Aricuia and Polydorus come by K/^bt into 
the Ferjim Cnwip^ 

I N fable pomp, with all her flarry train, 

The night affum’d her thrOnc. Recall’d from 
war, » 

Her loilg-protrafted labours Greece forgets, 
Diflblv'd in filent flumber ; all but tliofe, 

Who watch'd* th* uncertain perils of the dark, 
An hundred warriors : Agis was their chief. 
’High on the wall intent the hem fat, 

Ah o'er the fuiface of the tranquil main 
Along its undulating bread the wind 
The various din of Afia's hoft convey’d, 

In one deep murmur Twelling in his car ; 

When, by the found of footdeps down the pafs 
Alarm'd, he calls aloud : What feet are thofe, 
Which the echoing pavement of the rock 
With ^cd reply, nor tempt your inllant fate. 
He laid, and mus reuim'd a voice unknown: 
Not with the feet of enemies we come, 

But crave admittance with a friendly tongue. 

The Spartan anfwers : Thro’ the midnight (hade 
Wbat purpofe draws your wand'ring fteps abroad ? 

To whom theftran^r: We are friends to Greece, 
A'lKi to the prefence of the Spertan king 
Admiifion we implore. The cautious chief 
Of hefitates again ^ 


EXTRACTS, Book Ut* 

XN'hcn tiuis, with accents mufically fwcet, 

A render voice his wonerring ear allur’d : 

O gciv rolls Grecian, liften ro the pray’r 
Of one diftrefs’d ! whom grief alone hath led 
In this dark hour to thefe vi£lorious rents, 

A wretched woman, innocent of fraud. 

The Greek defeending thro’ tW unfolded gates 
Upheld a flaming brand. One lirft appear’d 
In fervilc garb attir'd j but near his fide 
A woman graceful and majellic flood ; 

Not with an afpedt rivalling the pow’r 
Of fatal Helen, or the wanton charms 
Of love’s foft queen ; but fuch as far cxccU’d 
VVhate’er the lily blending with the role ^ 
Paints on the cheek of beauty, Icion to fade ; 

Such as exprefb’d a mind w hich wifdom rul’d,. 
And fwcetnefs temper’d, virtue’s purefl light 
Illumining the countenance divine; 

Yet could not fotithc rcinorfclcfs fate, nor teach 
Malignant fortune to revere the good ; 

Which oft with anguilh rends the fpoticfs heart. 
And oft aflbeiates wifdom with dcfpair. 

In cinirteous phrafe began the chief humane : 

Exalted fair, who thus adorn’d the night, 
Forbear to blame the vigilance of war. 

And to the laws of rigid Mars impute. 

That 1 thus long unwilling have delay’d 
Before the great Leonidas to place 
This your apparent dignity and w^orth. 

He I'pakc, and gently to the lofty tent 
Of Sparta’s king the lovely ftrangcr guides. 

At Agis’ fummoiis, witli a mantle broad 
His mighty limbs Leonidas infolds, 

And cjuits his couch. In wonder he furveys 
Th’illuflrious virgin, whom hi^ prefence aw’d: 
Her eye liibmiflive to the ground inclin’d 
With Ncneration ofthc god-iike man. 

But foon his voice her anxious dread difpcll’d. 
Benevolent and hofpitablc thus : 

Thy form alone, thus amiable and great, 

Thy mind delineates, and from all commands 
Supreme regard. Relate, th'>u noble dame, 

By what relcntlcfs deftiny compcll’d, 

Thy tender feet the paths of darknefs tread : 
Rehearfc th’ affliftions whence thy virtue mourns. 

On her wan cheek a fudden blufti arofe. 

Like day’s firft dawn upon the twdlight pale, 
And, wrapt in grief, thefe words a pallaga 
broke : 

If to be Tnoft unhappy, and to know 
That liope is irrecoverably fled ; 

If to be great and wretched, may deferve 
Commiferation from the good, behold, 

Thou glorious leader of unconquer’d bands^ 
Behold, defeended from Darius* loins, 

Th’ afBi6ted Ariana, and my pray’r 
Accept with pity, nor my tears difdain !, 

Firft, that I lov’d the beft of human race, 

By nature's hand with cv’ry virtue form’d. 
Heroic, wife, adorn’d ivith cv’ry art, 

Of Ibamc ynconfeious docs my heart reveal* 

This day in Grecian arms conipicuous clad 
He fought, he fell. A paftion long conceaPd' 
For me, alas I within my brother’s arm^ 

3 N|Iia 
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His dying breath rcfigning, he difclos’d. 

-Oh £ will (lay my Ibrrows ! will forbid 
My eyes to ftream before thee, and my heart, 
Thus full of anguiih, will from fighs reftrain ! 
Vor why flumld thy humanity be grieved 
With my diftrefs, and learn ^trom me to mourn 
The lot of nature, doomM to care and pain ! 
Hear then, O king, and grant iny foie requeft, 
I'o feck his body in the heaps of flain. 

Thus to the Spartan fued the regal maid, 
Rcftmbling Ceres in majeftic wbe, 

When fuppl leant at JoVe’s rcfpicndcnt throne, 
From dreary Pluto, and th* infernal gloom. 

Her lov’d and loft Proferpina Ihe fought. 

I'ix’d on the weeping queen with ftedfaft eyes, 
J-ac(*nia’s chief thefe tender thoughts rccalfd : 

Such are thy forrnws, O for ever dear ! 

W'ho now' at Laccchemon doft deplore 
My everlafting ahfence ! then inclin'd 
His head, and figh'd; nor yet forgot to charge 
His friend, the gentle Agis, thro’ the ftraits 
The Perftan princefs to attend and aid. 

M’ith careful fteps they feek her lover's covfc. 
The Greeks remember’d, where by fate repreis'd 
His arm firft ceas’d to mow their legions dovviij 
And from beneath a mafs of Perfian flain 
Soon drew the hero, by hrs armour known. 

To Agis’ high pavilion they refort. 

Kow, Ariana, wlut tranfeending pangs 
Thy foul iiwolv'd ! what horror clafp’d thy heart’ 
Hut love grew inightietlj and her beauteous limbs 
<.)ii die cold breaft of Tcriba7UN threw 
The grief-diftradled maid, I'hc clotted gore 
15 ?form‘d her liiowy boiorn. O'er his wounds 
Loofe flow'd her hair, and bubbling from her eyes 
Impetuous Ibirow lav’d the purple clay, 

When forth in groans her lamentations broke: 

O torn for ever from iny w'ecping eyes ! ' 
Tliou, who dcfpairing to obtain her lieart, 

Who then moft lov’d thee, didft untimely yield 
Thy life to fate’s inevitable dart 
For her, who now in agony unfolds 
Her tender bolbm, and repeats her vows 
To thy deaf car, wdio fondly to her own 
Kow clafps ihy breaft infcnfible and cold. 

Alas I do thole unmoving ghaftly orbs 
Perceive my gufliing anguifli ? 6ocs that heart, 
Which death s inanimating hand hath chill’d. 
Share in my fuft’'iibgs, and return my fighs ? 

- — Q bitter unllirniountablc diftrefs I * 

Lo! on thy breafi* is Ariana bow’d, 

Hangs o’er thy face, unites her check to thine. 
Not now to liftcii with enchanted cars 
To thy perfuaftve eloauciice, no more 
Charm’d with the wiidom of thy copious mind ! 

She could no more : invincible defpair 
Supprefs’d her utt’ ranee. As a marble form 
Fix'd on the folcmn fcpulchrc, unmov’d. 

O’er feme dead hero, whom his country lovM, 
Bends down |hc head with imitated woe 
So paus’d the princefs o’er the breathleis clay, 
Intranc'd in forrow. On the dreary wound, 
A\^re Dithyrambus’ fword was deepeft plung’d, 
^ute for a ipate and motionlcfa fhe gaz’d $ | 


Then with a look unchang’d, nor trembling handt*^ 
Drew forth a poniard, which her gahnent veil’d^ 
And flicathing in her heart th’ abhorred fteel. 

On her flain lover filent finks in death. 


SPENSER’S FAIRY QUEEN. 

§ 43. Dtteffa weeping o^ier her Enemy ^ comparett 
to a Croroiiilt j omt a Defeription of N/gbi, 

A S when a weary traveller, rliat ftrays 

By muddy (horcof broad feven-mouthed Nile, 
Unweeting ot the perilous wand’ring ways, 

Doth meet a cruel crafty crocodile, 

Which in ftilfe grief hiding his harmful guile, 
Doth weep full lore, and meddeth tender tears:’ 
The fooliih nun, that piiics all this while 
His mournful plight, is IwallowM up unwarcs, 
Forgetful of hU own, that minds another’s cares. 
So wept DueiTu nniil even-tide. 

That Alining lamps in Jove’shigh houfe were light: 
Then fonh ihe rofe, ne longer would abide. 

But comes uiuu the place where tli’ heathen knight 
In fluinb’ring fuoon nigh void of vital fpright. 
Lay cover’d with enchanted cloud all day : 

Wiiom when Ihe found, as ilic him left in plight 
To wail his woful cafe, (lie would not ftay, 

But to i he eaftern coaft of heaven makes fpeedy way,. 
Where griefly Night, with vifage deadly fad, 
That Pha bus cheerful face durft never view, 
And in a foul black pitchy mantle ela<l, * 

She finds forth-coming from her darkfomc itlew^ 
Where flic all day did hide’ her luted hue ; 
Before the door her iron chariot flood, 

Already harnclfed for journty new; 

And cole-black flteds jborii of hellifh brood, 
That on their rufty bits did champ as they were 
wood. 


And nil the while Ihe flood upon the ground, 
I'lic v.bkcful dogs did never ccafe to bay, 

As giving warning of th’ unufual found, 

With which her ircni wheels did them affray, 
And her dark griefly look them much difmay* 
The meflcngci of death, the ghaftly owl, 

With dreary Ihrieks did alfo her bewray ; 

And hungry wolves continually did howl 
At her abhorred face, lb filthy and fo foul. 

— •On every fide them flood 
The trembling ghofls with fad amazed mood, 
Chattering their iron teeth, and flaring wide 
With ftony eyes ; and all the hetlifli brood 
^ fietids infernal flock’d on every 'fide, ^ , 

To gaze on earthly wight, that with the Night 
durf ide. 


§ 44. Defeription of Lucifertfs Palace^ 

A Stately palace built of fquared brick, 

Which cunningly was without monar Eatd» 
Whofc walls were high, but nothing flrong,. nor 
And golden foil all over them difplay’d; j^hfek^ 
That pureft Iky with brightnefc they difmay’d : 
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High lifted up were many lofty tow’rs, 

And grx)dly galleries far over-laid, 

Full of fair windows, and delightful bowVs ; 
And on the cop a dial told the timely liours. 

It was a goodly heap for to behold, 

And Cpake the praifes of the workman’s wit ; 
But full great pity, that fo fair a mold 
Hid on fo weak foumhirion ever fit : 

For on a fandy hill, that (till did flit 
And fall away, it mounted was full high. 
That evciy breath of heaven (baked it ; 

And all the hinder parts, that few could fpy. 
Were ruinous and oM, but painted cunningly. 


§ 45. Lucifera afirnding hur Coach. 
OUDDAIN uprilcth from her (lately place 
^ The royal dame, and for her coach doth call : 
All hurlen forth, and (he with princely pace, 

As fair Aurora in her purple jiall, 

Out of the Eaft the dawning day doth call. 

So forth (he comes: her brigluncfs broad doth blaze; 
The heaps of people thronging in the hall, 

-Ho ride each other, upon her to ga7c: [amaze. 
Her glorious glittering light doth all men's eyes 

So forth flic comes, and to her coach does climb. 
Adorned all with gold, and garlands gay, 

That feem’d as fredi as Flora in her prime j 
And ftroi’e to match, in royal rich array, 

Great Juno’s golden chair, the which they lay 
The gods (land gating on, when (he d<»cs ride 
To Jove’s high hovU'c ihro* heaven’s braf) -paved 
way, 

Drawn of fair peacocks that excel in pride. 

And full of Argus’ eyes their tailsdifpicddcn wide. 


§ 46. Dejeription of Prince Arthur in his Ilahi- 
iiwenis of iVar* 

T iPON the top of all his lofty crefl 
^ A bunch of hairs, difcolour’d diverfly 
With fprinklcd pearl, and gold full richly drefl. 
Did (hake, and feem’d to dance for joUicy, 

Like to an almond tree ymounted liigii 
On top of p;rccn Selinis dll alone. 

With blofloms brave bedecked daintily ; 

Whofe tender looks do tremble every one 
At every little blall that under heaven is blown. 


§ 47. Defiription of Diana with her Nympbsy 
returned from the Cbace^ and pieparin^ to 
bathe. 

S HORTLY unto the waflcful woods (he camc» 
Whereas fliu found the goddefs and her crecv, 
After late chacc of their embrued game 
Sitting befldc a fountain in a rew, 

Some of them wafliing with the liquid dew 
Froip oif their dainty limbs the dufly Iweat, 

And foil, which did deform their lively hue; 
Others lay (haded from the fcorching heat; 

The red upon her perfon gave attendance great. 
Site Jiaving hon(^ upon a bough on high 
bow and palaud quiver, had unlac'd 


Her fllvcr bulkins from her nimble thigh, 

And her Link Joins ungirt, and brearts unbrac’d^ 
After her heat the breathing cold to tafle; 

Her golden locks that late in trefles bright 
Rmbreeded were for hindring of her hafte. 

Now loofe about her (boulders long undiglit, 
And were with (wcetambroflaall btfprinkled light. 
Soon as (lie Venus law behind her back, 

She was alliam’d to be fo lool’e I'urpris’d ; 

And wox half wroth againft her damfels (lack, 
Tliat had not her thereof before advis’d, 

But fuifer’d her fo carelelsly difguis’d 
Be overtaken. Soon her garments loofe 
Upgatliering in her bofom (he compriz'd, 

Well, as (he might, and the goddefs rofc : 

Whilft all her nymphs did likcagirlond hcrcnclofc. 


§ 48. Defiription of a Garden. 


'P'FTSOONS they heard a mod: delicious found 
Of all that mote delight a dainty ear; 

Such as at once might not on living ground, 
S'HVc in this paradife, be heard clfewhere : 

Right hard it was for wight which did it hear, 
l^o read what manner inulic that mote be, 

For all that pleaiing is to living car 
W as there conforted in one harmony ; 

Birds, voices, inftruments, winds, waters, all agree. 


The joyous birds, (hrouded in cheerful (liadc, 
ri.cir notes unto the voire attemper’d fwcet ; 
Th’ angelical, (oft trembling voices made 
To th’ inftruments divine refpondence meet; 
The filvcr-lbunding inftiuments did meet *" 
With the bafe muimur of the water's fall ; 

The water’s fall, with ditference difereer, 

Now loft, now loud, unto the wind did cull ; 
The gentle warbling wind low anl'vvcrcd to all. 


§ 49. Defiription of the Garden of Adonis^ 

^HERE is continual fpring, and haneft there 
^ Continual, both meeting at one time : 

For both the boughs do laughing blollbms bear, 
And with frclb colours deck the wanton prime ; 
And eke at once the heavy trees thev climb, 
Which feem to labour under their fruits load : 
The whiles the joyous birds make their pdftime 
Rinongft jlie (hady leaves, their fwcet abode, 
And their true loves without i’u(picion tell abroad. 


§50. Devaftation vjhich Tims makes in tbii 
Garden » 

OREAT enemy to it, and all the reft 
^ That in the garden of Adonis fpnngs. 

Is wicked Time j who, with his feythe addreft, 
Hoes mow the llow'ring herbs and goodly things^ 
And all their glory to the ground down flings. 
Where they do wither, and are foftlly mari^d ; 
He flies about, and with his flaggy wings 
Beats down both leaves and buds without regard, 
Ns ever pity may relent his maliue hard. 
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• §^51. Dcfcription of Jupiter. 

CO having faid he ceas’d, and with his brow, 

^ His black eye-brow, whofc doomful dreaded 
Is wont to wield the world unto his vow, [beck 
And even the higheft powers of heaven to check, 
Made fign to them in their degrees to fpeak. 

■ ■ ■ .—.With that he (hook 

His ne£lar-dewed locks, with which the (kies, 
And all the world beneath, for terror quook. 
And efthib burning Icven-brond in hand he took. 


§ 52. Gu\'on comtufted by Mammon through a 
Cave under Ground ^ to fee bis 'Tuafuri\ 

A T lcng;k they came into a larger Ipacc, 

“ I'hat (Irerch’d illclf into an ample plain, 
Thro* which a beaten broad high-way <lid trace, 
That ftraight did lead to Pluto's grieily reign ; 
By that way’s fide there fat infernal Pain, 

And fad befide him fat tumultuous Strife ; 

The one in hand an irt.n whip did drain, 

'riie other branch ihed a bloody knife, 

And both did galh their teeth, and both did threaten 
life. 

On the other fide in one confort there fate 
Ciucl Revenge, and rancoious Defpitc, 

Diflcwal Ticafon, and heart-burning Hatcj 
But gnawing Jealouly, out of their fight 
Silting alone, his bitrer lips did bite ; 

And trtinbhng bear ftill to and fro did fly, 

And found no place wiicre fafe he Ihroud him 
• - might. 

Lamenting Sorrow did in darknefs lie, 

And Shame his ugly face did hide from liv ing eye. 

And over them fad Horror, with grini hue, 

Did always foar, beating liis iron wings j 
And aher him owls and niglu-ravens flew', 

The hateful meifenger^ of htavy things, 

Of death and dulour telling fad tidings j 
Wliilft fad Ccleno, fitting on a cliff', 

A fong of bale and bitter forrow li igs, 

That iieait of llint afunder would h.r»e rift ; 
Which having ended, after him Ihe fiieili twift. 


§ 53. Dcfcription of Defpair, and her 

I :RE long they come, W'hcrc that fame v/uked 
wight 

His dwelling ha^^^Jow in an hollow cave, 

Far underneath a ciaggv cliFc ypight, 

Dark, doleful, dreaiy, like a greedy grave, 

That fiill for cation carcafles doth crave : 

On top whereof ay dwelt tlie ghaflly owl. 
Shrieking his baneful note, which ever drave 
Far from that haunt all other cheerful fowl ; 
And all about it wand'ring ghofis did wail and 
howl. 

And, all about, old ftocks and flubs of trees, 
Whereon nor fruit nor leaf w as ever feen. 

Did hang upon the ragged rocky knees ; 

Qn which had many wretches hanged been, 


Whofe carcaffes were fcattcr’d on the green. 

And thrown about the clifts. Arrived there, 
That bare-head knight, for drc/id and doleful teen. 
Would fain have fled, nc durft a])proachen nears 
But th’ other forc’d him flay, and comforted in 
fear. 

The darkfomc cave they enter, where they find 
That curfed man, low fitting on the ground, 
Mufiiig full fadly in his iulien mind j 
His greafy locks, long growing and unbound, 
Difoidcred hung about his fliouldcrs round. 

And liid his face : thro’ which his hollow cyne 
Look’d deadly dull, and flared as aftound ; 

His law'-bone cheeks, through penuiy and pine, 
Were flirunk into his jaws, as he did never dine. 
Mis garment, nought but many ragged clouts, 
With thorns together pinn’d and patched was. 
The which his naketl iidjs he wr,*pp’d abouts ; 
And him befuie there lay upon tlie grafs 
A dreary corfe, whofe life away did pais. 

All wallow’d in his own yet lutewarm biood, * 
That fioin his wound yet welled frefli, alas! 

In which a rufly knife faft fi\ed flood, 

And made an open paifage for the gulhing flood. 
Which piteous fpe‘£l:aclc, approving true 
The woeful tale that Trevifan had told, 

When as tl\e gentle Red Crofs knight did view^ 
With lieiy zeal he burnt in courage bold, 

Him to avenge before* his blood were cold ; 

And to the villain faid : Thou damned wight 
The autiior of this fad, we here behold, ^ 
What juflice* can but judge againft ihec light, 
Witli thine own blood to price his blood, licr® 
Ihed in light. 

What fiantic fit (quoth he) hath thus diflraught 
Thee, foolilh man, fo rafli a doom to give ? 

What juflice ever other judgment taught, 

But he Ihould die, wiio meTitj not to live ? 

None elle to death this man dcfpairing drive 
But his own guilty mind deferving death* 

* is rheu unjufl to each his due to give > 

Or let him die, that loatheth living breath ? 

Or let him die at cafe, that hveth here uneathf 
Who travels by the weary w'and’ring way, 

To come unto his wilhcd home in hafle, 

And meets a flood that doth his paifage flay, 

Is not great grace to help him over-paft, 

Or fiee his feet, that in the mire flick faft ? 

Molt envious man I tiiat grieves at neighbour's 
good ; 

And fond, that joyeft in the woe thou haft; 

Why w'ilt not let liini piTs, that long hath flood 
U,Von the j)ank, yet wilt thyfelf not«pals the.fleod? 
He there does now enjoy eternal reft, 

And happy cafe, which thou dolbw'ant and crarCj^ 
And furtner from it daily wanderell: 

What if fomc little pain the paifage have, • 

That makes frail flclh to fear the bitrer wave f 
Is not fliort pain well borne, that brings long caft. 
And lays the Tout to lleep in quiet grave ? 

Sleep after toil, port after fto’.my fcas, [pleafc. 
Eafe after war, death after life, does greatly 

Th^ 
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knighr much wonder’d at bis fudden wit,. 
And faid : The tenn of life is limited, 

>Ie may a man prolong or {horten it ; 

The loldier may not move from watchful fted, 
Kor leave his ftand, until his captain bed. 

Who life did limit by almigiuy doom 
(Quoth he) knows beft the terms cftabliflied; 
And he that ’points the centinel his room, 
Dothlicenfe him depart at found of morningdroom. 


Is not his deed, whatever thing is done, 

In heaven and earth ? Did not he all create 
To die again"? All ends that was begun ; 

Their times in his eternal book of fate 
Are written hire, and have their certain date. 
Who then can flri\c with ftr<»ng ncceliity, 

That holds the world in his ftiU changing Aate, 
Or Hum the death ordain’d by deftiny ? 

When hour of death is comc^ let none alk whence, 
.nor why. 

The lor^r life, T wotc the greater fin, 
The/gifater fin, the greater punifiimcnt ; 

All thofe great battles which thou beads to win. 
Thro’ Itrifc, and bloodllicd, and avengcinent, 
Now prais’d, hereafter dear thou (halt repent : 
For life muft life, and blood mull blood, repay. 
Is not enough thy evil life forefpent ? 

For he that once hath miffed the right way, 

The futthcr he doth go, the further hcdotlvfiray. 


Then do no further go, no further (liay. 

But here lie down, and to thy reft betake, 

Th* ill to prevent, that life enfut n may : 

For what hath life, that may it loved make. 

And gives not rather caufc it to forfake ? 

Fear, ficknefs, age, lofs, labour, forrow, ftrife. 
Fain, hunger, cold, chat makes the heart to quake; 
And ever fickle fortune rageth rife, 

AU which, and thoufands more, do make a loath- 
fohie life. 


Thou, wretched man, of death haft gicatcft need, 
If in tnie balance thou writ weigh tky ftatc ; 

For never knight that dared warlike deed 
More tucklcfs difadvcnturcs did amate : 

Wicnefs the dungeon deep, wherein of late 
Thy life (hut up, for death fo oft did call ; 

And though good luck prolonged hath thy date, 
Yet death then would the like milhaps forcftall, 
Into the which hereafter thou niayft happen fall. 

Why then doft thou, O man of fin, defire 
To draw thy days forth to their laft; degree } 

Is not the mcafurc of thy fitiful hire 
High hcajped up with huge iniquity, 

Againft the day of wrath, to burden thi^e ? c 
Is not enough, that to this lady mild 
Thou falfecTbaft thy face with perjury. 

And fold thyfelf to ferve Duefia vild. 

With whom in all abufe chou haft thyfelf defil'd? 

Is net lie juft th^ all this doth behold 
From higticft heaven, and bears an cqtrat eye ? 
Sfiall he thy fins up in his knowledge fold. 

And ^ impiety ? 

lar nut hie law. Let every finner die } . 
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Die lhall all ficih ? What then mull r^eds be donc^ 
Is it not better to do willingly. 

Than linger till the glafs be all out- run ? 

Death is the end of woes. Die foon, O Fairy’s fort. 

The knight was much enmoved with this fpeech, 
That as a 1 word’s point through his heart did 
pierce, 

And in his confciencc made a fccrct breach, 

Well knowing true all that he did rehearfe, 

And to his frelli rrmcmbrancc did reverfu 
The u^ly view of his deformed crimes, 

That all his manly puw’rs it did difperfe, 

As he were charmed with inchaunted rhimes, 
That oftentimes he quak'd, aud fainted ofren« 
times. 

Tn which amazement when the fflifCi'ernt 
Fcrccivcd him to waver weak and frail, 

I Witli trembling horror did his confciencc danf, 
And hellifli anguifti did his foul affail : 

To drive him to dcfpair, and quite to quail, 

He fiiewM him painted in a table plain, 

The damned ghofts, that do in torments wail. 
And thoufand fiends that do them endlefs pain 
With (ire and brimftone, which for ever ihall re« 
main. 

The fight whereof fo throughly him difmay'd, ; 
That nought but death before his eyes he law, 
And ever* burning wrath before him laid, 

By righteous fcntcnce of th’ Almighty's law; ' 
Then ’gan the villain him to over-craw, 

And brought unto him fwords, ropes, ^>oiron, fire. 
And all that might him to perdition draw ; 

And bade him chool’e what death lie w'ould dcfii'c . 
For death was due to him that had provok’d God's 
ire. 

But when as none of them he faw him take. 

He to him taught a dagger fliarp and keen, 

And gave it in his hand ; his hand did qiAke, 
And tremble like a leaf of afpin green, 

And troubled blood thro’ his pale face w^as feen 
7''o come and go; with tidings from the heart, 
As it a running meffenger had been : 

At laft relblv’d to work his final fmait, 

lie lifted up his hand, that back again did ftart. 

Which when as Una faw, through every vein 
The crudled cold ran to her well of life. 

As in a fwoon ; but foon reliev’d again, 

Out of hi;5 hand Ihc fnatch’^d the curfed knife, 
And threw it to the ground, enraged rife, 

And to lum faid : Fie, fie, faint -hearted knight f 
What meaneft thou by this repioachful ftrife? 

Is this the battle which thou vaunt’ll to fight 
With that firc*mouthcd dragon, ^ horrible and 
bright ? 

Come, come away, frail, filly, flcfliy wight, 

Nc let vain words bewitch thy manly yhcarr, 

Nc dcvllifli thoughts difmay tny conftant fpright^ 
In heavenly mercies haft thou not a part? 

^ Why fifould^ thou then dclpairV th^at choien ah } 
Where juftice grows, there grows eke greater 

The wlu^hdothdueach'the brand of hdliih fmart. 

And 
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And that hand-writing doth deface : 

Arifc, fir knight^ arife, and leave this Curfed 
place. % 

So up he rofC) and thenot amounted ftrcigbt. 
Which when the carl beheld, and law his gueft 
Would fafe depart, for all his fubtle flcight, 

He chofc an halter from among the reft. 

And with it hung himfclf, unhid, unhlclL 
But death he could not work himfclf thereby; 
For thoufand times he fo himfclf had dreli’d, 
Yet nathclefs it could not do him die, 

Till he Ihould die his laft, that is eternally. 

MlLTON*s PARADISE LOST. 

§ 54. *rhe Arrival of Satan at Htll\ and the 
Allegory of Sin and Death. 

CAT AN, with thoughts inriujn’d of high’A 
tlefign, 

Puts on fwift wings, andtow*rds the gates of hell 
Explores his folitary flight; Ibmetimcs 
He fcours the right hand coaft, Ibmetimcs the left, 
Now fliavcs with level wing the decj), then foars 
Up to the fiery concav’e tow ’ring high. 

As when far off at fca a fleet deferied 
Hangs ill the clouds, by equino^lial winds 
Clol'e failing from Rcngala, or the ifles 
Of Ternatc and Tidore, wliencc merchants bring 
Their Ipicy drugs 5 they on ilic trading flood 
Through the wide Ethiopian to the Cape 
Ply, Hemming nightly tow’rd the ^K)le : lb feem’d 
Far off the flying fiend: at Lift appear 
*Hell-bounds, high reaching to the hoi rid roof. 
And thrice three-fold tlic gates ; three folds were 
brafs, t 

Three iron, three of adamantine rock ; 
Impenetrable, impal’d with circling fire, 

Yet unconfuin’d. Before the gates there fat 
On either fide a foraaidablc fnap'e 
The one feem’d woman to the waift. and fair. 
But ended foul in many a fcaly fold 
Voluminous and vaft, a ferpeut arm’d 
With mortal fting; al 30 ut her middle round 
A cry of hell-hounds never ccafing bark’d 
With wide Cerberean mouths full loud, and rung 
^ A hideous peal ; yet, when they lift, w'ould creep, 
If anght difturb’d their noife, into her wumb. 
And kennel there ; yet there ftill bark’d and 
howl’d, • 

Within unfeen.v;; Far lefs abhorr’d than thefe 
Vex’d Scyllj bathing in the fea th?it parts ’ 
Calabria fr«m 'the hoarfe Trinacrian fhorp: 

Nor uglier follow the night-hag, when calPd 
In fecret, riding through the air Ihe comes, 

Lurid with the fmell of infant-bl(M, to dance 
With Lapland witches, while the labVing moon 
Eclipfes at their charms. The other f^pe. 

If ftiapc it might be csdrid that ihape had none 
Diftinguiihable in member, joint, or limb; 

0/ fiibftance might be calPd that il{^dow feem’d, 
For each feem’d either; black it ftoodas night. 
Fierce as ton furies, terrible as hcU» ' 

And ftiook a dreadful dsb j^hat feem!d hil head 


m 

The likencfs of a kingly crown had on. 

Satan was now at hand, and from his feat 
The- monficr itjoving onward came as faft 
‘ With hoirid ftrides ; hell trembltxl as he ftrotle; 
Th’ undaunted fiend what this might be admir'd, 
Adiiiir d, not fear d ; God and his Son except. 
Created thing nought valued he nor ftuum'd , 
Ami with difdainful look thus firft began : 

^ VV'^hcncc and what art thou, execrable fhape, 
That flar’ft, though grim and terrible, advaiice 
Tliy milcrcaicd front athwan my way 
To yonder gates > through- them I mean to pafs, 
That be aftbr’d, without leave alk’d of thee: 
Retire, or rafle thy folly; and learn by proof, 
Hell-born, not to contend with fpiriis of heaven. 

To whom the goblin full of wrath replied : 

Alt thou that ir.'iiior-angel, art thou he, fthen 
Who firft broke pease in lieavcn, and faith, till 
Unbrokun; Aid in proud Kbcllious arms 
Drew akcr liim the third part of heaven’s fons. 
Conjur'd againft the Higheft; for which both 
thou 

And they, outcaft from God, arc here condemn’d 
I'o wallo eternal days in woe and pain ? 

And reckon’d thou thyftlf with fpirits of heaven, 
Hell-doom’d, and breath’ft defiance here and 
iconi 

Where I rt-ign king, and, to enrage thee more, 
Thy king and lord Back to thy puniftimcnt, 
Falfo fugitive, and to thy fpeed add wings; 

Left wiili a whip of fcorpions I purfuc 
Thy ling’ring, or with one ftroke of this dart 
Strange horror fcisc thee, and pangs unfcit 
befoic. 

So fpakc the grifly terror, and in fliapc, 

So fpraking and fo threat’ning, grew tenfold 
More dreadful and deform. On rh’ other fid# 
Incens’d with indignation Satan ftood 
Umcrrificd ; and like a comet burii’d, 

That fires the length of Oph’iuchus huge 
In th’ ardt ic Iky, and from his horrid hair 
Shakes pcftilcncc and war. Each at the head 
Level Fd his deadly aim; their fatal hands 
No fecond ftroke intend, and fuch a frown 
Each call at th’ other, as whea two black cloud 
With heaven’s artillery fraught, come ractliu 
Over the Cafpian, then Hand front to froi^ 
Hovering a fpace; till winds the fignal blow 
To join \lieir dark cncou^iter in mid air : 

So frWn’d the mighty coinbatants, that he 
Grew darker at their frown; lb match’d 
ftood ; 

For never but once more was cither like* 

To meet fo great a foe. And now grea^ deed# 
Had been achiev’d, whereof all hell had fungi 
Had not the fnaky forcerefs that .fat 
Fall by hell -gate, and kept the fatal key, 

Ris’n, and hideous outcry, ruih’d betweeit<t 
O father, what intends thy hand, ftc cried, 
Againft thy only fon ? What fury, O fon, 
PdlTeflbs thee to bend that mortal dart 
Againft thy fatherii head ? and know for whom? 
For him who fits above and laughs the while 
At thee, ordamM his drudge, to execute 

o Whate’e 
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^\'hatc*cr his wrath, which he calls^jufticc, bids; 
IJib wrath, vvhich one day will deftruv ye both. 

bhe Ipukc) and at her woids rht- hcllilh pi.lb 
Forl)crc ; thcii thcl'c to her Satan remrn’d : 

So ftrange thy outcry, mul thy wonls lb llrange 
Thou interpofett, tJiat my luddfii hand 
Prevented (pares to tell thee yet by deeds 
W'hat it intends; till llrft I know of dice 
What thiiigthoii art, thus donblc-Fonn'd, and why 
In this infernal vale firft met thou cnirft 
Me father, and that phantafm call’d my foil: 

I know thee nor, nor ever law till now 
Sight more dctclfablc than him and thee. 

T' whom tliiis the portrefs of hell-gara replied : 
Haft thou forgot me then, and do I ftem 
Now in thine eye lo foul ’ once deem’d fo fair 
111 Heaven, when at tl\’ aftembly, and in light 
Of ail the ierapli. 'th thee cuin’uin’d 
In bold confpitac. nil Heaven’s King, 

All on a hidden n Idc pain 
Surpris’d tliec, dim thine eyes, and diz/.y fvvam 
In darknefs, while thy head flames thick and fall 
Threw futh ; till on the left fide op’ning \vidc> 
Likeft to thee in drape and coiint’nance bright. 
Then diining heavenly fair, a goddefs arm'd 
Out of thy head J fprung: amazement lliz’d 
All th’ hoft of heaven; back they recoil'd, afraid 
At firft, and call'd me Sin, and for a figii 
Portentous held me; but familiar grown, 

I pleas’d, and with attradlivc graces won 
The moft averfe, thee chiefly, who full oft 
Thylelf in me thy perfeft image viewing 
Becatn’ft enamoui’d, and fuch joy thou took ’ll 
With me in fccret, that my w'omb conceiv’d 
A growing burden Meanwhile war arofc. 

And fields were fought in heaven ; wherein re- 
main’d 

(For what could elfc*) to our almighty foe 
Clear victory, to our part lols and rout 
Through all tile empyrean : down they fell 
Driy'n heaillong from the pitch of heaven, down 
into this deep; and in the general fall 
I alfo ; at which time this pow’rful key 
Into ray hand was giv’n, with charge to keep 
Thefc gates for ever Ihut, which none can pafs 
Without my opening. Pcnfivc here I fat 
Alone ; but long I fat not, till my womb. 
Pregnant by thee, and now cxccllive gro\v)i, 
Prodigious motion felt, and rueful throes. 

At laft this odious oftspriiig whom thou leeft, . 
Thine own begotten, breaking violent w^ay 
Tore througl/my entrails, that with fear and pain 
Hiftorted, all ray nether lhape thus grew 
Transfonn’d : but he my inbred enemy 
Portli iflTued, brandilhing his fatal dart 
Made to deflroy ; 1 lied, and cried out, Death; 
Kell trembled at the hideous name, and figh’d 
From all her caves, and back refounded Death. 

1 (led ; but he purfised (though more, it fipems^ 
Inflam’d with fuft thin rage) ; and, fwifter far, 
Me ovcrtcH^k, hh mother, all difmay’d,. 

And in embraces foiciblc and fisul 
IngCndVing with me, of that rape begot 
Theil’ ycl<yig monftna, that with ceSclefs cry 
Surround me, as thou faw’ft, hourly conceiv’d 
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And Hourly born, with forrow infinity - 
To me ; for, when they lift, into tlv womb 
That bred them they return, and howl, and gntLvi 
Mv bowels, their ripaft! the*/ bu riling forth 
Ati*Sfih with conlcious tty?iors vex me lound. 
That reft or intcrniiflion none I find. 

Before mine eyes in oppofitioii fits 
Grim Death, my fon and foe, who fets them on. 
And me his parent would full foon devour 
For want of other prey, but that he knows 
His end with mine involv’d : and knows tliat I 
Should prove a bitter morfel, and his bjnc, 
Whenever that (hall he; fo fate pronounc’d. 

But thou, O father, 1 forewarn thee, (hun 
ITis deadly arrow; neither \ainly hope 
'I'o be invulnerable in thofe bright arras. 

Though temper’d heavenly ; for that mortal din?, 
Save he who reigns above, mine* can rclift. 

She finilh d; and the fli'otle fiend Ids loic 
Soon learn'd, now' mfldeT, and thus anlwer’d 
liiKioth: [lire. 

Dear daughter, fince* thon claim’ft me for thy 
And my fair fon here* fliew’ft me, the dearpled^^ 
Of dalliance had with thee m heaven, and joys 
Then fweet, now lad to mention, through dire 
change 

Bcfall’n us, unfereft'em, unthought of; knov^ 

I come no enemy, but to fet free 
From out this dark and difmal houfe of pain 
Both him and thee ; and all the heavenly lioft 
Of fpirits, that in our juft prettnees arm’d 
Fell with us from on high: from them J go 
This uncouth errand I'ole, and one for all 
Myfelf expofe, with lonely fteps to tread 
Til* unfounded deep, and through the void im* 
me life 

To fcarch with wand’ring queft a place foretold 
Should be, and, by concurring figns, ere now 
Created vaft and round; a place of bid's 
In the puilieus of heaven, and therein plac'd 
A race of upftart creature?, to-foj^ply 
Perhaps our vacant nwin ;• though more remov’d. 
Left heaven furcharg’d with potent multitude 
Might hqpto move new broils. Be this, or aught 
Than this more fccret, now' defign’d, 1 haftc 
To know; and, this once known, (hall foon rc« 
turn, , [Death 

And bring ye to the place where thou and 
Slmll dweH at cafe, and up and down unfecn 
Wing fiJently the buxom air, imbalmM 
With odours; there ye lhall be fed and fill’d, 
Immcafitrably, all things (hall be your prey. 

He ceas’d, for both (cem’d highly pleas’d ; and 
Death 

Gnim'd horrible a ghaftlv fmilc, to hear 
His famine Ihould be fiH d ; and blcfs’d his mavr 
D^ftifi’d to that ^od hour : no lefs rejoic'd 
His mother bad, and thus befpakc her fire : 

The key of tikis infernal pit by due, 

And by command of heaven’s all-powerful Sing, 
I kc», by him forbidden to unlock 
Thefc adamantine gates j againft aH force 
Death ready ftands to interpofe his dart, 

Fcarlcfs to be or’crmatch’d by living might. 

But what owe I to his commands ab^vo 
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XVho hfttcsN^, and hath liithcr thruft me down 
Into this j^loom of Tarmrus profound, 

To fit in hateful here confin’d. 

Inhabitant of hcavciOlTftihcavtMily born, 

Iierc in perpetual a^ony and pain, 

With tenoisand with clamours compafs*d round 
Of mint own brood, that on my bowels feed ? 
Thou art my father, thou my author, thou 
My beiiij5 gav’ft me, whom Ihould [ obey 
But thee r whom follow ? thou wilt bring me foon 
To that new world of light and bills, among 
The gods who live at eal’e, where J lhall reign 
• thy right hand voluptuous, as belecms 
Thv daughter and thy darling, without end. 

iTus laying, from her fide the faral key, l 

Sad inllrumeiit of all our woe, Ihc t(K)k ; | 

And tow’rds the gate rolling hei btfiiril train, 
Forthwith the huge portcullis high up drew^; 
Which, but herlelf, not all the Stygian powers 
Could once h:i\e mo^'d! then in the key-hole 
turns 

Th* intiicate wards, and every bolt and bar 
Of malTy iron or Iblid rock v. iciv calc 
UnfalKns: on a fudden open lly. 

With impetuous recoil and jarring Ibund, 

Til’ infernal doors, and on their hinges grate 
Haiih thunder, that the loweft bottom Ihook 
Of Erebus. She open’d, but to Ihut 
Kxcell’d her pow’r : the gates wide open Rood, 
'J^hat with extended wings a banner’d hoR, 
Under fpread enfigns marching, might jufs thro’ 
W^itli horfe and clviriots rank’cl in loole at ray ; 
^Ro^wide they Rood, and like a furnace mouth 
Caft forth redounding fmoke and ruddy fiatne. 
Before their eyes in I'uddcn view appear 
The feciets of the homy deep, a dark 
3 lhmitable ocean, w ithout bound, 

Without dlmenlion, where length, breadth, and 
height, 

And time, and place' arc JoR; where cldeR Might 
And Chaos, anceftors of Nature, hold 
Eternal anarchy, amidR the noife 
Of eiidlefii wars, and by confufioii Rand. 


§ 55. MiltorTs Addrefs to the Sun, 

H ail, holy Light, offspring of Heaven firR- 
boni, 

Or of th’ Eternal coctcrnal beam, 

May I exprefs thee unblam’d? fince God is light. 
And never buti^i iinappmachcd light 
Dwelt from eternity, dwelt then in thee, 

Bright ^effluence of bright eirence incrcatc. 

Or hcar’ft thou rather, pure ethereal ftream, 
A\'hofe fountain who (hall tell ? Before the fun. 
Before the heavens tlwu wert, and at the voice 
Of God, as with a mantle, didft inveft 
The rifing world of waters dark and deep, 

W'on fttom the void and fbrmlefs infinite. 

Thee I revifit now with bolder wing, 

Efcap’d the Stygian pool, though long detain’d 
In that obfeure fojourn; while m my flight 
Thro’ utter and thro’ middle darknefs borne, 
Wjh other notes than to th* Orphean lyre, 


I fung of chaos and eternal nighty 

Taught by the heavenly mulu to venture down 

The dark dcftciir, and up to reafeend, 

Though hnrd and rare: tl.ee 1 revifit fafe, 

And feel thy Ibv’roigii vital Umpi hut thou 
Re\ifit’ft not thefc eves, that roll m v.iin 
'J'o find thy piercing ray, and find no dawn j 
So thick a drop ferene iiath quench'd iheir orbSj 
Or dim Riffufion veil'd. Vet not the more 
Ccaie 1 to wander, where the mules haunt 
Clear I’pring, or ihady grove, nr funny hill, 

Smit with the love or laered long ; but chief 
Thee, Sion, and the flow^’ry brooks beneath, 
That walk thy hallow’d feet, and warbling flow, 
Nightly I vifit: nor ibmctimes forget 
Thole other tw'o etpiall'd with me in fate, 

So were I cquall'd with tlum in renowm, 

Blind 'J'hamyns, and blind AJjionidts, 

And Tiicfia>, and Phincus, piophets old : 

Then feed on thougliis, that \oluntarv movA 
Harmonious nuiuiyeis ; as ihe wakeful bird 
Sings darkling, and in fluid ieR covert hid 
Tunes her nocturnal ntite. I’hus with the yeat 
Scalbni return, but not to me returns 
Day, or the fwcet approach of ev’n or morn, 

Or fight of vernal blixim, or fumnitr’s roie, 

Or flocks, or herds, or hum-rUi face divine ^ 

But cloud inRead, and ever-during dark 
Surnmnds me, from the cheerful ways of men 
J Cut off', and for the book of knowledge fair 
Piefented with a univerfal blank 
Of nature’s w^orks, to me expung’d and ras’d, 
And w ifdom at one entrance quite fliut out. 

So much the rather thou, celcllial light, 

Shine inward, and the miml thro’ all her powVa 
Irradbite, there plant eyes, all mi ft from thence 
Purge and dil’pcrfe, that 1 may fee and tell 
Of things invifible to mortal fight. 


§ 56. Addrefs from the Deity to hit Son, 

THOU, in Heaven and Earth the onlypdacc 
^ Found out for mankind under wrath, O thou 
My foie Complacence ! well thou know’ft flow 
dear 

To me arc all my w'orks, nor man the leaft, 
Though laft created) that for him I fparc 
Thee from my bofom and right hand, to favc^ 

By Icjing thee awhile, the whole race loft. 

Thou therefore, whom thou oidy canft redeem^ 
Their nature alfo to thy nature Join ; 

And be thyfclf Man among men on earth, 

Made flcfli, when time lhall be, of virgin fitedf 
wondrous birth : be thoU in Adam's room 
The head of all mankind, though Adam’s fy/U 
As in him perilh ail men, fo in thee, 

As from a lecond root, (hall be reftor’d 
As many as are reftor’d, without thee none. 

His crime makes guilty all his fonsj thy meric 
Imputed ihali ablblve them who renounce 
Their own both righteous and unrighteous deeds^ 
And live in thee tranlplanted, and from thee 
Receive new life. So Man, as is moft juft. 
Shall fatisfy for Man, be judg’d, and die,. 

• X. And 
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And dying rife, and rifin? with him raife 
His brethren, ranfom*d with his own dear life* 
80 heavenly love (hall outdo hellifli hate. 

Giving to* death, and dying to redeem, 

So dearly to redeem what nclliih hate 
So caiiiy deftroy'd, and Hill dcHruys 
In thofe who, when they may, accept not grace. 
JJor (halt thou, by defeending to alTiime 
Man’s nature, Ic&n or degrade thine own, 
Bccauic thou haft, though thron'd in highcftblifs, 
£((ual to God, and equally enjoying 
Godlike fr\iition, quilted all, to five 
A world from utter lofs, and haft been found 
By merit more than birthright Son of God, 

. Found worthieft to be fo by being good, 

^ Far more than great or high ; bccaulc in ihec 
Love hath abounded more than glory* abounds $ 
Therefore thy humiliation ihall exalt - 
With thee thy manhood alio to thi!^ throne ; 
Here (halt thou fit incarnate, here (halt reign 
Botli God and Man, Son botl^ of God and Man, 
Anointed univerlal King ; jjUf;povv'r 
I give thee ; reign for cW:r, and alTumc 
Thy merits ; under thee, as head fupreme, 
Thrones, princedoms, powers, dominions, I re- 
duce : 

All knees to thee fhall bow, of them that bide 
In heaven or earth, or under earth in hell. 
When tliou, attended glorioufly from heaven 
Shale in the iky appear, and from thee fend 
The fummoning archangels to proclaim 
Thy dread tribunal*; forthwith from all winds 
The fiving, and fordiwith the cited dead 
Of all paft ages, to the general doom 
Shall haften; fuch^ peal fhall roufe their flccp* 
Then, all thy faints alTcmblcd, thou (halt judge 
Bad men and angels ; they arraign'd fhall fink 
Beneath thy fentence; hell, her numbers full, 
Thenceforth lliall be for ever fhut. Meanwhile 
The world Ihall burn, and from her afhes fpiing 
Hew heaven and earth, wherein the juii lliall du ell, 
And, after all their tribulations long, 

See golden days, fruitful of i:oIden deeds. 

With joy and love rriumphiuj:, and lair ii*uth : 
Then thou thy regal Icepirt fhalt lay by, 

For regal feeptre then no more fiiall need, 

God ftiall be all in all. But all ye Gods, 

Adore him, who to compafs all this dies ; 

Adore the Son, and honour him as me,. 

No Iboncr had th* Almighty ceas'd, but all* 
The multitude of angels, with a fhoiu 
l^Qud As from numbers without number, fwcet 
.As fiom bfefs’d voices, uttering joy, heaven rung 
With jubilee^ and loud hofannas fiird 
Th' eternal regions : lowly reverent, 

Tow'rds either throne they bow, and to theground 
With folcmn adoration down they call 
Their crowns invvovc with amarant and gold } 
Immortal amarant, a flowV which once 
^ In Patadife; fall by the tree of life. 

Began to bloom; but foon for man's olTcncc 
Ta. heaven remov'd, where firft it grew,' there 
grows, 

And ftowVs idoft fhading the fount of life^ 
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And where the river of blifs throii^?*^ midft o£> 
heaven 

Rolls o’er Elyfian flow’rs hcr^ibcr ftream : 

With thefe that never fode^ me fpirits cleft - 
Bind their rcfplcndent'l&cks, inwreath'd with 
beams ; 

Now in loofc garlands thick thrown off, the bright 
Pavenient, that like a fca of jafper fhonc, 
Iiupurpled witli ecleftial rofes I'mil’d. 

Then crown'd again, their golden harj)s they took j 
Harps ever tun'd, that glittering by their fide 
Like quivers hung, and with preamble fweet 
Of charming fymphony they introduce 
Their facred long, and waken raptures high; 

No voice exempt, no Voice but well could join 
Melodious part, fuch concord is in heaven* 


§ <7. Satan's Addrejs to the Sun* 

^ TffOU that, with furpaAing glory crown’d, 
^ I.ook’ft from thy foie dominion like the god 
Of this new world ; at whofc fight all the ftars 
Hide their dimiiiilK'd heads ; to thee I call, 

But with no friendly voice, and add thy name, 

0 Sun, tQ tell thee how I hate thy beams, 

That bring to my remembrance from what ftatc 

1 fell, how glorious once above thy fphcrc ; 

Till pride, and worfc ambition, threw me down. 
Warring in heaven againft heaven’s matchlcfi^ 

King, 

Ah wherefore ! he dcfcn'*d no fuch return 
From me, whom he created what 1 was, 

In that bright eminence, and with his good 
Upbraided none ; nor was his fcrvice hard. 

What could be Icfs than to afford him praife. 

The calieft iccompcnce, and pay him thanks. 

How due ! yet all his good prov’d ill in me. 

And wrought but malice; lifted up fo high, 

I 'fdain’d luhjetlion, ,and thought one ftep higher 
Would fet me higheft, and in ^ moment quit 
The debt immenle of cndlefs gratitude, 

So burdenfome frill paying* ftill to owe, 

Forgetful what from him 1 ftill receiv’d; 

And undcrliood not that a grateful mind 
By owing owes not, but ftill pays, at once 
Indebted and difdiarg’d ; what burden then ? 

Oh had his powerful deftiny ordain’d 
Me fomc inferior angel, I had ftood 
Then happy ; no unbounded Jiopc had rais'd 
Ambition. Yet why not' fomc other pow’r 
As great migiir have afpir’d, and me though 
mean 

Drawn to his part; but other pow'rs as grca.t 
Fell not, but ftand unfhaken, from within 
Or from without, to all temptations arm’d. 

Hadft thou the fame free will and pow’r to ftand ? 
Thou hadft;. whom haft thou then, or what, 
t’ accufe, 

But ricavcn'S'frcc love, dealt equally to all^ 

Be theithls love accurs'd, luice love or hate. 

To mfr'Qlike, it deals istemal woe. , ^ 

Nay, curs'd be tliou ; Cnee againft his thy wjili^ 
C^ofe freely what it now fo juftly rues. v 
Me miferable I wiiich wy itudi I fly ^ 

^ ' Infinity 
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Infinite and indnitc dcfpair ? 

Which way I fijsi? > myfclf am hell 5 
And in the lowed thcp a lower deep 
Still threat’ning to devoCftsiic opens wide, 

To which the hell 1 fuifcT fecT^s a heaven. 

Oh then at lad relent : is there no place 
Left for repentance, none for pardon left ? 

Noi)c left but by fubmiilion : and that word 
Difdain forbids me, and my dread of ihame 
Among the fpi’rits beneath, whom I fcduc'd 
With other promifes and other vaunts 
-Than to fubmit, boading I could fubduc 
Th* Omnipotent. Ay me, they little know 
How dearly 1 abide that bead io vain, 

Under what torments inwardly I groan. 

While they adore me on the mronc of hell. 
With diadem and feeptre high advanc’d. 

The lower dill I jfall, only uiprcmc 
In iriifery : fuch joy ambition finds. 

But lay I could repent, and could obtain 
By a£t of grace my former date ; how loon 
Would height recal high thoughts, how foon 
unfay 

What feign’d fubmiflion fwore ! eafe would recant 
Vows made in pain, as violent and void. 

For never can true reconcilement grow 
Where wounds of deadly hate havepierc’d fodeep: 
Vniirh would but lead me to a worfc rclapfe, 
And heavier fall : fo (hould-T purchafe dear 
Short intermifiion bought Avith double fmart- 
This knows my punilhcr : therefore as far 
From granting he, as I from begging peace: 

All hope excluded thus, behold inftead 
Of us outcaft, exil’d, his new delight, 

Mankind created, and for him this world. 

Si> farcwel hope, and with hope fartwel fear, 
F'arcwcl rcinorfe : all good to me is loft : 

F^vil, be thou my good : by thee at Icaft 
Divided empire witWIcaven’s King 1 hold. 

By thee, and more than'.half perhaps will reign; 
As man cre long, and this new worhl, lhall know, 

§ 5?{. Defeription 0 / Adam and Eve, 
^WO of far nobler lhape, cre6l and tall. 
Godlike creft, with native honour clad, 

In naked majefiy feem'd lords of all : 

And worthy leemM; for in their looks divine 
'I'he image of their glorious Maker fiione. 
Truth, wilUom, fanaitude fevcrc and pure 
(Severe, but in true filial freedom plac’d), 

M' hence true authority iivmen : though both 
Not equal, as tlieir fex not equal feem’d : 

For contemplation he, and valour form’d; 

For fofenefs (he, and fweet attractive grace ; 

He for God only, (be for God in him. 

His fair large front and eye fublime declar’d 
Abfolute rule ; and hyaemthian locks 
Bound from his parted forelock manly hung 
Cluft’ring, but not beneath his fhouldcrs broad: 
She, as a veil, do\vnto the {lender waiil 
Her unadorned golden trellcs wore , 

Dilhcvell’d, but in wanton ringlets wav’d, 
A|the vine curls her tendrils, vt^ich implied 
Subjedion, but requir’d with gentle fway. 

And by her yielded, by him belt receiv’d, 


Yielded with cw fubmiflion, modeft pride, 

And fweet rcluAant amorous delay. 

Nor thofe myfterious parts were then conceal'd | 
Then was not guilty Ihame, difhoneft ihame 
Of nature's works, honour di {honourable, 
Sin-bred, how liavc ye troubled all mankind 
With {}io\Vs inftcad, mere iliows of feeming pure. 
And banilli’d from iban’s life his happieft life. 
Simplicity, and fpotleis innocence ! 

So pafs’d they naked on, nor Ihunn’d the fight 
Of God or angel ; for they thought no ill : 

So hand in hand they pafs’d, the lovelieff pair 
That ever fince in love’s embraces met ; 

Adam the goodlicft man of men fince bofn 
His fbns, the faireft of her daughters Eve, 
Under a tuft of fhadc that on a green 
Stood vvhifp’ring fofr, by a frefli fbuntain-fide 
They fat them down ; and after no more toil 
Of their fweet gard’ning labour than fufiic’d 
To recommend cool Zephyr, and made cafe 
More eafy, wholcfome third and appetite 
More grateful, to their fupper- fruits they fell 
Ncftarine fruits, W'hich the compliant boughs 
Yielded them, fide-long as they fat recline 
On the foft downy bank damufk’d with flowers? 
The favory pulp they chew, and in the rind. 
Still as they thirfted, fcoop the brimming llrcam* 
Nor gentle purpofe, nor endearing fmiles, 
Wanted, nor youthful dalliance, as befeems 
Fair couple, link'd in happy nuptial league, 
Alone as they. 


§ 59. Adam's Addrefs io Eve^ relative to the 
^ree of Knovoledge, and Eve's Reply, 
cOLE partner, and foie part, of all thele joys. 
Dearer thyfelf than all; needs mud the Pow’r 
That made us, and for us this ample world. 

Be infinitely good, and of his good 
As liberal and free as infinite; 

Thar rais’d us from the dud, and plac’d us here 
In all this happinefs, who at his hand 
Have nothing merited, nor can perform 
Ought whereof he hath need ; he who requires 
From us no other fervicc than to keep 
Tins one, tliis cal'y charge, of all the trees 
In Paradife that bear delicious fruit 
So various, not to tafte that only tree 
Of i' nowledge, planted by the tree of life ; 

So near grows death to life, whate’er death is. 
Some dreadful thing, no doubt ; for well tho« 
know’ft 

God hath pronounc’d it death to tafte that tree, 
The only lign of our obedience left 
•Among fo many figns of pow’r and rule 
Conferr’d upon us, and dominion given 
Over all other creatures that pofTefs 
Earth, air, and Tea. Then 1^ us not think har4 
One eafy prohibition, who enjoy 
Free leave fo large to all things clfe, and choice 
Uuliiqitcd of manifold delights ; 

But let us ever praifis him, and extol 
Hi^ bounty, following our delightful-tafk. 

To prune thefe grooving plants, and tend theie 
flow’rs, 

Which were it toiifome, yet w’ith thee were fweet* 


EPIC AND MISCELLANEOUS. 



ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


To whom'thus Eve replied ; O thon for whom 
And from whom 1 was form’d, flefh of thyHclh, 
And without whom am to no end, my guide 
And head, what thou haft faid is juft and right. 
For wt to him indeed all praiics owe, 

And daily thanks: 1 chielly, who enjoy 
So far the happier lot, enjoying thee 
Praeminent by lb much odds, while thou 
Like eonfort to thyt'elf canft no wh.erc find. 

That day T oft remember, when from lleip 
I firft awak'd, and found mylelf repos’d 
Under a fhadc on llowVs, much woiurring where 
And what 1 was, wlieiicc thither brought, and 
how. 

JCot diTtant for from thence a munn’ving found 
Of waters iiT'ucd from a cave, and fpread 
Into a liquid plain, then ftood iinmovM 
Pure as th' expanfe of keaven ; I thither went 
With uncxpericnc'd ti.ought, and laid me down 
On the green bank, to iook into the clear 
Smooth lake, that to me lleniM another (ky. 

As I bent down to look, juft oppofiie 
A lhape within the wat’i v uleam appear’d, 
Bending to look on me : I ftarted back, 

It ftarted back ; but pleas’d 1 foon return’d, 
Pleas'd it return’d as Ibon, with anfwcring looks 
Of fympathy and love ; there I had fix'd" 

Mine eyes till now, and pin’d with vain dcfirc, 
Had not a voice thus v'anid me: W'har thou leeft, 
■U'hat fheic thou fee ft, fair creature, is thvfelf; 
With thee it canit and goes; but follow me. 
And T will bring thee w litre no ftiatjow' ftays 
Thy coining, and thy fofr embrace^!, he 
Whofc image then! art; him thou lltalt enjoy 
Infcparably thine, to him (hair bear | 

Multitude^ like tliyfclf, and thence be call’d 
Mother of human race, M'hat could 1 do, 

Bur follow ftraiglit, iiivifibly thus led > 

Till 1 etpied thee, fair indeed and tall, 

Under a platan ; yet mcthoughi lei's fair, 

Lefo winning foft, left amiably mild, 

'I'han that fniwth svat’ry image ; back 1 turn'd ; 
Thou following criedft aloud, Return, fair Kve; 
Whom flieft thou ? whom thou llieft, of him 
thou art. 

His fleih, his bone ; to give thee being I lent 
Out of my fide to thee, neareft to my heart, 
Subftantial life, to have thee by my fide 
HcncoForth an individual folacc dear ; 

Pare of my foul I feck thee, and thee claim 
M/' other half; with 'that thy gentle hand 
Seu’d mine : I yielded: .^tid from that time fee 
How beauty is excelled by manly grace, 

And wifdom, wl\ich alone is truly fair. 

So fpake our general mother, and with eyes 
Of conju|^ attraffion unreprov’d. 

And meek fi^rrender, half embracing lean'd 
aOii our firft father: half her fwelling breaft 
'Naked met his under the flowing gmd . 

Qt her loofc treflfes hid; he in delight 
Both of her beauty and fubmiflive charms. 
Smil’d with AipeiW bve, as Jupiter 
Oh JuAQ fmilcs, when he tmpre^s.the clouds 
'XliatfliedMayflow’n; and prefou her matron lip 
With kiffts pure. 


IV. 

$ 6o. Difiourfe hitween Adam an^yffreliriug 
to Rfftt •u/ith the Defer ipUon r/ their Br.^er. 

N OW came frill cvemnjyiK^and twilight gray 
Had in her foberjyj^^fy all things did ; 

Silence acrompani«:4’fm*’ bird, 

They to their ip^lTy coucb, tiiefc to their nefts, 
Were dunk ; all but the wakeful nighringale ; 

She all night long her amorous dcfcant fung : 

Silence was pleas’d: now glow’d the firmameiiC 
W^irh living i'apliirs : Hefperus, that led 
The Itarrv hoft, rode brighteft, till the moon 
Riling in clouded majefty, at IcMigth 
Appaicnr queen, unveil’d her peerlefs light, 

And o’er the dark her filver mantle threw. 

When Ad'am thus to Eve: Fair eonfort, tii' hour 
Of night, and all things now retir’d to reft, 

Mind us of like repole, lince Ood hat.i fet 
T^abour and reft, as day and niglit, to men 
Succcliivc : and the timely dew of lleep 
Now falling with foft llumb’rous weight inclines 
Our eye-lids: other creatines 'all day long 
Rove itlle unemploy’d, and lei’s need reft ; 

Man hath his daily work of Ix-dy or mind 
Appointed, whiih declares lus dignity, 

And the rcgaid of llcatcn on all Ids w'ays ; 

While other animals iin.»rtive lange, 

And of their doings fioil takes no account. 
J'o-morrow, ere freik morning ftreak the caft 
With tirft aj p oich of lig.:t, we mult be iiieii, 

Ai:d at our plealaut laljour, to reform 
Yon ftow’ry at hours, j under alleys green, 

Our walk ar noon, with blanches overgrown, 

Thru mock our leant manuring, and require 
More hands tlvanours to lop their w aniou g' ow tli: 
Thole bloifnus alfo, and thole droj^ping gums, 
'Hut lie bclirewn, unfigbily and unlinooih, 

Aik riddance, if we mean to iitad with eal’e : 
Meanwhile, a.^ Nature wills, n'ght bids us reft. 

Tow horn thusEve,witU pci fettbcautyadorii'd: 
\?y author and difpol’er,^v/lt^lt tln^u bidd’ft 
Uiiargued 1 obey: lb God ordains: 

God is thy law, thou mine : to know no more 
Is woman’s happieft knowledge and her prail'c. 
With thee convcrfing. I pngir al! time ; 

All feafons and their change, ail plVal'e alike. 

Sweet is the breath of mo* Oj her rifing Iwcct, 

With charm of cailitft birds ; picalant the fun. 
When firft on this* delightful land he fpreads 
His orient beams, on herb, tree, fruit, and flow’r, 
Glift'ring with dew; fragrant the fertile earth 
After foft fliow’rs ; and I'wcct tlic coming on 
Of grateful evening mild ; tb.cn lilcnt night, 

With this her fdemn bird, and this fair moon. 

And thefc the gems of Heaven, her ftarry train; 
But neither breath of morn, when (he alcends 
With charm of earlicft birds ; nor riling fun 
On this delightful land; nor herb, fruit, flow 'r, 
Glift’ring with dew; norfiagrancc after Ihow’rsj 
Nor grateful evening mild ; nor filcnt niglit 
With this her folemn bird ; nor walk by moon. 

Or glitt’ring ftar-light, without thee is fwcet. 

But whereftire; all night long ftiinc thefc ? for 
• whom 

This glorious light, when fleephath (hut all cy^s? 
To whom our general anevditor ^pHed : 

Daughrn.^ 



IV. EPIC and miscellaneous. 


Daughter of ’god and Man* accomplilh'd Eve, 
Tha<c have thc^s^CQurfetofinifh round the eartli 
By morrow cv’nin^.and from land to land 
In order, though to yet unborn, 

Minift'ring light prepar’d, tfhiy lit and rile; 

Left total daiknds Ihoiild by nVjj^t regain 
Her old poirdhon, and extinguilh life 
In nature and all things; which thelc loft fires 
Not only Liilighten, but with kindly heat 
Of various inriuence foment and warm, 

Temper or nouiilh, or in j>art Ihed d^wn 
^Jl.'heir llcllar virtue on all kinds that grow 
On earth, made hereby aptcr to receive 
Perfeftion from the fun’s, more pc^tent ray. 

'I'hefe then, though unbeheld in deep ot night. 
Shine not in vain ; nor think, tho* men were none, 
That heaven would want fpeClatcrs, Ciod want 
praife : 

Millions of fpiritual creatures walk tlie earth 
Unfeen, both when we wake, and when we fleep: 
All thefc with ceafelefs praife his works behold 
Both dav and night : bow often from the fteep 
Of echoing hill or thicket lueve we heard 
Cclcftial voices to the midnight atr, 

Sole, or reTpon five each to other's note. 

Singing their great Creator ! oft in hand* 

While they keep w atcli,or nightly rounding walk 
M'ith heavenly toucli of inftrumentiil found.s 
In full hafiiioiiic number jmn*d, their longs 
Divide the night, and lift our thoughts to Heaven. 

Thus talking, hand in hand alone they pais'd 
On to their blifsful b<»w’c : it w;is a place 
Chos’n by tbe fov’ran Planter, when he fram’d 
All things to man’s delightful ufe j the roof 
Of thickcll covert was inwoven lhade 
Laurel and myrtle, and wliat higher grew 
Of firm and fragrant leaf ; nn either lide 
Acanthus, and each odorous biilhy Ibrub 
Fenc’d upthe^ erdaijt wall ; each beauteous flow’r, 
Iris all hues, rolls ancl <^€111111110, 

Rear’d high their flonri’lh’d heads bctw’cen, and 
Mofaic; under foot the' violet, [wiought 

Ciocus, and hyacinth, with rich inlay 
Broider’d thegroiind,more colour’d tlianvvithftone 
Of coftlieft emblem : other creature' he re, 
Beaftj'bird, inlldt, or worm, durft enter none ; 
Such was their awe of man. In lhadier bower 
More facred and fequeller’d, tho’ but fclgu’d, 
Pan or Sylvanus never llept, nor nymph, i 

Mor Faunus haunted, Here in doll rcccfs, 
W^ith flowers, garlands, and Iwcet-fmelling herbs 
Erpoulcd Eve clSik’d firft her nuptial bed, 

And licavcnly quires the hymenaean lung. 

What day the genial angel to our fire 
Brought her in naked beauty more adorn’d. 
More lovely than Pandora, whom the Gods 
Endow’d with all their gifts, and oh too liko 
In fad event, when to tlv unwilcr ion 
Of japhet brought hy Hermes, flic cnfoarM 
Mankind with her fair looks, to be aveng’d 
On him who had ftole Jove’s authentie Are. | 

Thus at their fliady lodge arriv’d, both flood, | 
Both turn’d, and under open fky ador’d { 

God thatmade bothiky* 8ir)€ai’th>and heaten* | 
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Which they beheld, the moon’s rcrplendentglohc^ 
And ftarry pole ; Thou alio mad’lt the nij^n, 
Maker omnipotent ! and thou the dav. 

Which we- in our appointed w jik employ’d 
Have linilh’d, happy in our mutiLil help. 

And mutual love, the ctown of all oui hlils 
Crifuin’d by thee ; and this delicious place 
For us tfX) large, where thy abuiulance wants 
Partakers, and uncropt fait to the ground. 

IJut thou halt ptomi.>'d from us two a race 
To fill the earth, who fliail with us cxiol 
Thy goodnefs infinite, both w'hen we wake, 

And when w'C feck, as now', thy gift of fleep. 


§ 6 1. Wedded Lo'Ve, 

rj AIL, wedded love,mvrteTicus law, true fource 
Of human oif^jiring, foie j^ropriety 
In Paiadife, of all thing’s common cllc. 

Hv thee adult’ rous luft was driven from mcit 
Among the beftial herds to range ; by thee 
Founded in rcalbn,. loyal, juft, and pure, 
Relations dear, and all tbe charities 
Of father, Ion, and brother, fiift were known. 

Far be it, that I Ihould w rite thee fin or blame, - 
Or think tbec unbefitting holieft place. 

Perpetual fountain of domcftic Iwccis, 

Whole bed is imdcfird and chafte pronounc’d, 
Prcllnt, or paft, as faints and patriarchs us'd. 
Here J.ove hi.s golden lliafrs employs, here lights 
Ills conftant lamp, and waves his purple wings, 
Reigns here and revels ; not in the bought fmilc 
Of harlots, lovelcfs, joylcfs, unciulc'ar’d, 

Cafual fruition ; nor in court-amours. 

Mix’d dance, or wanton malk, or midnight ball. 
Or ferenate, w hich the ftarv'd lover fings 
To his proud fair, beft quitted with difdain. 

§ 62. Adams Morning Salutation ; and Eve^s 
Account of her Dream. 

N OW morn her roly ftepb in th’caftern dime 
Advancing, fo\v’<lihc earth with orient pearl; 
When Adam Wak’d, lb cultom'd, for his llcep 
As airv light fiom pure digeftion bred, ^ 

And temp i ate vapours bland, which ih’ only fouikci- 
C)f Ita\es and fuming rills, Aurora’s fan, 

Lightly difpers’d, and the Ihrill matin long 
Of birds on cv’ry bough ; lb much the more . 

His wonder was to find unw'aken’cl Eve 
With trellcs difeompos’d, and glowing check. 

As through unejuiet reft he oii his lidc, 

Leaning half rais’d, with looks of cordial love 
Hung over her enamour’d, and beheld 
Bcautv, w hich, whether waking or afleep, 

Shot forth peculiar graces ; then with voice 
Mild as when Zephyrus on Flora breathes. 

Her handfoft touching, whifper’d thus t Awake, 
faireft, my.cfpous'd, my latcft found, 
veu’s laft beft gift, my cver-new delight, ' 
Awake: the morning (hints, and the frelh field 
Calls ns 5 we lofc the prime, to mark how fpring 
Our terfder plants, how blows the citron grov<?. 
What drops the myrrh, and v(rhat the balmy reed, 
How nature paints her colours, how the bee 
Sits on the bloom eitra^Ung liouid iweeu 

p ^ Such 
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'' Such whifp’ring wak’d her, but with ftanled 
eye 

On'^Adain, whom embracing, thus (he fpakc : 

O foie in whom nw thoughts find all rcpoic, 
My. glory, my perfedtion, glad I Ice 
Thy face, and mom return’d : for I this night 
(Such Aight till this I never pafs’d) have dreain'd, 

If dream’d, not (as 1 oft am wont) of thee, 
Works of day paft, or morrow's next defign; 

But of offence «id troubje, which my njiad 
Knew never till thislirkfome night : methought 
Clofc at mine ear one call’d me fonh to walk 
With gentle voice ; 1 thought it thine : it laid, 
Why flccp’ft thou, Eve? Now is the plealant time, 
The cool, the filcnt, favc where filcnce yields 
To the night-warbling bird, that now awake 
Tunes fweeteft his Io\e-labour’d fong; now reigns 
Full orb'd the moon, and.with more pleating light 
Shadowy lets offtlic face of things; in vain, 

If none regard : Heaven wakes with all his eyes; 
Whom to behold but thee, Nature’s dcfire ’ 

In whole ^ight all things joy, with ra\ilhmcnt 
Atiradlcd by thy beauty ftill to gaze. 

I lofe as at thy call, but found tnee not ! 

To find thee I diredled then my walk ; 

And on, methought, alone I pafs’d, through ways 
That brought me on a fudden to the tiee 
Of interdified knowledge : fair it feem'd, 

Mucli fairer to my fancy than by day ; 

A^nd, as I wond’ring look’d, befide it ftood 
One fhap’d audwing’d 1 ike one of thofe froml Icavtn 
By us oft feen ; his dewy locks. dilliH'd 
Ambrofia ; on that tree lie allb gju’d ; 

And, O fair plant, faid he, with fruit furcharg'd, 
Deigns none to cafe thy load, and tafte thy t et, 
Nor God, nor Man? Is knowledge fo dclpii’d ^ 
Or envy, or what referve, forbids to tafte ? 

Forbid who will, none fliall front me v ithhold 
Longer thy offer'd good ; why cllc let here ? 
This faid, he paus’d not, but with, vcni’rous .arm 
He pluck’d^ he tailed : me damp horror chill'd 
At fuch bold words, vouch’d with a deed fobold. 
But he thus overjoy’d— O fruit divine * 

Sweet of thyfclfjbut much more fweet thus Ci opt’ 

Forbidden here, it feems as only fit 

For Gocls, yet able to make Gods of Men : 

And why not Gods of Men, fince good, the more 
Communicated, more abundant grows, 

The author not impair’d, but honour’d more > 
Here, happy creature, fair angelic Eve, 

Partake thou alfo ; happy though thou art. 
Happier thou mayft be,' worthier canft not be ; 
Tafte this, and be henceforth among tlie Gods 
Thyfelf a Goddefs, not to earth confin’d, 

But fometimes in the air, as we; fometimes 
Afcend to heaven, by merit thine, and fee 
What life the Gods live there, and fuch live thou. 
$0 laying, he drew nigh, and to me held, 

£v’n to my mouth, ot that fame fruit held part 
Which he had pluck’d; the pleafant favoury fmell 
Sp quicken’d appetite,, that I, methought, 

Could not but tafic. Forthwith up to the clouds 
.With him 1 flew, and underneath beheld 
The earth outilrt^ch’d immenfe, a piofpeft vvidc 


XTRACTS, 

And various : viond’ring at my flight, and change 
To this high cxaliadon, fuddenl?^ 

My guide was gone, and I mpthp»igot funk dowiit 
And fell afleep ; but O hopr^ad I wak’d, 

To find this but a di^frfT Thus Eve her night 
Related, and thii&;5^dam anfwer’d fad ; 

Bell image 9 >^yfelf, and dearer half, 

The trouble of thy thoughts this night in fleep 

Affe6ts me equally : nor can 1 like 

This uncouth dream, of evil fpring, I fear : 

Yet evil whence > in thee can harbour none, 
Created pure. Hut know, that in the foul 
Arc many IclTcr faculties, that furve — " 

Reafon as chief : among thefc Fancy next 
Her offict holds ; of all external things. 

Which the five watchful fenfes veprelent, 

She forms imaginations, airy lhapes, 

Which reafon joining or disjoining, frames 
All what we afiirm pr what deny, and call 
Our knowledge or opinion ; then retires 
Into her private cell when nature refts. 

Oft in her abfcnce mimic fancy wakes 
To imitate her; but misjoining lhapes, 

Wild work produces oft, and mod in dreams, 

111 marching words and deeds long pad or late* 
Some fuch refcmblances methinks 1 find 
Of our lad evening’s talk, in this thy dream, 

But with addition drangc ; yet be not fad, 

Evil in the mind of God or Man 
May come and go, fo unapprov’d, and leave 
No fpor or blame behind : wliich gives me hope. 
That what in llcep ibon didd abhor to dream, 
Waking thou never wijt conlbtit to do. 

Be not dilhearten’d then, nor cloud thofe looks, 
That wont to be more cheerful and fercnc 
Than when fair mornipg fird linilcs on the world; 
And let us to our frelh employments rife, 

Among the groves, the fountains and the flow Vs 
That open now their choiced bofom’d fmells, 
Referv’d from night, and kept for thcc in dorc. 

Sochcer’d he his fair fpoufe, and flic waschcer’d; 
But lilently a gentle tear let fall 
From either eye, and wip’d them with her hair; 
Two other precious drops that ready flood, 

Each in their cryftal fluice, liC ere they fell 
K-ifs'd, as the gracious figns of fwcet remorfe. 
And pious awe, that fear’d to have offended. 

So all was clear’d, and to the field they liaftc. 
But fird, from under fliady arb’rous roof 
Soon as they forth were come to open fight 
Of day-fpring, and the fun, who fcarce uprifen. 
With wheels yet hov’ring o’er the ocean brim. 
Shot parallel to the earth his dewy ray, 
Difeoverine in wide landlkip all the call 
Of Paradi^ and Eden’s happy plains, 

Lowly they bow’d adoring, and began 
• Their orifons, each morning duly paid 
In various dylc ; for neither various 
Nor holy rapture wanted they to praife • 
Their Maker, in fit drains pronounc’d, or fung 
.Un meditated, fuch prompt Sequence 
Flow’d from their lips, in prole or numerous yerfe, 
More tuneable than needed lute or harp 
To add more fweefhefs ; and they thus 
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S 63. ne BattU of AngoU. 

■ ■ —THE Ihout ■ 

Of battle now beg^n, and rufhing found 
Of onfet ended foon ench milder thought* 

High in the midft exalted aa^.q^jGod 
Th'apoftate'in his fun -bright eXariot fat, 

Idol of majefty divine, inclos’d 

With flaming cherubim and golden fhields ; 

Then lighted from his gorgeous throne, for now 
*Twixt nofl and hod but narrow fpace was left, 

A dreadful interval, and front to front . 
prefented ftood in terrible array 
** 01 * hideous length *. before the cloudy van. 

On the rough edge of battle ere it join’d, 

Satan with vaft and haughty ftrides advanc’d 
Came towVing, arm’d in adamant and gold ; 
Abdiel that fight cnvlur*d not, wlicre he flrxid 
Among the m'.^htied, bent on higheft deeds, 

And thus his own undaunted heart explores : 

O Heaven’ that luchrefcmhlancc of the Higheft 
Sliould yet emain, where faith and realty 
Remain not : wherefore flionld not ftrength and 
might 

Tlicre fail where Virtue fails, or weakeft prove 
Where boldcft, though to fight unconquerable? 
His puifliincc, trufti ng in th’ Almighty’s aid, 

I mean to try, whole reafon I have tried 
Umbund and falfe ; nor is it aught but juft. 

That he who in debate of truth hath won, 

' Should win in arms, in both dilputes alike 
ViAtor j though brutilh that conteft, and foul, 
W'hcn region hath to deal with force, yet fo 
Moft reafon is that reafon overcome. 

So pondering, and from his armed peers 
Forth ftepping oppofiLc, half-way he met 
His daring foe, at this prevention more 
InccnsM, and thus fecurcly him defied : 

Proud, art thou met ? thy hopewas to have reach’d 
The heigjit of thy afpiring unoppos’d, 

The throne of God unguarded, and his fide 
Abandon’d at the terror. of thy pow’r 
Or potent tongue : fool, not to think how vain 
Againfi th’ Omnipotent to rife in arms ; 

Who out of final left things could without end 
Have rais’d incelfant armies to defeat 
Thy^foIIy ; or with folitary hand ! 

Reaching beyond all limit, at one blow 
Unaided could have finifli’d thee, and whelm’d 
Thy legions under darknefs ; but thou feeft 
All arc not of thy train; there be who faith 
Prefer, and fiicty to God, though then 
To thcc not vifil^fe, when I alone 
Scem-d in thy world erroneous to dilTcnt 
From all : my fe£f thou feeft; now learn too late 
How few fomctuncs may khow, when thoufands 
err. 

Whom the grand foe, with fcornful eye alkance. 
Thus anfwer’d: III for thcc, but in wilh'd hour 
Of iny revenge, firft ibught for thou return’ll 
From flight, feditious Angel, to receive, 

Thy merited reward, the fiift aflay 
Of this right hand provok’d, fince firft that tongue, 
Infpir’d with contradiction, durft.oppofe 
\ third part of the Gods, in fynod met, 

"heir deities^ aflert, who while they fee 


Vigour divine within them, can alleKv 
Omnipotence to hone. But well thou corn'd' 
Before thy fellows, ambitious to win 
From me fomc plume, that thy fiiccefs may ihew 
Deftrufhon to the reft : this paufc between 
(Unanfwer’d left thou boaft) to let thee know j 
At firft 1 thought that Liberty and Heaven - 
To heavenly fouls had been all one ; but now 
I fee that moft through lloch had rather ferve, . 
Minift’ring fpirits, train’d u|> in feaft and long; 
Such haft thou arm’d, the minftrelfy of Heaven, 
Servility with freedom to contend. 

As both their deeds compar’d this day fliall prove. 
To whom in brief thus Abdiel ftem replied: 
Apoftate, ftill thou err’ft, nor end wilt find 
Or erring, from the path of truth remote : 
Unjuftly thou dq^rav’ft it with the name 
Of fervitudc, to Icrve whom God ordains. 

Or Nature; God andlSaturc bid the lame. 
When he who rules it wortbieft, and excels ' 
Them whom he governs. This is fervitude, 

To ferve th' unwife, or him who hath rebcll’d 
Againft his worthier, as thine now ferve thcc, 
Thyfclf not free, but to thyfelf enthrall’d ; 

Yet lewdly dar’ft our mimft’ring upbraid. 

Reign thou in hell, thy kingdom ; let me ferve 
In heaven God ever bleft, and his divine 
Behefts obey, woithieft to be obey’d ; 

Y ct chains in hell, not realms, cxpc6l; meanwhile 
From me return'd, as erft thou faidft ftom 
flight, 

This greeting on thy impious creft receive,' 

So laying, a noble ftroKc he lifted high, 

Which hung not, but fo fwift with tempeft fell 
On the proud creft of Satan, that no fight, ' 

Nor motion of fwift thought, Ids could his ilueld^ 
Such ruin intercept : ten paces huge 
He back recoil’d ; the tenth on bended knee 
His m^'ilfy fi>ear upftaid ; as if on earth 
Winds under ground, or waters forcing way, 
Sidelong had puih'd a mountain from his feat, 
Half funk with all his pines. Amazement ieiz’d 
The rebel thrones, but greater rage, to fee 
Thusfoil' d their mightieft; ours joy fill’d, andlhout, 
Prefage of victory, and fierc^ dciiire 
Of bitirlc : whereat Michael bid found 
Th’ Arch- Angel trumpet; thro’ the vaftof heavcA 
It founded, and the faithful armies rung 
llofanna to the Higheft : nor ftoOd at gaze 
The adverfe legions, nor Icfs hideous join’d 
The horrid IKock. Now' ftorming fury rofe. 
And clamour fiicli as heard in heaven till now 
Was never; arms on armour clalhing bray’d 
Horrible difeord, and the madding wheela 
Of brazen chariots rag’d ; dire was the noife 
Of confliAl ; over head the difmal hifs 
Of fiery darts in flaming vollies flew, 

And flying vaulted either hoft with fire. . 

So under fiery cope together rufli’d 
Both battles main, with ruinous aflfaulc 
And iuminguifhable rage : all Heaven 
Refounded ; and had Earth been then, aH Earth 
Had to her centre ihook. Wliat wonder? when 
Millions of fierce encount’ring Angels fought 
On eitlier fide, the Icaft of whom could Wield 
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Xhefc dements, and arm him with the force 
Of all their regions ; how xnuch more of pow’f 
Army againtt army numbcrlcfs to niifc 
DicaaFul coitibuftion wairing, and dilKirh, 
Though not dellroy, their happy native feat ; 
Ilad not th' eternal King omniporetic 
From his ftrong hold of Heaven high over-inl'd 
And limited tltcir might; though number’d fuch 
As each divided legion might have i'cem'd 
A numerous hoft, in ftrengtli each armed hand 
A legion, led in ftght yet leader feem'd 
Ench wari'tor, ftngie as in chief, expert 
Whe« to advance, or Itand, or tui n the fway 
Of battle, open when, and when to clofe 
The ridges of grim war: no thought of flight, 
None of retreat, no unbecoming d^ed 
That argued fear; each on himfdf relied. 

As only in his arm the moment lay 
Of victory ; deeds of eternal fame 
Were done, but infinite ; for wide was fpread 
That war, and various; fotnetimes on firm ground 
A (landing fight, then foarin^ on main wing 
Tonnented all the air ; all air feem'd then 
Conflicting fire : long time in even feale 
The battle hung; till Satan, wlio that day 
l^jrodigious pow'r had (hewn, and met in arms 
No equal, raiiging through the dire attack. 

Of fighting feiaphim cotifusM, at length 
Saw where the (word of Michael fmote, and fctlM 
Squadrons at once j with huge two-handed (way 
Brandilh'd’ aloft the horrid edge came down 
Wide wading ; fuch dtdruction to withftand 
lie haded, and oppos'd the rocky orb 
Of tenfold adamant, his ample (hield, 

A vad circumference. At his approach 
The great arch-angel from his warlike toil 
Surceas'd, and glad, as hoping here to end 
Intefline w'ar in heaven, the arch-foe fubdued 
Or captive dragg’d in chains, with hodile frown 
And vifage all inflam’d firft thus began : 

Author qf evil unknown till thy revolt, 
Uunam’d in heaven, now plenteous, asvthou feed 
Thefe a^ls of hateful drife, hateful to all, 
Though heavied by juft mcafure on thyfeif, 
And thy adherents : how hall thou dillurb’d 
Heaven’s blclfed peace, and into nature brought 
Milery, uncreated till the crime 
Of thy rebellion ! How haft thou indill'd 
Thy 'malice into thoufands, once upright 
And faithful, now prov'tf falfe ! But thinknothcrc 
To trouble holy reft ; heaven cads' thee out 
From all her confines. Heaven, the feat of blifs, 
Brooks not the works of violence and war. 
lienee then, and evil go with thee along. 

Thy offspring, to the place of evil, hell. 

Thou and thy wicked crew ; there mingle broils, 
Erie this avenging fword begin thy doom, 

Or fomc ;nore hidden vengeance wlpg*d from God 
Precipitate thee with auispnentcd pmn . 

So fpake the Prince of Angela; to whom thus 
The adverfary ; Nor think thou with wind 
Of aify threat* to awe whom ye*- with deeds 
Thou canftnot* , Haft tliqn turn'd the lead of thefe 
To, flight, or if to fall, but cliat they rile 
iJjniVjnqMifc'fl; to tranlkdl with me 
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That tliou IhouMft hope, iinpcijjus, and with 
Tochafumchcnci ' Eu m»r,tha>fi^iallenil[thrcaU 
J'hc drift: which rhou call’d evil, but we ftylc 
The ttrife of glory j^w hicli we mean to win. 

Or turn tins heajiiiriritfclf into the hell 
Thou fabled ;^iere however to dwell free, 

If not to reign : meanwhile thy urmtift force. 

And join him nam'd Almighty to thy aid, 

I fly not, but have fought thee far and nigh. 

They ciuled paric, and both addref^’d for figlit 
Unfpcakablc ; for who, though with the tongue 
Of angels, can relate, or lo what things . , 
Liken on earth confpicuous, that may lift 
Human imagination to fuch height 
Of Godlike pow’r ? for iikell g(>ds they feem'd,- 
Stood they or mov’d, in ftaturc, motion, arms. 

Fit to decide the cm])ire of great heaven. 

Now wav’d their fiery fwotds, and in the air 
Made horrid circles; two broad funs their fliicld* 
Blaz’d opj'ofite, while cxpcdlution flood 
In horror : frojn each hand with fpeed retir’d. 
Where erft was thickeft fight, th’ angelic throng. 
And left large field, unfafe wdthin the wind 
Of fuch commotion ; llich as, to fet forth 
Gi^eat things by fmall. if nature’s concord broke. 
Among the conftellations war were fprung. 

Two planets, nifliing from afpe6t malign 
Of fierceft oppofition in inid-iky 
SlumUlcombat,and their jarring iphercs confound. 
Together both, with next to’ Almighty arm 
Uplifted imminent, one ftroke they aim’d 
I'iiat might determine, and not need repeat. 

As not or pow’r at once ; nor odds appear'd , 
fn might or fwift prevention : but the hvord 
Of Michael from the atmoury of God 
Was given him temper’d fo, that neither keen 
Nor foiid might refift that edge : it met 
The fword of Satan, with deep force to finite 
Defeending, and in half cut fliecr; noi Hay’d, 

But with fwift w heel rcXts’fi:, deep cnt’ring, (har’d 
All his right fide : then* Satan firft knew pain, 
And writh'd him to and fro, convolv’d; fo fore 
The gritling (word w'lth difeontinuoub wound 
Pafs’d thn/ him • but th’ ethereal fubftnnce clt»s*d. 
Not long diviiible ; and from the gafli 
A dream of ncAt’rous humour ifl'uing flow-’d 
Sanguine, fuch as celeftial fpi'iits may bleed. 

And all his armour dain’d, ere while fo bright. 
Forthwith on all Tides to hi'? aid was run 
By angels many and ftrong, who interpos’d 
Defence, while others bore him on their (hiclds 
Back to his chariot, where it ftood retir’d 
From oft' the files of war : where they him'iaid J 
Gnafking for anguifh, and defpite, and (hamc. 

To find himfclf not matchlefs, and his pride 
Humbled by fuch rebuke, fo far benvath 
His confidence to equal God in pow'r. 

Yet foonhc heal’d; for (pints that live throu^out 
Vital in cv'iy part, not as frail man 
In entrails, heart or head, liver or reins, 

Ganiiot but by annihilating die ; , 

Nor in their liquid texture mortal wound 
Receive, na more than can the fluid air : 

All heart they live, all head, all eye, all car, 

All iiitclied:, all feufe ; and as they pleafe. 
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They limb thcmfclvcs, and colour, ftiapc, or fizc 
Aflame, as like.: them beft, conflenfe or larc. 

Meanwhile in other parts like deeds dclcrv'd 
, Memorial, where the might of Gabriel fought. 
And with Hcrcc chfips picic’cl the deep array 
Of M<iUK;h, furious king 5 who Mm dclicd, 

And at his chariot- wheels to drag'Mm bound 
T.'lireatcn’cl, nor from the Holy One of Heaven 
Refrain'd his tongue blafphcmous ; but anon 
Down cloven to the waift, with lhatter’d arm.^ 
And uncouth pain fled bcll<jw iiig. On each wing, 
,JLJiicl and Rapliael, his vaunting fo6f * 

Tflongh huge, and in a rock of diamond arm'd, 
Vnn^uiih’d AdramaUch and Al'madai, 

.Two potent throi'.es, that to be lei's than Gods 
DilUainM, hut meaner thoughts leai'ii’d in their 
flight. 

Mangled with ghaflly wounds through plate and 
Kur flood unmindful Abdicl tu annoy [mail. 
The atlieift crew, but with redoubled blow 
Ariel and Arioch, and the violence 
Of Ramiel Icoreh'd and blafled overthrew. 

I might relate of thoufands, and their names 
Rternize here on earth ; but thofe 
Angels, contented with their fame in Heaven, 
ticek not the prr.ifc of men ; the other ibrt 
)n might though wondrous, and in acts of war, 
><\>r of lenown lefs eager, yet by doom 
Cancel I’d from Hcavuii and lacrccl memory, 
Namelel's in daik oblivion let them dwell, 
hot flrei'gth from truth divided, and from juft, 
Illaudal)le, nought merits but dil'praiie 
And Ignominy, )tt to glory al'pircs, 

V .lin-glorious*, and through inhimy fecks fame: 
ri'liei eibrc eternal lilenee be their ck;om. 


§ 64.. Angels fecond Battle, and the 

Meffiab^s f'^tdlory o^be third Day. 

OW'^ vv^cn fairmorn orient in heaven appear’d, 
Up roie the vi 6 or angels, and to arms 
The matin trumpet I'lnv;; : in amis they Hood 
Of gfilden panoply, lefulgeiii hoft, 

Soon banded ; others from the drawing hills 
Look’d round, and fcouts each coafl light-Hi'mcd 
I'cour, 

Each quarter, to defery the diftant foe, 

Where lodg’d, or whitlier fled, or if for Hght, 

In motion or in halt : him Ibon they met 
Unde I Ij^'ead enfigns moving nigli, m flow 
But Him batta^oiij back wuh Ipeedicfl fail 
Zophicl, of cherubim the i'wiftcll vving. 

Came Hying» and in mid air aloud thus cried : 

Arm, vvarriors, arm for light ; the foe at hand, 
Whom fled we thought, will favc us longpurluit 
This day ; fear not his flight ; fo thick a cloud 
He comes, and fettled in his face I lee 
Sad refolution, and fccure ? let each 
His adamantine coat gird well, and each^ 

Fit well his helm, gripe fafl his orbed fliield, 
Borne even or high ; for this day will pour down, 
.If 1 conjefture aught, no drizzling fliowV, 

^ir rattling ftorm of arrows barb d with fire. 
^ So warn'd he them awaa* themfeives, sMid foon 
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In order, quit of all impediment 5 
Jnftant without dllUivb they took alarm. 

And onward move embattled : when behold 
Not diftant far with heavy pace the foe 
Approaishing grols and huge, in hollow cube 
Training his» dcvilifli enginry, impal’d 
On cv ry fide with lhadowing fquadrons deep. 
To hide the fraud. At interview both flood 
Awhile ; but fiiddenly at head appear’d 
Satan, and thus was heard commanding loud : 

Van^ard, to right and left the front unfold ; 
That all may fee, who hate us, how we feek 
Peace and compofure, and with open breaft 
Stand ready to receive them, if they like 
Our overture, and turn not back pervcrlc: 

IJut that 1 doubt; however vvitnefs Heaven, 
Heaven vvitnefs thou anon, while we diieharge 
Freely oui parr : ye w ho appointed ftand, 

Do as you liave in charge, and briefly touch 
What vv^ropound, and loud that all may hear. 

So fcofnng in ambiguous words, he fcarce 
Had ended ; v\ hen to right and left the front 
Divided, and to either Hank rerir'd : 

Whi»:h to our eyes difeover'd, new and ftrange, 
A triple moui'.ttd row of pillars laid 
On wheels (for like to pillais moft they feem’d, 
Cir hollow’d bodies made of oa'K or fir, 

With brandies iopt, in wood or mountain fell'd) 
lirafs, iron, ftony mould, had not their mouths 
Wide hitleoiib oiiiicc gap'd on us wide, 
Portending Indlovv truce : at each behind 
A feraph flood, and in his hand a reed 
Stood waving tipt with fire ; w’hile we fufpcnlc, 
Colledcd flood w itliin our thoughts amus’d : 

Not long, for fudden all at once their reeds 
Put forth, and to a narrow vent applied 
With nictfi touch. Immediate in a flame, 

Rut fbon obicur’d with I’mokc, all heaven ap{>ear*d, 
From thole dctp-throaied engines belch’d, whole 
n^ar 

Imbowcird with outrageous noife the air. 

And all her entrails toie, difgorging foul 
Their devililh glut, chain’d thunderbolts, and hail 
Of iron :;}t>lHS ; which, on the vittor hoft 
Lev til'd, vsith fueh impetuous fury fmotc, 

T hat wliom they hit, none on their feet might 
fiand, 

Though Handing cjfe as rocks, but down tliey fell 
Uy tlioufands. Angel on arch-angel roll’d, 

The fooncr for their arms ; unarm’d they might ' 
Have cafily, as fpirits, evaded fwift 
Ry quick coiui action or remove ; but now 
i'oul diflipatioii follow’d, and forc’d rout; 

Nor ferv’d it to relax their ferried files. 

What Ihould tbey.do ? if on they rufli’d, rcpulfe 
Repeated, and indecent overthrow 
Doubled, w^ould render them yet vnore dvlpis’djL^ 
And CO their fo^ a laughter ; for in view 
Stock rank’d offeraphim another row, 

In pofturc.to dii|>lode their fccoud tire 
Of thunder : back defeated to return ‘ 

They vv’orfc abhorr’d. Satan beheld their plight, 
And to his mates thus hi derifion calPd: 

O f I lends ! why tome not on thefe victors prqnd f 
, Ercwhile they iiercf word comings *ahd when ^xc, 

\ ■ 



•To entertam them fair with open front 
And bread (what could wc more‘0 propounded 
terms 

Of compofition, ftraight they chang’d their minds, 
Flew off, and into (Irange vagaries fell, 

As they would dance; yet for a dance they feem'd 
. Somewhat extravagant and wld,, perhaps 
For joy of offer'd peace i but I fuppofe, 

Jf our propofal once again were heard, 

We thould compel them to a quick rcfult. 

To whom thus Belial in like garaefome mood : 
Leader, the terms wc fent were terms of weight. 
Of hard contents, and full of force urg'd home, 
Snch as we might perceive amus'd them all, 
And ftumbted many : who receives them right, 
Had need from head to foot well underftand j 
Not underflood, this gift they have befides, 
They fliew us when our foes walk not upright. 

So they among themfelves in plcafant vein 
Stood fcoffing, heighten’d in their thoughts beyond 
All doubt of vidlory ; eternal might 
To match with their inventions they prefum'd 
So eafy, and of his thunder made a fcorn, 

And all his hofl derided, while they flood 
Awhile in trouble ; but they ftoqd not long ; 
Rage prompted them at length, and found them 
Againft fuch helliih mifehief fit t’ oppofe. [arms 
Ftjrthwith (behold the excellence, the powV, 
Which God hath in his mighty angels plac’d) 
Their arm* away they threw, and to the hills 
(For earth hatli this variety from hcavjn 
Of plcafure fituate in hill and dale) 

Light as the lightning glimpfe they ran, they flew ; 
From their foundations loofening to and fio, 
They plockM the leated hills, with all ihcir load, 
Rocks, waters, wo(xls, and by the lhaggy tops 
Uplifting bore them in their hands. Amaze, 

Re fee, and terror IcizM the rebel hofl, 

When coming tmvards them fo dread they faw 
Tire bottom of the mountains upward turn’d ; 
Till' on thofe curfed engines triple-row 
They faw them whelm'd, and all their confidence 
Under the weight of mountains buried deep; 
Themfelves invaded nc»t, and on their heads 
Main promontories flung, which in the air 
Came fhadowing, and opnrtfs’d whole legions 
ami’d; [bruis'd 

Their armour help'd their harm, crufli'd m and 
Imo their fubflance pent, which wrought them pain 
Implacable, and many a* dolorous groan, 

Long flruggling undeiheath, ere they could wind 
Out of fuch prifon, though fj>irits of pureft light, 
Fofcil at firfl, now grofs by finning grown. 

The reft m imitation to like arms 
Betook^theni, and the neighb'ring hilh uptorc ; 

■ So hilts amid the air encounter'd hflls 
Hurfd to atsd fro with jaculationdirc, 

^ That under eround they fought In difmal fliade ; 
; luferiMl notfe'; war frem'd a civil game 
r . T^lhla upxiar t horrid confufkn heap'd 
coumficn And nqu a^ heaven 
"Bid none to wreck ^ with ruin Vve rfpread ; 
vi ij^ad HOC th* Alini^ty Father vhere he. fits . 

: ill hU fanebary of herven fcdirie, 

fen of feefeen 
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This tumult, and permitted all, advis'd s 
That his great purpofc he might fo fulfil. 

To honour his anointed Son aveng’d . 

Upon his enemies, and to declare 
All pow’r on him I'ransferr’d : whence to his Son| 
Th’aflfclTor of^his throne, he thus began : 

Effulgent of my glory, Son belov’d, 

Son in whole frcemvi^le is beheld 
Vifibly, what by Deity jl am, 

And in^whofe hand what by decree I do, 

Second Omnipotence, two day^ arc pafl. 

Two days, as we compute the days of heaven. 

Since Michael and his puw’rs went fortli to tan^ 

Thefe difobedicnr : fore has been their fight, 

As likcUeft was when two fucli foes met arm’d ; 

For to themfelves I left them ; and thou know’fl. 
Equal in their creation they were fi)rm’d, 

Save wliat fin hath impair’d; which yet hath 
wrought 

Infcnfibly, for I fufpend thtir doom; 

Whence in perpetual fight they iietdi muft laft 
Endlcfs, and no folutiou will be found : 

War wearied hath perform’d what war can do. 

And to diforder’d lagc let loofe the reins, 

With mountains as v\ itli weapons arm'd : which 
makes 

Wild work in heaven, and d.ing'rous to the main. 

Two days arc therefore pafl, the third thine ; 

For thee T have ordain’d it, and thus far 
I Ha\e fufter’d, that the glory may be thin.c 
I Of ending this great war, finer none hut thou 
Can end it. Initi thee Inch virtue and grace 
Immenfc f have transfus’d, ilvit all mav know 
In heaven and hell thy pow’r above crnnparc; 

And this perverfe commotion govern’d thus, 

To manifeit thee worthiefl to be heir 
Of all things, to be heir, and to be king 
By farred uinflion, thy deferved right. 

Go then, thou mightj^dl, in thy Father’s migfit, 
Afccnd my chariot, guide the rapid wheels 
Th'dt lhakc heaven’s bafis, bring forth all my war^ 

My bow and thunder, my almighty arms 
Gird on, and fword upon ilw puilfanr thigh ; 

1 Purfue thefe fons of darkntls, dri\e them out 
1 From all heaven’s Ixmnds into the utter deep : 

There let them learn, as likis them, to delpifc 
God, and Meffiah hi» anointed king. 

He find, and on his Son with rays direft 
Shone full ; he all his Fatlier full exprefs’d 
I Ineffably into his face receiv'd ; 

I And thus the Filial Godhead anfwVii^ fpakc : 

I O Father ! O Supreipc of heavenly Thrones ? 

I Firfl, Highcfl, Jlolicfl, Bcft 1 thou always fcek’fr 
i To glorify thy Son, I always thee, 

As is moft juil : this I my gloiy’ account, 

I My exaltation, and my whole delight, 

' That thou, in me well pleas’d, declar’d thy will 
I Fulfill'd, which to fulfill is all my blifs. 

1 Sceptre and pow’r, thv giving, I affume ; * 

And gladlicr dial! itlign, when in the end 
Thou fhalt be all in all, and I in theq 
For ever, and in me all whom ihou lov’fl : 

But whom thou hated, < I hate, and can put on 
'Thy terrors, as I put thy mildntfs on, 

Image of thee ip all tilings and (hall foon, ^ 
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Arm*d with thy might, rid heaven of thcfe rebelPd, 
To their prepar’d ill maniion driven down, 
f To chains of darknefs, and th’ undying worm, 

^ That from thy juft obedience could revolt, 
^^Whom to obey is happinefs entire. 

Then ihall thy faints un mix’d, and from th’ impure 
Far feparate, circling thy holy mouni^ • 
Unfeigned hallelnjahs to thee iing, 

Hymns of high praife, and 1 among them chief. 

So faid, he o’er his feeptre bowing, rofe 
From the right liand of glory where he fat ; 

And the third facred morn began to ftiine, 
i^jwning through hca\cn. forth rulh’J with 
whiilwind found 
The chariot of Paternal Deity, 

Flafliing thick flames, wheel within wheel un- 
drawn, 

Itfelf inftin6t with fpirit, but convoy’d 
By four cherubic (hapes j four faces each 
Had wondrous ; :is with ftars their bodies all 
And wings were fet with eyes, with eyes the wheels 
Of beril, and careering hres between 5 
Over their heads a cryftal firmament. 

Whereon a fapliir thniiic, inlaid with pure 
Amber, and colours of the ftiow’ry aich. 

He in cclcflial panoply all arm’d 
Of radiant Urini, work divinely wrought, 
Alcendccl ; ar his right hand Viflory 
Sat caglc-wing’d; btlidc him hung his bow. 

And ejuiver with thrcc-boltcd thunder ftor’d ; 
And from about him fierce ctfufioj:* roll’d 
Of finokc, and bick’ring flame, and fparklcs dire. 
Attended with ten thoufand thoufand ftints, 
onward came, far off his corning flionc; 

And twenty thoufand (1 their number heard) 
CMiariots of God, half on each hand, were fccii; 
He on the wings of cherub n>dc fublime 
Oii the cryftallinc (ky, in laphir thron’d, 
Illuftrious far and wide j but by his own 
Firft feen ; them unexpe£led^oy furpris’d. 
When the gi cat enfign of Melfiah blaz’d 
Aloft by angels borne, his fign in heaven ; 

Under whole condu6t MichaiJ foon reduc’d 
His army, circiimfus’d on either wing, 

Under tlicir head embodied all in one. 

Before him pow’r divine his way prepar’d ; 

At his command th’ uprooted. hills retir’d 
Each to his place ; they hcaigd his voice, and went 
Obfequious ; heaven his wcftted face renew’d. 
And with frelh flow ’rets hpl and valley fmil’d. 
This few his hat^fs fod, but flood obdur’d. 
And to rebellious n^t rani|d their pow’rs 
Tnfcnfaie, hope conccivinj firom dcfpair. 

In heavenly Ipirits could perverfenefs dwell ? 
But to convince the proud jwhat flgns avail, 

Or wonders move th* ob Mutate to relent } 

They harden’d more by w|iat might moll reclaim. 
Grieving to fee his glory ,^at the fight 
Took qivy i and afpiring to his height, 

Stood ine-eml^cd fierce, by force or fraud 
Weeittng to profper, and at length prevail 
Againft God and Meifudi, or to M 
In unlVerfal ruin Uft 9 and now 
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Or feint wtreat ; when the great Son of God * 
To all diis hoft on cither hand thus fpake : 

Stand dill in bright array, ye faints, here ftand, 
Yc ai^cls arm’d, this day from batrie reft; 
Faithml hath been your warfare, and of God 
Accepted, fearlcfs in his righteous caute; 

And as ye have receiv’d, fo have yc done 
Invincibly : but of this curfed crew 
The piinifliment to other hand belongs ; 
Vengeance is his, or whofe he foie appoints; 
Number to this day’s work is not ordain'd. 

Nor multitude; ftand only, and behold 
God’s indignation on thclc godlcfs pourid 
By me ; not you, but me, they have dclpis’d. 

Yet envied ; againft me is all their rage, 

Bccaufc the Father, t’whom in heaven luprefae 
Kingdom, and pow’r, and glory appertains. 

Hath honour’d me, aewrding to his will. 
Therefore to me their doom he hath alfign’d; ' 
That they may have their wilh, to try with me 
In battle which the ftrongcr proves, they all. 

Or I alone againft them, fince by ftrcngih 
They meafure all, of other excellence 
Not emulous, nor care who them excels ; 

Nor other ftrife with them do I vouchfafe. 

So fp.ike the Son, and into terror chang’d 
His count’iiancc too fevere to be beheld, 

And full of wrath bent on his enemies. 

At once the four fpread cut their ftarry wings 
With dreadful lhadc a>ntiguous, and the oihs 
Of his fierce chariot roll'd, as with the found 
Of toirent floods, or of a numerous hoft. 

He on his impious foes riglit onward drove. 
Gloomy as night; under his burning wheel® 

The ftedfaft empyrean fhook throughout, 

All bur the thione itfolf of God. Full foon 
Among them he arriv’d, in his right hand 
Grafping ten thoufard thunders, which he font 
Before him, fuch as ii their fouls infix’d 
Plagues : they aftoniih’d, all refiftance loft, 

All courage ; down their idle weapons dropt: 
O’er Ihields, and helms, and helmed heads he rode 
Of thrones and mighty feraphim proftratc, . 

That wilh’d the mountains now might be again 
Thrown on them, as a flielter from his ire. 

Nor Icfs on either fide tempeftuous fell 
His arrows, from the fourtold-vilag’d Four 
Diftiufl with eyes, and from the living wheels 
Diftin^l alike with multitude of eyes; 

One fp'irit in them rul’d, and every eye 
Glar’d lightning, and foot forth pernicious fire 
Amoiieth’ accurs’d, thatwithcr’dailtheirftrengtb^ 
And of their wonted vigour left- them drain'd, 
Exhaufted, Ipiritlefs, affli6ied, fallen. ' 

Yet half his ftren^h he put not forth, butcheck^A 
His thunder in mid volley ; for he meant 
Not to deftroy, but root them out of heaven ^ 

The ovenhrown lie rais’d, and as a herd 
Of goats or timorous flock together thronged, 
Drove them before him thunder-ftruck, puHueil 
With terrors and with furies to bounds' 

And cryftal wall of heaven ; which op'ning wlde^ 
Roll’d inward, and a fpaci^ gap difekis’d ^ 
Into the wafteful deep , die monfttuui fight^ 

Smdi 
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Struck them wi^h horror bnckwarcl, but fiirworfe 
Urg’d them behind ; headlong thcmlclvcs they 
threw 

Down from the verge of heaven ; eternal wrath 
Burnt after them to the bottonilcfs pit. 

Hell heard tlv iinruftlrablc noil't, Hell f:iw 
Heaven ruining from Heaven, and would have fled 
AflVighted ; but fate had caft too deep 
Her dark foundations, and too fall had bound. 
Nine days they fell; confouncle<l Chaos roar'd. 
And felt tenfold confution in their fall 
Through his wild anarchy, ib huge a rout 
Incumber’d him with ruin: Hell at lad 
Yawning receiv'd them whole, and on them clos’d ; 
Hell, their lit habitation, fraught with lire 
Unquenchable, the houl'c of woe and pain. 
Didmrden’d Heaven rejoic'd, and loon repair’d 
Her mural breach, returning wJicnee it rtdl'd. 

SoJe vi£lor from th* cxpulfion of his foes 
Meliiah his triumphal chariot turn'd ; 

To meet him all liis faints, who filent flood 
Eye-\v itnelTcs of his almighty iidls, 

With jubilee advanc'd ; and as they went, 
Shaded with branching palm each order bright, 
Sung triumph, and him lung victorious King, 
Son, Heir, and Lord, to him dominion given, 
Worthieft to reign ; he celebrated rode 
Triumphant through mid-heaven, into the courts 
And temple of his mighty Father thron’d 
On high : who into glory him receiv’d, 

Where now he fits at the right Iniiid of blifs. 


$ 65 . FormattQft of theWoHd^ and Man^ related 
bj Raphael to Adam. 

rpHR Son on his great expedition now appear'd ; 

Girtwith omnipotence, with radiance crown’d 
Of majefly divine ; fapience and love 
Immenfe, and all his Father tn him flionc. 

About his chariot nunibcrlcfs were pour’d 
Cherub and Seraph, Potentates and j'hroncs. 
And virtues, winged Spirits, and chariots wingM 
From th’ armoury of God ; where fland of oh! 
Myriads between two brazen mountains lodg'd 
Againfl a iblemn day, hamefs'd at hand, 
Celeflial equipage ; and now came forth 
Spontaneous, for within them Spirit liv'd, 
’Attendant on their Ix)rd : Heaven open’d wide 
Her ever-during gates,, harmonious found 
On golden hinges movirig, to let forth 
The Kin|[ of Glory in*hi» pow’rful Word 
And Spint coming to create new w'orlds. 

On lieavenly grouml they flood, and from the (here 
They view’d the vaft immcalurable abyfs 
Outrageous as a fea, dark, waflefui, wild, 

Up from the bottom turn'd by furious winda, 
And forging waves, as mountains^ to alTault 
Heaven’s height, and with the centre mix the pole» 
Silezice, ye troubled waves, and thou deep, peace, 
Said then th’ omntfle Word, your difeord end $ 
Nf^r flay’d, but on the wings of Cherubimc ^ 
V|»|i|i€d, in patem4 glory rode * 

.Far imo and die world unborn ; 

For ebaos heard bU voice ; him all his traiii 


Follow’d in bright proccflion to behold 
Creation, and the wonders of his might. 

Then flay’d the fervid wheels, and in his 'land 
He took the golden compaHls, prepar’d 
In God’s eternal ftore, to circumfcribc 
This univerfe, ami all created things : 

One foot hcifcntcrM, and the other turn’d 
Round through the vafl profundity oldcurc, 

And laid, Tims far extend, thus tar thy bounds, 
This be thy jufl circumference, O world. 

Thus God the Heaven created, thus the Earth, 
Matter untbrm’d and \oid ; Darknefs profound 
Cover'd th’ abyfs ; Iau on the wat’ry calm 
; His brooding u ings the Spi’rit of God outfpread, 
i And vital virtue’ infus’d, and vital warmth 
Throughout the fluid mals, bur downward purg'd 
The black Lirrareoiis cold infernal dregs 
Adveril* to life : tiien founded, then conglob'd 
Like things to like, the rdl to fevcral place 
Difpartcd, and between fpun out the air, 

^ And Earth felf-balanc’tl on her centre huttg. 

! Let ilierc l>e light, laid God, and fonhwitli iighc 
1 Ethereal, firft of things, quintcfllnce pure, 

Sprung from the deep, and from her native eaft 
'J\i journey thnmgh the airy gloom began, 
Spher’d in a radiant cloud, for yet tlic fun 
: Was not; llie in a cloudy tabernacle 
Sojourn'd the while. God faw tlic light was good } 
And light from darknefs by the hcinifphere 
Divided; light the Day, and darkncls Night 
He nam'd. I’hus v.ms the lirft day even and moni. 
Nor pafs’d umeltl/rarcil, nor iinfung 
By the celeflial tjurres, w hen orient fight 
Exhaling Hrfl from daiknefs they beheld ; 
Birth-day ofllc avcn and Earth ; with joy and lliout 
The hollow’ univerlal orb they till’d, 

And touch’d their golden harps, and hymning 
prais’d 

God and his works, Creator him they fung, 

Both when fit fl eveniftg was, and wdien fn ft iTiurn« 
Again, God laid. Let .'there he Armament 
Amid the waters, and let it divide 
The w^aters from the waters : and God made 
The flrmamdnt, expanfc of liquid, pure, 
Traufparcnt, elemental air, diffus’d 
in circuit to the uttermoft convex 
Of this great round ; paitition firm and furc, 

The waters underneath from thole above 
Dividing : for as earth, fo he the world 
Built on circumfluous water:) calm, in wide 
Cryflalline ocean, and the loud mifnilc 
Of Chaos far remov’d, left fierce extremes 
Contiguous might diltcinper the whole frame 5 
And Heaven he nam'd rhe firmament : fo even 
And morning chorus fung the fecond day, 

I'hc earth was form’d, but m the womb as yes 
Of waters, embryon immature involv’d, 

^|)car*d not : over all the face of earth 
Main ocean flow’d ; not idle, but wkh wana 
Prolific humour, foft’ning alt her globe. 
Fermented the great mother to conceive, 

Satiate with genial moiflure ; when God faiifi 
Be gather'd now ye waters under heaven 
Into one piaop, a^d let dry .land appear* , , 

ImtoAx' 
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Immediately the mountains huge appear 
Kawrgent, and their bremd bare backs upheave 
lnto>l|f clouds, their tops afeend the dry ; 

So higif as hcav‘d the tumid hills, lb low 
JDowii llink a hollow bottom broad and deep, 
Capacious bed of waters : thither they 
Hailed with glad piccipitancc, uproll’d 
As drops on duft conglobing from th(? dry ; 

Part rife in crylbil wall, or ridge dirc6f, 
I'orliaflc; luch flight the great command imprcfs’d 
On the fwift Hoods : as armies at the call 
Of trumpet (for of armies thou haft heard) ^ 
'IVdOj) to their ftandard, fo the watry throng, 
Wave rolling after wave, where way they found, 
Jf deep,' with torrent rapture; if through plain, 
Soft ebbing ; nor vvithHood them rock or hiil, 
lint they, or under ground, or circuit wide 
With ferpent erior wand’ring, found their way, 
And on the wjihy oofe deep channels wore; 
Eaiy, ere God had bid the ground be dry, 

All but within thofe banks, where rivers now 
Stream, and perpetual draw their humid tiain. 
The dry land, l^arth; and the great receptacle 
Of congregated waters he call’d Seas ; 

And law that it was good, and fald, Let th ’earth 
Put forth the verdant grafs, herb yielding feed, 
And fruit-tree yielding fruit after her kind, 
Whofe feed is in hcrfelf upon the earth. 

He fcarcc Itacl faid, when the bare earth, till tlicn 
Defalt and bare, unfightly, unadrjrn’d, 
lirought forth the tender grafs, w hofe verdure clad 
Her univcrfal face with plcalant green ; 

Then herbs of every leaf, that fudden flower’d 
Cpfiiing their various colours, and made gav 
Ilerbofoiu fmellinglwcct: and rhefe fcarce blown, 
Voi th flottrilh’d thick thccluftVmgvinc, forth crept 
I'lie fmclling gourd, up Hood the corny reed 
Imbattlcd in her field, and th' humble ihrub, 
And bulh with frizzled hair implicit : laft 
Kofe as in dance the ftately tvevs, and fpread 
Theirbranches hung with copious fruit, or gernin'd 
Their bloifoins : with high* woods the hills were 
crown'd, 

'\Vith tufts tlic valleys, and each fountain fide, 
With borders long the rivers ; that earth now^ 
Seem'd like to heaven, a feat where Gods might 
dwell. 

Or wander with delight, and love to haunt 
Her facred lhadcs : thoui^ G<hI had yet not rain’d 
Upon the earth, and man to till the ground 
None was ; but from the earth a dewy mill 
Went up and water’d all the ground, and each 
}Mant of the field, whi^h, ere it was in th’canh 
(lod made, and cv’ry herb, before it grew 
On the green ftem ; God faw tliat it was good : 
So even and mom recorded the third dav. 

Again th* Almighty fpakc, Let thereW lights 
High in th’ expan le of heaven ^ to divide* 

The day from night *, and let them be for figns. 
For fealbfis and for days, and ?:ircling yWs* 
And let them be for lights, as> Jt ordain 
Their office in the firmament of hpaven 
To give light pn the earth j .and it was fo, 

made two greatUghts, &>r theiMlK 


To Man, the greater to have rule by dav^ 

The lefs by night alteni ; and made the'ltara^ 
And let them in the firmament of heaven 
To illuminate the earth, and rule the day 
Jn their vicilfitndc, and rule the night, 

And light from darknclV to divide. God faw. 
Surveying his great work, that it was good : 

Lor or celcHial bodies firft the fun ^ 

A mighty fpl.crc he fiam'd, unlightfomc firfi, 
Thougli of ethereal mould : then form'd the moon 
Globofc, and cv’ry magnitude of Hars, 

And fow’d with ftars the heaven thick as a field ; 
Of light by fai the greater j>art he took, 
Tranfpiained from her cloudy Ihririe, and plac’d 
Jn the I'un's oib, made porous to receive 
And drink the liquid light, firm to retain 
Her gather’d beams, great palace now of light- 
Hither, as to their fountain, other fiars 
Repairing, in their golden urns draw light, 

And ht-nce tlse morning-planet gilds her l.oms; 
By linfliire of reilLi^ion they augment 
Their fmall peculiar, though from human fight 
So far remute, with diminution feen, 

Firft in his calf the glorious lamp w'as fceii. 
Regent of day, and all th’ horizon round 
Invefted with bright ra)s, jocund to riwi 
His longitude thro’ heaven’s high road; the gray 
Dawn, and the Plciadef, before him danc’d, 
Shedding fwcer influence : lefs blight tJie moon« 
But oppofitc in levell’d weft was fet 
His mirror, with full free borrowing licr light 
From him, for other light ihe needed none 
In that afpecV, and ft ill that dillancc keeps 
Till niglit, thtii in the call her turn Ihc Ihincs, 
Revolv’d on Heaven’s great axle, and her reign 
With thoufand IcILt lights dividual holds. 

With thoulaiul thoufand liars, that then appear’d 
Spangling the hemilphcre : then lirft adorn'd 
W'ith iheir bright htminaiies that let and rofe. 
Glad evtning and glad morn crown’d tl\c fourth 
day. 

And God faid. Let the waters generate 
Reptile with I'pawn. abundant, living foul : 

And let fowl fly abov'c the earth, with wiiiga 
Difpluv’d on th’open firmament of heaven. 

And Cod created the great whales, .and each 
Soul living, each that crept, which plcntcouiLy 
I'hc waters generated by their kinds, 

And ev’ry bird of wing after his kind ; • 

And faw that it was good, and blclVd them,,faring, 
Be fruitful, multiply, and in .the fcas 
And lakes, and running dreams, the waters fill ; 
And let the fowl be multiplied on th’eaith. 
Forthwith the founds and leas, each creek' and bay 
With fry innumerable fwarm, and IhoaU 
Of fith, that with their fins and Ihining fcales 
Glide uader the green wave. In foul!^ that ofe 
Bank tuid Tea : part fingle or with^marc 
Graze the lea* weed their padurc, and thro' groves 
Of coral dray, or lining with quick glance, 
Shew to the lun their wav d coats dropt with gold. 
Or, in their pearly ihclls at cafe, attend 
Mold nutnmcnr, or under rocks their food 
In jointed armour watch: on fmooth tlic feal 

. And 
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And bended dolj^hlns play : part huge of bulk 
Wallowing tinwiekly, enormous in their gaic^ 

' Tempeft the ocean : diere leviathan, 

Hugeft of living creatures, on the deep 
Stretch'd tike a promontory, ileeps or fwims, 
And feems a moving land, and at his gills 
Draws in, and at his trunk fpouts out, a fca. 
Meanwhile the tepid caves, and fens and Ihores, 
Their brood as numerous hatch, from th’egg that 
* Ibon 

!ljui:fting with kindly rupture forth difclosM 
Theircallow young, but feather’d loon and flcd^ 
They fummM their pens, and foaring th*air 
« fublime, 

With clang defpis’d the ground, under a cloud 
In prof^ft ; there the eagle and the ftork 
On clins and cedar tops their eyries build : 

Part loofely wing the region, part more wife 
In common, rang’d iu figure wedge their way, 
Intelligent of feafons, and fet forth 
Their airy caravan high over fcas 
Flying, and over lands with mutual wing 
Ealing their flight ; fo fleers die prudent crane 
Her annual voyage, borne on wings ; the air 
Flotes, as they pafs, fann’d with unnumber’d 
plumes ; 

From branch to branch the fmaller birds with fong 
Solac’d the woods, and fpread their painted wings 
Till even ; nor then the Iblcmn nightingale 
Ceas’d warbling, but all night tun’d her Toft lays ; 
Others on filvcr lakes and rivers bath’d 
Their downy breaft ; the fwan with arched neck, 
Between her white wings mantling proudly, rows 
Hcrftate with oary feet ; yet oft they quit 
The dank, and rinng on ftift' pennons, tower 
The mid aeriai (ky : others on ground 
Walk’d flrm \ thecrefted cock, whole cl a* ion founds 
The filent hours, and th’ other whole gay train 
Adorns him, colour’d with the florid hue 
Of rainbows and flarry’ eyes. The waters* thus 
With filh replenilh’d, and the air with fowl, 
Evening and morn folemniz’d the fifth day. 

The flxth, and of creation lafl, arofe 
With evening harps and matin ; when God faifl. 
Let th’ earth bring forth foul living in her kind. 
Cattle and creeping things, and bcafl of ch’eai rh« 
Each in their kind. The earth obey’d, and flraight 
Op’ning her fertile womb teem’d at a birth 
InnumcYous living creatures, per fedl foi ms, 
Limb’d and full grown ;* out of the ground up rofc, 
As from his lair, the wild bead where he wons 
la forefl wild, in thicket, brake, or den ; 

Among the trees in pairs they rofe, they walk’d j 
The cattle in the fields and meadows green : 
Thofe rare and folitaiy, thefe in flocks 
Pafturing-atonce, and in broad herds upfprung. 
The graay clodsmow calv’d, now half appear’d 
The tawny lion, pawing to get free 
His* hinder parts, then fpringsas broke from bonds, 
And rampant (hakes his brinded mane ; the ounce, 
The Ubbard, and the tyger, as the mole 
Rifiiff, the crumbled earth above them threw 
In hillocks : the fwift flag from under ground 
Sore up his bnmehing head : fcarce fioxu his mould 


Behemoth, biggefl bom of earth, upheav’d 
His vaftnefs ; fleec’d the flocks, and bleating rof,.. 
As plants : ambiguous between lea and lard 
The river-horfe and fcaly crocodile. 

At once came forth whatever creeps the ground, 
Inlcdt or worm ; thofe wavM their limber fans 
For w ings, and fmalleft lineaments exa£b 
In all die liveries deck’d of fummer’s pride, 
With fpots of gold and purple, azure and green: 
Thefe as a line their long dimcnfl(.n drew. 
Streaking the ground with fmuous trace ; not all 
Minims of nature ; fume of ferpent-kind, 
Wondrous in length and corpulence, inVolv’d 
Their fnaky folds, and added wings. Firfl crept 
The parfimonious emmet, provident 
Of future, in fmall room large heart inclos’d, 
Pattern of juft equality perhaps 
Hereafter, join’d in her popular tribes 
Of commonalty : fwarming next appear’d 
The female bee, that feeds her hufband drone 
Delicioufly, and builds her waxen cells 
With honey ftor’d : the reft are numberlefs, 

And thou their natures know’ft, and gav’ft them 
Necdlcl's to thee repeated ; nor unknown [names^ 
The ferjicnt, fubrleft beaft of all the field, ■ 

Of huge extent fomeiimcs, with brazen eyes 
And hairy main rerrjfic, though to thee 
Not noxious, but obedient at thy call. 

Now Heaven in all her glory llionc, and roll’d 
Her motion'?, as tb.e great lirft Mover’s hand 
Firll wheel’d their courfe j earth in her rich attire 
Confuminate lovely fmil’d ; air, water, earth, 

By fow 1 , fi flj ,bca ft , was flown , was fw u m , waswalk '4 
Frequent: and of the fixrh day yet remain’d j 
There wanted yet the mafler-work, the end 
Of ail yet done j a creature who, not prone 
And brute as other creatures, but endued 
With fanclity of rcalbn, might crocl 
His ftaturc, and upright with front Icrene 
Govern tlic reft, felf-knowing, and from thence 
Magnanimous to correljiond with Heaven, 

But grateful to acknowledge whence his good 
Delcends, thither with heart, and voice, and eyes 
Dire^^ted m devotion, to adore 
And vvorfliip God fupremc, who made him chief 
Of all his works : therefore th’ omnipotent 
Kternal Father ( for u here Uiiot he 
Prefent?) thus to his Son audibly fpake: 

Let us make now Man in our image, Man 
In our finiilitudc, and let them rule 
Over tlie lifli and fowl of fca and air, 

Beaft of the field, and over all the eaith, 

And cv’iy creeping thing that creeps the ground- 
This faid, he form’d thee, Adam, thee, O Man, 
Dull of the ground, and in thy noftrils breath’d 
The breath of life ; in his own image he 
Created thee, in the image of God 
Exprefs, and thou becam’ft a living foul. 

Mate he created thee, but thy confort < 

Female for face; then blcfs’d mankind, and faid^ 
Be fruitful, multiply, and fill the earth, 

Subdue it, and throughout dominion Kold 
Over fifh of the fea, and fowl of th* air, 

And cv'ry living thing that nio^’cs on th* eanh. 

Wherever 
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Whenever thus created, for no place 

diftintt by name : thence, as thou know’ft, 
Hcl^ught thee into this dcliciuvis grove, 

This garden, planted with the trees of God, 
iDelc6labIc both to behold and talle ; 

And freely all their pleallmt fruit for fooc) 

Gave thee; all forts are here tha^all th’ earth 
Variety without end ; but of the tree, . [yields, 
\Vliich tJjfted works knowledge of good and evil, 
Thou mayil: notj in the day thou cat’ft, thou 
Death is the penalty impos’d ; beware, [dieftj 
And jrovern well tliy appetite, Iclt Sin ... | 

SLU^prir<?*thce, and her black attendant Death/ ' 
liere linifh'd lie, and all that he had made 
View’d, and behold all was entirely good ; I 
So even and morn aceompl idl’d the hxth day ; | 

Yet not till the Creator from his work I 

Dclifling, though unwearied, up return’d, ' | 

Dp to the Heaven of Heavens, his high abode, , 
Thence to behold this new-created world, 

Th’ addition of his empire, how it Ihcw’d 
In i^rolpett from his tJiroi#, bow good, how fair, 
Anfvvering his great idea. Up he rode, 

Follow’d with acclimation and the Ibund 
ISymj^ionious of ten thoufand harps that tun'd 
Angchc harmonies : the earth, the air 
Kefounded (thou remembcr'ft, for thou heard’ft), 
The Heavens and all the conllellations rung, 

Tlie planets in their (lation lill ’ring flood, 

While the bright pomp aicended jubilant. 

Open, yc everlafting gates, they fung, 

Open, yc Heavens, your living doors j let in 
,The great Creator from his work return’d 
Magnificent, his lix days work, a w'orld : 

Open, and henceforth oftj for God will deign I 
To 'ifit oft the dwellings of juft mfn | 

Deliglitcd, and with frequent interCourfe ] 

'1 liithcr will fend his winged mfcircdgcrs 
On errands of lijpcrnal gruci*. So fuiig 
The glorious train alcending. He through Heaven, 
That open’d wide h^:r blazing portals, led 
To God’s eternal houle dirett tl\e way ; 

A broad and ample load, wliofc duft is gold, 

And pavemenr ftjis,^s ftars to thee appear, 

Been in the giilaxy, that milky way, 

Which nightly, at. a circling zone, thou feeft 
Fowilcr’rt w'ith ftars. An<l now on earth the Icvcnth 
Evenin^g aiofc in Eden, for the fun 
Was fet, and twilight from ihc caft came on, 
Forerunning night j when at the holy mount 
Of Heaven’s high-feated top, th' imperial throne 
Of Godhead, fix’d^^or fver firm and furc, 

The Filial Pow'r arriv'd, and fat him down 
With his great Father $ for he alfo went 
Juvifiblc, yet ftay*d (fuch privilege 
Hath Omniprefence), sind the work ordain’d, 
Authbr Hnd end of all things; and from work 
Kow refting, blcfs’d and halTow^’d the fe^'cnth day, 
As refting on that day from all his work, 

But not in filcncc holy kept; tlie harp 
Had work, and rcftedliot ; the folemn pipe 
And dulcimer, alloigansof fWeCt ftop^ 

All founds on fret by ftring or golden wjre 
Tmper'd foft tualngsi interaux’d with voice 


Choral or unifon : of incenfe clouds, 

Fuming from grldcn confers, hid the meunt^ 
Creation and the fix days _a€ls they fung : 

Great are thy works, Jehovah, infinite 
Thy pow’r; wliat thought can nr.caliire thee, or 
tongue 

Relate thee ? greater now in thy return 
I'lian from the giant Angels : thee thit day 
Thy thunders magnified ; bur to create 
is greater than created to deftroy. 

W ho can impair thee, mighty King, or bound 
Thy empire ? Eafily the proud attempt 
Of Ijpirits apoftatc, 5*rtd their tounfcls vain. 

Thou haft repell’d, while impioufiy they thougUil 
Thee to diminish, rind from tnee withdraw 
The number of tlty v/orfiiippers. Whb feeks 
,To lefl'cn thee, againft his purpofe fenes 
To manifeft the more thy might : his evil 
Thou ufeft, and from thence creat’d more good. 
Witnefs this new-made world, another heaven. 
From Heaven gate not far, foUnded in view 
On the clear hyaline, the glafly fca ; 

Of amplitude almoft itnmcnfc, with ftars 
Numerous, and every ftar perhaps a world 
Of defin’d habitation ; but thou know ‘ft 
Their fcafons : among thefe the feat of Men, 
Earth, with her nether ocean circumfus’d, 
Theirpleafantdw'elling-place. Thrice happvMcii; 
And fons of Men whom God hath thus advanc'd; 
Crfeaied in his image, there to dwell. 

And vvorfliip him ; and in reward to rule 
Over his works, on earth, in fea, or air, 

And multiply a race of worlhippcrs 
Holy and juft : thrice happy, if they know 
Their happinefs, and pcrlt\eic upright. 

So fung they, and the empyrean i-ung 
With Hallelurahs. I'hus was Sabbath kept. 

§ 66. Adam's Account of bimfelf to Rapbaot 

A S new wiik’d from founded fleep, 

Soft on the flow’ry herb 1 found roe laid 
Tn balmy fwear, which with his beams the fuii 
Soon dried, and on the recking moJfttirc fed. 
Straight toward heaven my w bnd’ring eyes J turn’d^ 
And "gaz’d awhile the atnple Iky, till rais'd 
By quick inftin6\ive motion, up I iprung. 

As thitherward endeavouring, and upright 
Stood on my feet : about me round 1 favv 
Hill, dale, and (liady wood^j, and funny plains, 
And liquid lapfe of murm’rmg flreams; by thefe* 
Creatures that liv’d and mov’d, and vvalk’d, or 
flew. 

Birds on the branches warbling, allthinp fmil’d, 
With fragrance and with joy my heart O'crflow*d. 
Myfclf 1 then peius’d, and linro by limb 
Survey’d, and foractimes went, and fometitacs ran 
With fuppic joints, as lively vigour led : 

But who I was, or where, or from what caufe. 
Knew not; to fpcak 1 tried, and' forthwith fpakc^ 
My tongue obey’d, and readily could name 
Vv hate’er I favf. Thou Sun, faid I, fair light, 
And thou enlightened Earth, fo frefli and gay, 
YeHilU and Dales, ye Rivera, Woods, and Plains, 
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And.yc that live and move, fair creatures, tell, 
Tfllj *f ye law, how came I thus, liow here ? 

JNot of myfclfi by fomc great Maker tiicn, 

In goodiicfs and in pow'r pre-eminent ; 

Tell me, how may I know him, how adore. 
From whom I have that thus I move and live, 
And feel chat £ am hap^ncr than I know. 

While thus I call’d, and ftray'd 1 knew not 
whither, 

From whtTc I firft drew air, and firft beheld 
This hdppy light, when anfwer none returu J, 
On a green fliady hank, profufe of tlo\vtis», 
Pcniive 1 fat me down : there gentle lleep 
Firll found me, and with foft oppreifion feiz’d 
Mydrowfed fenfe, untroubled, though I thought 
I then was palling to my lormer date 
Infenfiblc, and forthwith to dillblxc: 

When luddcnly llood at my head a dream, 
Whofc inward apparition gently mov’d 
My fancy to bclitve 1 yet had being, [vine. 
And liv’d. One came, methought, of fliape di- 
. And faid, Thy nianfion wants thee, Adam ; rile. 
•Firft Man, of men innumerable ordain’d 
Firft Father; call’d by tbcc, I come thy guide 
To the garden of bills, thy feat prejvir’d. 

So faying, by the hand he took me rais'd, 

And over fields and waters, as in air 
Smooth Aiding without ftep, laft led me up 
A woody mountain ; whofc high top was plain, 
A circuit wide, inclos'd, with gcxidlieft rices 
Planted, with walks, and bow’rs, that what 1 faw 
Of earth l>cforc fcarce plcafant feem’d. Each tree 
Loaden with faireft fruit that bung to th’ eye 
Templing, ftirr’d in me fudden appetite 
To pluck and eat, whereat I wak'd, and found 
Bcfuie mine eyes all real, as tlie dream 
Had lively Ihadow’d. Here had new begun 
>.Iv wand’ring, had not he wiio was my guide 
Up hiihei, from among tlic trees appear’d, 
Prcfcncc di\ine. Rcfoici ng, but witli awe, 

Xu adoration at his feet 1 fell [I am, 

S'lbmiK; he rear’d me, and Whom rlvm Ibught’ft 
;iaiJ mildly, Author of nil this thou fecit 
Ah«r»c, or round about tliee, or bcn«-aih. 

This Paradife I give thee, count it thine 
To till diul keep, and t.f the fruit to eat: 

Of evei y tree that in the garden grows 
Fat ficely with glad heart; fear here no dearth; 
But of^he tree whole operation brings 
Knowledge of good and ill, which 1 have iL-c 
.The pledge of thy obedience and thy faith, 

Amid the garden by tiie tree of life, 

Rwincmber what I warn thee, Ihun to tafte, 

And 'iKun the bitter confequeiice ; for know, 

'I'he day thou eat’ft thereof, my I’olc command 
Tranlbrefs'd, inevitably thou ihalc die, 

From til it day moual, and this happy ftatc 
&ualt lofc, exjsell’d fioin hence into a world 
Of woe and lorrow. Sternly he pronounc'd 
The rigid interdiflion, which refouuds 
Yet dreadful in mine car, though in ray choice 
to incur; but foon his clear afpe^t I 

Kciurn’d, and gracious purpofv thus renew'd ; 
]^ot only thefe fair bounds, but all the earth 
i«J to thy rac,; I give; as lords 
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PolFefs it, and all things that thcrcin live, 

Or live in fea, or air, bcaft, filh, and fowl. 

J n fign whereof eich bird and beaft beholdj 
After their kinds; I bring them to receive 
From ihce their names, and pay thee fealty 
With low fubjc(‘tion ; underftaiid the fame 
Of lifli witlmi their watry refidcnce, 

Not hither lummon'd, fiuca they cannot change 
Their element, to draw the thinner air. 

As thus he fpake, each bird and bcaft behold 
Approaching two and two, theft cow’ring low 
With blamiirtuncnt, each birdftoop’d on his w'ing, 
J nam’d them, as they pal's’d, and iindei'Sood 
Their niture, with fuch knowledge God endued 
Mv fudden apprehenfion. But in thefe 
J found not what methought 1 wanted ftill; 

And to the heavenly vifion thus prci'um’d: 

Oh by what name, for thou above all thefe. 
Alcove mankind, or aught than mankind higher, 
Surpaftetl far my naming, how may £ ^ 

Adore thee. Author of this univerfc, 

And all this good to 91an } for whofc well-being 
So amply, and with hands fo liberal. 

Thou haft provided ail things: but with me 
J fee not who partakes, £n foliiude 
What haj^pincl’s, w ho can enjoy alone, 

Or all enjoying, what contentment find ? 

Thus 1 prefumptuous ; and the vifion bright. 

As wdth a fmile more brighten’d, thus replied; 

What call’lt thou folhiide ? Js not the earth 
With \arioijs living creatures, and the air 
£<cplcuilh’d, and all thefe at thy command 
To come and play lx:fore thee r Know’ll thou not 
Their language and their ways : they allb know. 
And rcai’on not contemptibly; with thefe 
Find pallime, and bear rule ; thy realm is large. 
So fpake the univerfal Lord, and feem’d 
So ord’ring. 1, with leave of I’pcech implor’d, 
And humble ilcpiccaiion, rlius replied : 

£.ct not my w'oids offend thee, heavenly Pow’r, 
My Maker, be propitious while £ fpeak. 

Haft thou not made me here thy fubrtirute, 

And thefe inferior far beneath me fet ? 

.\mong unequals what focicty 

L’.*a fort, wdidt harmony or true delight? 

\^'’iiich mull be mutual, in proportion due 
Given and receiv'd; but in dilparity 
The one intenfe, the other ftill remifs, 

Cannot well fuit with either, but foon prove 
Tedious alike. Of feilowlhip £ fpcak 
Such as I fcck, fit to participate 
All rational delight, wherein the brute 
Cannot be human conlbrt : they rejoice 
Each w'ith their kind, lion with lioiiefs; 

So fitly them in pairs thou haft combin'd ; 

Much Icfs can bird with beaft, or fiih with fowl. 
So well converfe, nor with the ox the ape ; 

Worl’e then can man with bcaft, and Icaft of all. 

Whereto th' Almighty an fwer'd not <}tfplcas’d: 
A nice and fubtle happinefs £ fee 
Thou to thyfelf propofeft, in the choice 
Of thv alTociatcs, Adam, and wilt tafte 
No pfealurc, though in pleafurc, folitary. 

What think’ll thou then of me, and this my (late? 
S^cm I to thee fui&ciencly pol&ls’d 
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''^^happinelsy or not? who am alone 
all eternity ; for none I know 
Sccoim to me, or like ; equal much left. 

S low have I then with them to hold converfe, 
kve with the creatures which I made, and thofe 
To me inferior, iniinite dcl'cents 
Beneath what other creatures are ro^hce ? 

He ceas'd; I lowly anfvvcr’d : To attain 
The height and depth of thy eternal ways. 

All human thoughts come ihort. Supreme of 
things, . 

Thp0'i7. thyfelf art perfc6l, and in thee 
no deficicnce found : not fu is Man, 

B ’t in degree, the canfe of his defire 
By converfation, w'ith his like to help 
Or folacc his defeats. No need that tfiou 
Sliouldfi propagate, already iniinite. 

And through all numbers ablolute, though one; 
But Man by number is to nianiftll 
His fiiigle imperfection, and beget 
Like of his like, his image multiplied, 

In unity defeftive, which requires 
Collateral love, and deareft amity. 

Thou in thy fecrecy 'although alone, 

Belt with thyfelf accompanied, leek’ft not 
Social communication, yet fo pleas’d, 

Canlt railc thy creature to what height thou wilt 
Of union or communion, deitied : 

I by converling cannot tliclc ereCt 

From prone, nor in their ways eomplarcncc find. 

Thus I embolden'd I'pake, and freedom us’d 
PermiHivc, and acceptance found, which gain’d 
This ani'wer from tlie gracious voice divine : 

Thus far to try thee, Adam, 1 was pleas’d, 
And find thee knowing, not of beafts alone. 
Which thou haft rightly nam’d, but of thylcif, 
F-xprelfing well the fpirit within thee free, 

My image, not imparted to the brute, 

Whole fellow'lhip therefore unmeet for thee 
Good reafon was thou freely Ihouldft dillike. 

And be. fo minded ftill: I, ere thou fpak'ft, 

Knew it not good for man to be alone ; 

And no fuch company as thcathou faw'ft 
Intended thee, for trial only brought, 

To fee hov/thou couldft judge of fit and meet: 
What next I bring lhall pleal'e thee, be affur’d; 
Thy likenefs, thy fit help, thy other I'clf, 

Thy wifli exactly to thy heart’s defire. 

He ended, or 1 heard no more ; for now 
My earthly by his heavenly overpower’d. 

Which it had long; ftood under, llrain'd to the 
height ^ 

In that celcftial colloquy fublimc, 

As with an object that excels the fenfe 
Dazilcd and fpent, funk down, and fought 
repair 

Of fleep, which' inftantly fell on me, call’d 
By nature as in aid, and clos’d mine eyes. 

Mfne eyes^e clos'd, but open left the cell 
Of fancy, in^ internal fight, by which 
Abftradl as in a trance methought I faw, 

Tho* llceping, where I lay, and faw the fliapc 
Still gloridus before whom awake 1 Hood ; 

Who Hooping open’d my left fide, and took 

Prom thence a nb, with cordial fpiriss warip^ 


an 

And life-blood ftreaming frelh; wide was the 
wound, 

But fuddenly with flelh fill’d up, and heal’d : 
Thcnb he form'd and falhion’d with his hands; 
Under his iorming liands a creature grew, 
Manlike, but different lex, fo lovely fai*, 

That what feein’d fair in all the world, feem’d 
now 

Mean, or in her fumm’d up, in her contain’d, 
And ill her looks, which from that time infus'd 
Sweetuefs into my heart, unfelt before, 

And into all things from her air inl'pir’d 
The fpirit of love, and amorous delight. 

She dilappcar’d, and left me dark ; 1 wak'd 
To lind he I, or for e\er to deplore 
Her lols, and otlicr pleal'urts all abjure: 

W'iicii out of hope, bel lold her, not far off, 

Such as 1 law her in my dream, adorn’d 
W^ith wliHt all Earth or Heaven could bcHow 
To make her amiable : on file came, 

Ecd by her heavenly Maker, though unfeen. 

And guided by his voice; nor uninform’d 
Of nuptial fandlity and marriage rites : 

Grace was in all her fteps, Heaven in her eyes, 

In ev’ry gefture digniiv and love. 

1 overjoy’d could not forbear aloud: 

This turnhath made amends; thou haft fulfill’d 
Thy words, Creator, bounteous and benign, 
Giver of all things fair, but faireft this 
Of ail thy gifts, nor envieft. I now Ice 
Bone of ni) Unie, fitlh of mv flelh, my ft If 
Before me : W oman is her name, of Man 
Kxtracled; for this cauft* lie lhall forego 
Father and inotlkT, and to his wife adhere; 

And they fiiall be one flelh, one lienrt. one foul. 

She heal'd me thus; find tho' di\incly brought. 
Yet innocence, and virgin modefty, ^ 

Her virtue and the coiil'cicnce of her worth, 

That w'uuld be vioo’d, and ngt uiiloughcbe won, 
Not obs ious, not obtrufivc, but retir’d, 

The more delirablc ; or, to fay all, 

Nature hcrfelf, though pure of finful thought, 
Wrouglit in her lo, that feeing me, file turn'd : 

I follow^’d her ; file \v hat was honour knew. 

And with obfequious niajetty approv’d 
My pleaded reafon. To the nuptial bow’r 
I led her blufiiing like the mom; all heavcu 
And happy conftcllations on that hour 
Shed their feledteft influence ; the earth 
Gave fign of gratulation, and each hill ; 

Joyous the birds ; frtlh gales and gentle airs 
Whifper’d it to the woods, and fiom their wing 
Flung rui'e, flung odours from the fpicy fiirub, 
Difportiiig, till the amorous bird of night 
Sung fpoufal, and bid halfu the evening Har 
On this hill-top to light the bridal lamp. 


§ 67. Enje' s AJeendancy ovaT Adam\ Kaphai]^4 
Advice to tpim^ relative to hU LtniUu£i towards 
ker ; and Adam's Reply. 

WHEN I approach 

Her lovelincfs, fo abfolute fiic feems. 

And in herlelf complete, fo well to know 
Her own, that ^'hai Ihc >vilU tu do or fay, 
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Seems wifeft, virtuoufeft, diftrcctcft, beft : 

All higher knowledge in her prcl'cncc fulls 
Degraded, wifdom in dilcourfe wirh her 
JLoles dilcount’nanc’d, and like folly Ihcws ; 
Authority and reafon on her wait, 

As one intended Hrit, nc.t after made 
Occafionally, and, to conlummatc all, 

Greatnefs of mind, and nohienefs., their feat, 
Build in her bvelieft, and create an awe 
About her, as a gu ird angelic pl.icM* 

To whom the angtl with contra^lcd brow 
Accufc not niftnre, ilic hath d<»ne her paitj 
Do thou but thine ; and, be not difhdent 
Cf wifdom, (he defefts thee not, if thou 
Difmifs not her, when moft thou nccdTc her nigh, 
By attributing overmuch to things 
Lefs excellent, as thou thyleff perceiv'd, 
ior wh.it admir’d thou, wh it tranlports thee fo, 
An outlidc ? fair no doubt, and worthy well 
Thy chcjilhing, thy honouring, and ihy love, 
Not thy fubje6\ion. Weigh with her thyfclf, 
Then Vviluc ; oft-times nothing protits more 
Than felf-efteem, grounded on juft and right 
\VcU-manag*d ; of that (kill the more thou 
know’ft, 

The itiorc (he will acknowledge thee her head. 
And to realities yield all her Ihows : 

Made fo adorn for thy delight the more, 

So awful, that vvith honour thou mnyft love 
Thy mate, who fees wlien thou artl'een Icallwifc. 
But if the fenfc of touch, whereby mankind 
Is propagated, feem fuch dear delight 
Beyond ail other, think the fame vouchlaf d 
To cattle and each boaft ! which wouUl not be 
o them made common and divulg’d, if aught 
heiein enjoy'd were worthy to fuliduc 
The foul of man, or pallion in him move. 

What higher in hcrfocicty thou hiid’ft 
Attraftive, human, rational, love ft ill ; 

In loving thim dull well, in pa(iion nor. 

Wherein true love confifts not : lo\c reftnes 
The thoughts, and heart enlarges, hath his feat 
In reafon, and is judicious ; is the (calc 
By which td heavenly love ihou may’ft afeend, 
Xot funk in carnal pleafure ; for which caufe 
Among the beafts no mate for thee was found. 
To wh6m thus half aba(h*d Adam replied : 
l^either her outftde form’d lb fair, iitr aught 
In procreation common to all kinds 
(Though higher of the genial bed by far. 

And wjth myftcrious reverence I deem), 

So much delights me, at thofe graceful 
Thofe thoufand decencies that daily flow 
From all her words and actions, mix’d with love 
And fweet compliance, which declare unfeign'd 
Union of mind, or in us both one foul ; 

Harmony Cu behold in wedded pair ' 

Siflore grateful than harmonious found to th’ car } 
TeC fhefe fubje£f not : I to thee difclofe 
wliat Inward thence I feel, not therefore foilM, 
Who meet tvith various objcfls, from the fenlb 
Varloufly repreleiitiDg yet (fill free 
Approve the beft, and follow what t approve* 
To love thou blam’ft me not, fof lore thou fay’ft 
tifttflt iip to kcatcni is both the way and guida: 


Bear with me then, if lawful what 1 a(k. 

Love not the Uca\ealy Ipiritt, and how thcii^/e 
Rxp.cfs they— by look;> only, or do they njw 
Irradiatice, viitual cir imm'-di:Uc touch r 

'fn whom the angel, wicli a fmilc that glow’d'' 
CeJillial Ttofy r;,d, love’s proper hue, 

AnrHcr'd : Iciet ii iuifice thee that thou know'ft 
Us 'ntppv, ami w ithout love no happinefs. 

W Intjver pure thou in the body enjoy ’ft, 

(And pure thou wcrl created) we enjoy 
In eminence, ami obftaele find none 
Of luemhicinc, joint, or limb, cxclufive ha^s/ * 
F.aficr than air with air, if fpirits embrace, * , 

Tot.il they mix, union of pure Avitli puie j 
Defiring ; nor refirainM conveyance need, 

As tlelli to mix with flelli, or foul with foul. 

But 1 can now no more ; the parting iun 
fJewHid the eai til’s green cape and verdant iflesr 
fkfjKriaii fets, my lignai to depart. 

; Be ftiong, hvc hapjw, and love, but firftof all 
Him wliom to hne is to obey, and keep 
I Ills great command i take heed left pairuni fway 
I Tliv iiidgmeni to do aught w'hich elle fret wiU 
Would not admir ; thine and «)f ail thy Tons 
The wtal or woo m thee is jdac'd j beware. 

I m iliy |)< rfe\ Cling (hall rejoice, 

Ai‘d all tlie blefi : ftjnd faft; l«> ftand or fall 
Kilo in thim own arhitiement it lies. 

Bcrf fV within, no outward aid ivi.|uire : 

And all tempiation to tranfgrcfs repel. 


§ 68. Adatn*s Advice to Eve, ta avoid Tcmg^ 
tation, 

Q WOMAN, l>tft arc all things as the will 
M Of God ordain’d them ; his cicatlng hand 
Nothing imperfect or deficient left 
Of all that he crcatctl, much Icfs man. 

Or aught that might Ids happy ftate fecure. 
Secure from outward force ; within himfelf 
The danger lies, yet lies within his pow’r ; 
Againft his will he can receive no harm. 

But God left free tlic will, for what obeys 
Reafon is free, and rual'oii he made right j 
But bid her well beware, and (till crodt, 

Left by fome fair appearing good furpris’d 
She difbate falfe, and mifinform the will 
To do what God cxprcfsly hath forbid. 

Not then miftrull, but tender love enjoins, 

That X (hould mind thee oft, and mind tlwu meu 
Firm we fubiift, yet poifiblc to (werve, 

Since reafon not iinpoifibly nuiy meet 
Some fpecious obje6b by the foe fubom'd. 

And fall into deception unaware, 

Not keeping ftri6teft watch, as (he was vvam'dt 
Seek not temptation then, winch to avoid 
Were better, and moft likely if from me 
Thou fever not j trial will come unfought. 
Wouldft thou approve thy conftancy ?*approv<t 
Fil'd thjr obedience j th’ other, who can know# 
Not feeing thee attempted., who atteft ? 

But if jrou think trial unlbught may find 
Us both feegrer than thus warn’d thou feem’ft# 
Go 5 for thy (lay, not free, abfents tfieo more.; 
‘Go in thy fiative ianocoocfi rely 
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On what thou haft of virtue, fummon aJI, 

God towr’ds thee hath done lii& pavt| do thine. 

\ 

§ 69. God's Sentence in Faradifi, 

— — FROM Ills radiant feat he rofe 
Of higl\a)Jlatcral ^lory : him thrf)nc^andp(>\v*j.s, 
Princedoms, and dominations miniftrant 
Accompanied to heaven fiom wlicnce 
Eden and all the coall in profpt^l lay. 

Do^yn he defeendtd llrai^ht : tlie fpced of Gods 
^^ime counts not, though with fwifteft minutes 
^ wing’d. 

Tow was the fim in weftern cadence low 
From noon, and gentle aiis due at their hour 
To fan the earth now wak’d, and ulher in 
The e\ cning C(K)1 ; when he, frorii w rath more cool, 
Came, the mild jutige and intercelTor both, 

To fciitcncc man. The voice of Cu)d they heard, 
Jsow walking in the garden, l^y fofr winds 
Bionght to tlieir curs, while day declin’d; the) 
heard, 

And from liis prefence hid thcmfclvcs among 
The thickeft trees, both man and wife, till God 
Ap|)roacliing, thus to Adam call’d aloud : 

Where art thou, Adam, wont witli joy to meet 
Aly coming fecn far off? I mifs thee here, 

I^'ot pleas’d, thus entertain'd with Iblitudc, 
Where obvious duty crewhilt appear’d unfought : 
Or come 1 lefs conlpicuous, or what change 
Abfents thee, or what chance detains ? Comefoith. 
He came, and with him Eve, more loath, though 
firft 

iT’offeiid; difcount'nanc’d br>th, and discompos’d; 
Eove was not in their looks, either to God 
Or to each either ; hut apparent guilt, 

And ftiame, and perturbation, an<l dcfpair, 
Anger, and ohitinacy, and hate, and guile. 
"W'hence Adam fult’ring long, thus anfwcr'd brief: 
1 heard thee in the garden, and of thy voice 
Afraid, ’oeing naked, hid iiiyfclf. To whom 
The gracious Judge without levilc replied ; 

Aly voice thou oft haft heard, and haft not fear’d, 
Rue ftill rejoic'd ; hovv is it now become 
So dreadful to thee ^ that thou art inked who 
Hath told thee ’ haft tiiou eaten of the tree 
\\ ’’hereof 1 gave thee charge thou fhouldft not cat? 
To whom thus Adam fore befet replied ; 

0 Heaven ! in evil ttrait this day 1 ttand 
Before my Judge, eitlijj^r to'undergo 

JVlyfelf the total crime, or to acculc 
My other fclf, the partner of my life ; 

Whofc failing, while her faith to me remains, 

1 ftiould conceal, and not expofe to blame 
By my complaint : but ftridt neceffity 
Subdues me, and calamitous conftraint> 

T^-ft on my head both fin and puniftimcnt, 
However jnfupportable, be all 

Devolv’d; though (hould 1 hold my peace, yet thou 
Wouldft eafily deteft what 1 conceal. 

This woman, whom thou mad’ft to be my help, 
And gav’ft me as thy pci fcA gift, fo gpod, 

So gt; fo acceptable, fo divine. 


That from her hand I could fufpe\ 5 i no ill ; 

And what flie did, whatever in iticlf, 

Her doing fecin’d to juftify the deed ; 

She gave me of thcticc, and I did -at. 

I'o whom the Sov’ran Prcfcncc thus replied ; 
Was llic thy God, that her thou didft olwy 
Bifirc his voice ? or vv as ihc made thy guide, 
Superior,, or bur equal, that to her 
Thou didft refign thy manhood, and the place 
Wherein God let llicc alKW'e her, made of thee 
And for thee, whole perfeftion far excell’d 
Ilcrs in all leal dignity r Adorn’d 
She was indeed, and lovely to attrafb 
TJiy love, not thy fubjedtion; and her gifts 
YV'ere fucli as under govemment well leem’d, 
Unfeemly to bear rule : which was thy part 
And perfon, liadft thou known thy fclf aright. 

So having faid, he thus to Eve in few : 

Say, woman, what is this vvliich thou haft done > 
T o vv horn I'adEvc with lhamc nigh overwhelm’d^ 
Confeliing foon, vet not hefoie her Judge 
Bold or luquaciou'i, thus ahafh’d replied : 

'rhe ferpent me hegiiii’d, Mid I did cat. 

Which vv hen the L(A*d God heard, without delaj^ 
To judgment he proceeded on th’ accus’d 
Serpent, though brute, unable to transfer 
The guilt on him who made him inftrumept 
Of mifehief, and polluted fiom the end 
Of his creation ; juftly then accurs’d, 

As vitiated in nature : more to know 
Concern’d not man (fince he no further kiicw}.| 
Nor altcn'd his offence ; yet God at laft 
To Satan fiilt in lin his doom applied, 

Though in myftcrious terms, judg’d as then b^, 
And on the ferpent thus his curie let fall : 
Becanfe thou haft done this, thou art accur&V 
Above all cattle, each beaft of the field ; 

Upon thy ht'liy grovelling thou flialt go, 

And duft flialt cat all the days of thy life. 
Between thee and the woman I will put 
Enmity, and between thine and her leed ; 
Herfeed fliall bruife thy head, thou bcuife his heel* 
So fpake this oracle, then verified 
When Jefus fon of Mary, fecond Eve, 

Saw Satan fall like lightning down from heaven^ 
Prince of the air ; then rifmg from his grave 
Spoil'd principalities and pow’rs, triumph’d 
In oi^en fliovv, and with alcenfion bright 
Captivity led captive through the air, 

The realm itfelf of Satan long ufurp’d x 
Whom he lhail tread at laft under our feet ; 

Even he who now foretold his fatal bruife, • 
And to the woman thus his fcntpncc turn’d. 

Thy forrow I will greatly multiply 

By thy conception ; children thou flialt bring. 

In forrow forth; and tq thy hulband’s will 
Thine ftiall fubmii ; he over thee ftiall rule. 

On Adam laft thus judgment he pronounc’d ; , 
Bccaufc thou haft hearken’d ip th’voicc of thy 
wife, . 

And eafen of the tree conpeming which 
I charg’d thee, faying, Thou fhalt not eat thereof: 
Curs’d is the ground for thy fake : thou in forrow 
Shalt eat thereof all the days of thy life ; 

p 5 Thorny 
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Thorns alio and thiftlcs it Avail bring thcc forth 
Unbid ; and thou lhalt cat th’ herb of tlic field. 
In the iwcat of thy face lH..lt rhoii e:it bread. 
Till thou return unto the ground ; for thou 
Out of the ground waft taten, know thy birth, 
For duft thou art, and {halt to duft retain. 


§ 70. Adam's Soliloquy after his Fall. 

^ MISER ATiLE*of hapny ! is this rlic end 
^ Of this new glorious world, and me folate 
The glory of thit glory, who nenv bcconie 
Accurs'd of hhlfcd - hide me fioin the tacc 
Of God, wIkmu to btlndd w'ms tlicn iny height 
Of happirefs ' yet wi ll, if here w ould t nd 
The mifery ; 1 defer \M it, and would Uar 
My own defervings : but tliis v ijl Lot ferve; 

All that 1 ear or drink, or lhall beget, 

Is propagated enrfe. O \o\ci once In ard 
.Ocligi thilly, Jnc!cale ami rnuliiply.’* 

IVnw' death to hear ' for w lut < an I incrcufc 
Or multiply, but cuifes om my head * 

Who of all ages to fuctn d, but feeling 

The c^il on him brought t y me, will cuifc 

My head ? Ill fare our ancefor impure. I 

For this \vc may thank Ad, am , but liia thanks 

Shall be the execration : fo beirks 

"Mine oNvn that bide upon me, all fiom me 

Shall with a fierce reflux on me redound, 

On me as on their nutural centre light 
H'^avy, though in their place. O Peering joys 
Of Paiadife, deaf bought with lafting woes I 
Did I rcque'ft rhec, Maker, from uin clay 
.To mould me man? did I folicit.thce 
From claikncfs to prcim.tc me, or here place 
In this delicious garden ? As my will 
CoKCurr’d not to my being, it were but riglit 
And equal to reduce me to niy duft, 

Defirous to refign and render back 
All I receiv’d, unable to perform 
Thy tehns too hard, by which I was to hold 
The good 1 fought not. To the lofs of that, 
Sufficient penalty, why haft thou added 
The fenfe of cndlefs woes ? inexplicable 
JXhy jufticc feems ; yet, to fay truth, too late 

I thus conteft ; then fhould have been refus’d 
Thofe terms, w hatever, when they were propos’d : 
Thou didft accept them ; wilt thou enjoy the good, 
Then cavil the conditions ? And though <3od 
Made thcc without thy leave, what if my fon 
prove difobedient, and reprov’d retort, 

Wherefore didft thou beget me ? I fought it not : 
Wouldft thovi admit for his contempt of thee 
TThat proud excufe ? yet hiih not thy eltdrion, 

B ut natu ral necclfity , begot . 

God made thee of choice his own, and of his own 
To ferve him ; thy reward was of his grace 5 
"1 hy punilhment then juftly is at his will. 

Be it fo, for 1 fubmit ; his doom is fair, ’ 

That duft I am, and ihall to duft return. 

O welcome hour whenever I >Yhy dclaytf 

II is hand to cxccut^ whnt his decree 
Fix’d on this d.iy ? why Jo I overlive ? 

^A'liy am I mock’d witli death, and lengthen'd out 


To dcarhlcfs pain > how gladly would I meet 
Mortality mv fentente, and be caith 
Jni'cnfiblc ' tioNv glad would lay me dowiy^ 

As in my mother’s lap ! there J fhould rfll 
And {Icep ftcure ; his dreadful \oice no niorc ^ 
Would thunder in mv cars, no fear of worfc 
To me and to jny ofi^»pring would torment me 
With cruc?^xpc^tation. i^ct one doubt 
Purfiics mc ftillf left all I cannot die ; 

Left tiiat pure breath of life, the fpi’ritof mati 
Which God infpir’d, paniiot together pcriili 
With this corporeal clod ; then in the gJavCj^ - 
Or in feme other difmal place, who knows*^. 

15ut I {hall die a living death ? O thought * 
lloirid, if true ’ yet why ? it was but breath •' 
Of lift: that finn’d ; what dies but what had life 
And lin ' the body properly hath neither. 

All of me then {hill die : let this appeafe 
I'hc doubt, fmee human reach no further knows. 
IAt rlioiigh the Lord of all be infinite, 

L hii wratb .'ill'o ? be it, man is not fo, 
r»ut mortal doom'd. How can be oercife 
Wrath withf>ut end on man whom death muft end > 
Can he make dcathlefs dcatiP that were to make 
Strange roiitradi<!-tion, which to God himfelf 
Impoliiblc is held, as argument 
Ot wc.'knef... not of pow'r. VV’ill he draw out, 
For anger's fake, finite to infinite 
In piinilh’d man, to latisfy hic rigour 
Satisfied never? That were to extend 
His I'cntcnce bey(‘nd duft, and nature’s law, 
r>y which all caufes die according ftill 
7'o the icception of their matter acl, 

Nor to th’ extent of their ow n 1 phcrc. But fay 
That death he not one ftrokc, as I l'iippos’4. 
Bereaving {'enfe, but end lei's mifery 
From this day onward, which I feel begun 
Both in me, and without me, and lb lall 
To perpetuity. Ah me ! tliat fear 
Comes ihund'ring back with dreadful revolution 
On my defencelefs bead ; both Death and 1 
Arc found eternal, and incorporate both j 
Nor I on my part Angle, in me all 
Poftcrity ftand* curs’d : fair p 3 trimony 
That 1 muft leave yc, fons | Oh were I able 
To wafte it all myielf, and lea\’'c yc none ! 

So dilinherited, how would you blefs 

Me, now yourcurfc » Ah, why {hould all manktn4 

For one man’s fault tlms guiltJefs be condemn'd, 

If guiltlcfs ? But from me what can proceed, ’ 
But all coriupr, both mind am} \yill deprav’d. 
Not to do only, but u> will the fame ‘ 

With me ? how can they then acquitted ftand 
In fight of God ? Miin after all difputcs 
Forc’d J abfolve : all my evafiops vain. 

And leafonings, though thro’ mazes, Icadmcftil} 
But to my own convidtion ; firft and laft " 

On roe, me only, lu. the fource and fpiing 
Of all corruption, all the blame lights due ; 

So might the wrath. ' Fond wilt ! couldft thou 
fupport ' 

That burden heavier than the earth to hear, ' 
Than aft ihc world muchhcavicr,t’nough divided 
With thaf’had vvoman ? Thus whu lUuu d;fir'lu 
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And what thou fcar’ft, alike deftroys all hope ‘ 
Of refuge, and concludes thee milcrable 
Beyond all palt example and future, 

To Sat^n only like both crime and doom, 
confcience, into wliat abyfs of fears 
And horrors haft thou driven me, out of which 
I liiid no way, from deep to deeper plung’d ! 


J 71. Chrift inter ceding <ivtth his Feather for 
jtdaf/ii and the Almighiy*s> Reply, 

‘ CK1% Father, wli^t firft fruits on earth are fprung 
^.From thy implanted grace in man, thcic ftghs 
And pray’rs, which in this golden renfer mix'd 
' Wi^T incenfc, I thy prieft before thee bring; 

Fit its of more pleafing favour, from tliv ieed 
Sown with contrition in hisfreart, than thofe 
Which his own hand Muinuring all the trees 
Of Paradile could haxc produc’d, ere fall’n 
From innoctnee. Now' therefore bend thine car 
To fiipplicatiiMi ; hear his lighs tlnmgh mute; 
Dnlkilhil with wliat w«rd.> to pray, let me 
Inierjiret for him, me bi-^ advocate 
And propitiation; all i»i.i w‘o*ks on me. 

Good oi not good, ingraft; my merit thofe 
Shall perfeft ; and fci* tlieie iny dcatV lhall pay. 
Ac^,c]■)t me, and in me from thcfc receive 
Ti'i ina 11 of peace tinv’rd man!/m(\.; let him live 
Before thee reconeir<!, at le.ili lif' day^ 
Number'd, rho' fad, nil death, his doom (which T 
'1 o mitigate thus phad, not to rtverfe), 

'I'o bctrtr life llull yield him, where with me 
All my ledLcm d may dwell in joy and 1 Ills, 
'M«ulc one with me, as 1 wdth ttiee am one. 

To wl'.om the Kathcr, wldn ut cloud, Icrenc ; 
All thy rctiiieft for man, accepted Sou, 

Obtain ; all tliy requeit v'as niy dcciec. 

Bur lom^cr in that j^iradife to dwell, 

"i'hc law 1 gave to natuie him forbidf ; 

Thofe pure immortal eiements, that know 
N(j grofs, no unharnionious niixiuie foul, 

Kjcei iiim Tainted now, and purge him off 
As a dilifitipcr, grol's ro air as grol’s, 

And nn>rr:.l ruHl, ar mev dilpoie him beft 
Foi* dili’olutio.n wTought by lin, that firft 
Difttnipcr’d all thi^g^, and of incorrupt 
Corrupted, f at firft, witji two fair gifts 
Created him endow'd, with happinefs 
And immortalitv : that fondly ioft, 

This other ferv’d but to eternize v/oe, 

'i'ill I provided death; fo death bcv:omcs 

Jiis liu.il rime(^-. and after life 

Tiled in ihaip tribulation, and refin’d 

By faith and tuirhful w'orks, to fiennd life, 

\\'ak'd in the rcnovarioii of the jufi, 

l^ligns him up with licavcn and earth renew’d. ' 


§ 71. L'AI.LEGRO. Milton. 

H ence, loathed Melancholy, 

Of Cerberus and blackeft Midnight born, 
In Stygian cave forlorn 

'^Mongft horrid lhapes, and fhricks, anji fights 
imboly, 


Find out fomc uncouth ccll„ 

Where brooding darknefs fpreads his Jcaloui 
And the night-raven fings ; [wings. 

There under ebon flr'ides,:ind low-brow'’d rocks. 
As nigged as thy locks, 

In Claris Cimmerian defert ever dwell. 

But come, thou Goddefs fair and free, 

In Heaven ycjep’d Kuphrolync, 

And by men heart-ealing Miitli, 

AV'liom lovely Venus at a birth. 

With two filter Graces more, 

I’o ivy-crownud Bacchus bore ; 

Or whether (as fomc fages fing) 

I'hf? frolic wind th.it breathes tlic fpring, 
Zephyr, with Aurora playing, 

An he met her once i Maying, 

Tbtre on beds of violets blue. 

And frelh-blown rofes walh'd in d,ew', 

Fill’d her w ith thee, a d iughter fair. 

So buxom, blithe, and debonair ; 

Hifte thee, nymph, and bring with thee 
Jeft and youthful jollity, 

Quips and cranks, and wanton wiles, 

Nods and becks, rind w rcathtd fniiLs, 

Such as hang on IlebcN cheek, 

And love to live in dimple lUek ; 

Sport that wrinklul Care derides, 

And Laughter liolding Loth his fidcs : 

Come, anv'i trip it as you go 
On the ligiit fanrafvic toe, 

And m thv right hand U .id with thee, 

The muiiutnin nympli, iweet Eiberry ; 

And if 1 give thee l onour due, 

Mirth, admit mo of thy crew, 
i'o live with htr, and live with thee. 

In uniepuwed jdi-aliuT.s free; 

To hear Jr; lark begin hi.s lli/ht. 

And fiiu^mg frarilo the dull uiplit, 

From his Vvatch-’MW 'r in the (kies, 

'Fill ilie da'npit'd ('awn doth rile; 

'rhe-n to come ip ipue of forrow. 

And at my window bid good -morrovV, 

'j hrough the ivcei-bri.if, or the vine. 

Or the twiftcil tghninic: 

While* the cock witix lively din 
Scatters the roar of darknefs tliin, 
xAod to the ftatk, or tl.c b.arn-door, 

St».utly frrpi'j Ids danus before : 

Oft lilt’uing liov.' iltc lioimds and horn 
Che.irly ronto Jie lbunb‘ri;.g morn, 

I’roMi ilic fide of foire hoar hill, 
rhrough tho high wood echoing Ihrill : 

Some time w'alkmg not uiirocn, 

B\ hflgo-vow elms, on hillocks green, 

Bight ag.iir.ft the caftein g'lro, 

Wlicre the great fun begins hi.s ftatc, 

Ivob’d in fl.imeF, aniL amber light, 

Tile* iloiids in thouTand liveries dight; 

While tlie plonglunan near at hand 
Whiftles o’er tl c furrow’d hj-»d. 

And the iAilk*inud fingoth blithe, 

And the inowtr whets his firbe, 

And ev’ry fhopherd tells his talo 
Uiulcr the haw'thorn m the dale, . 
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Straight mine eye hath caught new pleafures 
W hi lit the landikip round it mcalurcs ; 
HulTet lawns, and fallows grav. 

Where the nibbling flocks do flray, 
Mountains, on vvhofl; barren hreail 
The lab’ring clouds do often vtlt, • 
Mcadovvi trim wiih d liflcs p’cd, 

Shallow bityHs, and rivers wide. 

Tbw’rs and battlci.ients »t fees 
Bofcni'd high in tufted trees, 

W here perheps ll>inc beauty lies, 

' The Cynofurc of neighb'ring eyes, 
flsid by, a cottage chimney Imokci 
Frorri betwixt two aged oaks, 

Wiiere Corydoii and ThyiTib met. 

Arc at their favoury dinner fet 
Of herhs, and other country incflLS, 

Which the neat-handed Phillis dreffes ; 

And then in hafle her bo\v*r Ihc leaves, 
Witli Tl’.cflylis to bind the ihtaves ; 

Or if the eai lier feafon lead 


To tl^e tann’d hay-rock ip tlie mead. 

So ncs lines with kedte delight 
'I hc upland hamlets will invite, 

When the meny bells ting round, 

And the jocund rebecs found 
To many a youth and many a maid, 
Dancing in the chequer’d fliade ; 

And young and old come forth to play 
On a funihine holy-day, 

Till thf .hve-long day - light fail ; 

Then t‘i t'w Ipicy nut-brown ale, 

With told of many a feat, 
llow fairy Mab the junkets e it ; 

She svas pincht and pull’d, flic faid. 

And by the frier's iHurhorn led ; 

Telli how the drudging goblin fwcat. 

To tarn his cream-bewj duly fet, 

When in one night, tre glimpfe of morn, 
Dis fhadowy flail hath threfli'd the corni 
That ten day-lab’rers could not end ; 

Then lies him down clic liibbir fiend, 

And ftrctch'd out all chc chimney's length, 
Balks at ihe lire hi* !i. try ftrcngtli ; 

And crop -full ou> cf doors he flings, 

Ere the lirfl cock his matin rings. 

Thus dome the tales, to bed they creep. 

By whilp'ring v. uids foon lull’d allecp.' 
Tosy’rcd cities pli:i'.c Uj liien. 

And the bufy iium of men, 

Where throngs c: hri:.;hrs and barons bold 
In weeds of peace high triumphs hold, 
With ftorc of ladies, whofe bright eyes 
K:iiri influQiice, and judge the piize 
Of wit, or aims, while l)oth contend 
'I'o win licr grace whom all commend. 
There let Hymen oft appear - 
In f ifFroii robe, with tapa* dear, 

And pomp, and fcaft, and revelry, 

With malk, and antique pagcdiury ; 

Such fights as youthful piets dream 
On fummer eves by haunted flreami 
(JThen to the wcll-trod ftage antm, 

•||f Jonfon’s learned fqck Oii| ' 
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Or fwceteft Shakfpeare, fancy’* clilld, 
Warble his native wood-notes wild. 

And ever agaii It coring cares, 

Lap mo in fob. Lydian airs, 

?vlarricd to imm<*rLal verfe, 

SvK'h as the meeting foul may pierce. 

In novea, with manv a winding tout 
(if linked {y^ctnefs long drawn out. 

W'th wanton heed, and giddy cunning, 
The melting voice through mazes running j 
Untwifling all the chains that tic ’ 

The hidden foul of harmony ; 

I'hiit Orpheus’ felf may heave his hc ^4 
From golde;n (lumber on a bed 
I Of heap’d Elyfian flowVs, aiid hear 
Such flrains as would have won the car 
Of Pluto, to have quite fet free 
His half- regain’d b urydicc. 

Tltefe deligitts if thou eanft give. 

Mirth, with thee I mean to live. 


§ 73. IL PENSEROSO. MaTOtf| 




ENCE, vain deluding joys, 

The brood of folly, withrAit father bred, 
How little you befted. 

Or fill tlje fixed mind with all your toys ! 
Dwell in Ibrtie idle hrapi, 

And fancies fond with gaudy (liapcs poflefs^ 
As 11 lick and numbcrlcfs ‘ 

As the gay motes that people the fun-bcainS| 
Or likefl hovering dreams, 

The flcklc pcnfioncrs of Morpheus’ tiain. 
Hut hail, thou Goddefs fage and holy ! 

1 (ail, divined Melancholy ! 

Whofe lainrly vifage is too bright 
To hit the fenfe of liuman fight; 

And therefore to our weaker view 
Ocrlaid with black* (laid Wifdom’s hilc; 
Black, hiu fuch as in efteem 
PriiHc Memnon's filler might befceni ; 

Or that ftarr’d Ethiop queen that drove 
To fet her beauty’s piaifc above 
The Sea-Nymphs, and their pow’rs offc^^ded^ 
Yet thou art higher far defeended : 

Thee hright-hair’d Veda long of yore 
T o folirary Saturn bore ; 

His daughter flic (in Saturn’s reign, 

Such mi:;turc was not held a dain).- 
Oft in glimmering bow’rs and gladc^ 

He met her, and in lecret (hades 
Of woody Ida’s inmolt grove. 

While yet there was no fear of Jove. 

Come, penlive Nun, devout and purt^ 

Sober, dcadfad, and demure, * 

All in a tc/oe of darked grain, 

Flowing with liajcdic t-r.iiu, 

And (iihlc dole of Cyprus lawn, ^ 

Over thy decent (boulders drawn. * 
Come, but keep thy wonted date, 

With even dtp, and mufpig g.ajt, 

And looks commercing with the (kies. 

Thy rapt foul fitting iu (bine cyy; ; 


Thert 



Pboitiy, EPIC AND MISCELLANEOUS. 


T-herc hcW in holy paffion ftill, 

Forget thylelf to marble^ till 
With a fad leaden downward caft 
Thou fix them on the earth as fall ; 
j^d join with thee calm Peace and Quiet, 
Sparc Fall, that oft with Gods doth diet, 
And hears the Mufes in a ring 
Ay round about Jove’s altar ling : ^ 

And add to thefe retired Leifure, A’ 
That in trim gardens takes his pleafurcv 
But firft and chieftfi with thee bring 
• Him that yon Ibars on golden wing, 
Guuling the fiery-wheeled throne; 

The cherub Contemplation ; 

And the mute Silence hid along, 

’Lefs Philomel will deign a long, 

Jn her fweeteft faddell plight, 

Smooihing the rugged brow of night. 
While Cynthia cheiks licr dragon yoke, 
Gently ocr fh^accultom'd oak; 

Sweet bird, that Ihunn’ll tb.c noife of folly, 
jVloft mufical, moft melancholy ! 

Thee, chauntrei's, oft the woods among 
J woo, to hear thy even-fong ; 

And, milling tlu-c, 1 walk unfeen 
On the dry Inifxith-lhaven green, 

To behold the wand’ring moon. 

Hiding near her highell noon. 

Like one that had been led iillray 
Through the Heaven’s wide pathlcfs way. 
And oft, as if her head Ihc bow'd, 
Stooping through a fleecy cloud. 

Oft, on a plat of rifing ground, 

I hear the far-off curfeu found, 

^ Over fome wi<le-watcr’d fliore. 

Swinging flow with fullen roar; 

Or if the air will not permit. 

Some flill removed place will fit, 

Where glowing embers through the roon| 
Teach light to counterfeit a gloom, 

Far from all re fort of mirth, 

Save the cricket on the hearth, 
pr the bcllinan’s drowfy charm, 

'I'o blefs the doors from nightly harm ; 

Or let my lamp, at midnight hour. 

Be feen in foinc high lonely tow’r. 

Where J may oft out-watch the Bear, 
With thrice great Hermes, or unfphcre 
The fpirit of Plato, to unfold 
What worlds pr what vafl regions hold 
The immortal min’d that hath forfook 
Jlcr manfion in.^4is fleffily nook ; 

And of thoi'e demons that are found 
In fire, air, flood, or under ground, 
Whofc power hath a true confent 
With planet, or with element. 

Sometime let gorgeous tragedy 
In feepter’d pall come fweeping by, 
J'rcfcnting Thebes^ or Pclops* line, 

Dr clfe fhp talc of Troy divine. 

Or what (though rare) of latey age 
Ennobled hath the bulkin’d Hage. 

But, O fad Virgin, that thy pow’r 
Might raife Mufaeus from his bo\y*r. 

Or bid the foul of Orpheus fing 
^uc{i notps as, \yarblc4 to thp 


Drew' iron tears down Pluto's cheek, 

And made Hell grant what love feek* 
pr call up him that left half told 
The ftory of Cambufean bold, 

Of Camball, and of Algarfifc, 

And who had Canacc to wife, 

That own’d the virtuous ring and glafs^ 

And of the wondrous horfe of brafs, 

On which the Tartar king did ride; 

And if aught elfc great bards befide 
In iage and folcmn tunes have fung. 

Of turneys and of trophies hung,. 

Of furefls, and enchantments drear, 

Wlierc inore is meant than meets the ear. 

Thus, night, oft fee me in thy pale carceri 
Till civil-fuited morn appear, 

Not trickt and frounc’d as Ihc >vaswont, 

With the Attic boy to hunt, 

But kcrcheft in a comely cloud, 

While rocking winds are piping loud. 

Or uflier’d with a fliower flill, 

When the guft hath blown his fill. 

Ending on the in filing leaves, 

I With minute drops from off the eaves. 

And when the fun begins to fling 
His flaring beams, me, goddefs, bring 
To arched walks of twilight groves, 

And fliadows biown that Sylvan loves, 

Of pine, or monumental oak, 

Where the rude ax with heaved ftrokc 
Was never lieard the Nymphs to daunt, 

Or fright them from their halIow'’d haunt* 

There in dole covert by Ibmc brook, 

W here no profancr eye may look, 

Hide me from day’s garifli eye, 

W’hilc the bee with lionicd thigh. 

That at her llow’ry work dotli ling, 

And the waters murmuring. 

With fuch concert as they keep. 

Entice the dewy-feather’d ileep ; 

And Jet fome firangc myftcrious dream 
Wave at his wings in airy llream 
Of lively portraiture difplay’d. 

Softly on my eye-lids laid. 

And, as 1 wake, fweet mufic breathe 
Above, about, or underneath, 

Sent by feme Spirit to mortals good. 

Or rh* unfeen Genius of the wood* 

But jet my due feet never fail 
To walk the fludious cloyfters pale, 

And love the high embowed roof. 

With antique pillars malfy proof. 

And ftoried windows richly dight^ 

Calling a dim religious light. 

There let the pealing organ blow. 

To the full-voic’d quire below, 

In fcrvicc high, and anthems clear. 

As may with fweetnefs, through mine car, 
Diflblve me into ecfialics. 

And bring all Heaven before mine eyes. 

And may at laft my weary age 
Find out the peaceful hermitage, 

The hairy gown and mofly cell, 

Where 1 may fit and rightly fpcil . 

Of cv’ry ftar that Heaven doth Ihew, 

And ev’ry herb that fipy the dew]; 

Till 
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Till old experience do attaia 
To fon\€t!l\ing like prophetic ftrain. 

Thcfe pleafureSi Melancholy, give, 

And 1 with thee will choole to live. 


§ 74. LYCIDAS. Milton. 
?l/ET once more, O ye Laurels, ami once more, 
’*• Ye Myrtles brown, with Jvy never Icrc, 

I Qome to pluck, your berries harih and crude, 
^hd witli forc’d fingers rude, 

Shatter your leaves before the wellow ing TOr ; 
Bitter conftraint, and fad occafion dear, 

Compels me to difturb ypur I'calhji due ; 

For Lycidas is dead, dead tic his j>. ime, 

Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer: 

Who would not fing for Lycidiu. ? he knew 
Himfelf to fing, and build the lofty rluiiiC. 

He muft net fic.ai upu" ids watVy hicr 
Unwept, and v cIilt 10 the parching wiml, 
Without the m».cd ' f fnmc mcloflious tear. 

Begin then, lifteis of the facred well. 

That from beneath the feat of Jove doth fpring, 
Begin, and foniewbat loudly fwcep the filing. 
Hence with denial vain, and coy cxculc, 

So may fome g.nilc Mule 

With lucky wonls Lveur my deftin’d urn ; 

And as (lie paffes turn, 

And bid fair peace be to my fiible Ihroud. 

For \vc were nnrft upon the iMf-famc hill, 

Fed the fame flock by fountain, lhadc, and rill. 

Together both, ere the high lav ns appear’d 
Under' the opening cyc-lids of the morn. 

We drove afield, and both toyc'hci \ ‘.nd 
What time the gray-fly wincL ner fultry born, 
Batt’ning our flocks with the tVefli dews of ?'igiit, 
Oft till the ftar that rofe at cveivng bright 
Tow xd Heaven’s dclcent had ilop’d hii. wcftriiu 
wheel. 

Mctinwhilc the rural ditiics were not mute, 
Temper’d to the oaten flute ; 

Rough Satyrs danc’d, and Fauns with cloven heel 
From the glad found would not be abfent long. 
And old Damaetas lov’d to hear our long. 

But, O the heavy change ! now thou art gone, 
Now thou art gone, and iitvcr mufi return » 

Thee, Shepherd, thee the woods, and (kfart caves 
With \\;Jld thyme and the gadding vine o’ergrown, 
And all their »’choes, mourn. 

The willows, and the hazel copfes green, 

Sliall now no more be I'etn, 

Fanning fheir joyous leaves to thy foft lays. 

As killing as the ranker to tlv rofr, 

Or taint-worm to the weaning heids that j^razr; 
Or froft to fiow’rs, that their gay wardrobe wear, 
When firft the white-thom blows j 
Such, I.ycidas, thy lofs to Ihepherds* car. 

Where were ye, Nymphs, when the remorfelefs' 
Clos’d o’er the head of vour lov’d Lycidas ? [deep 
For neither were ye playing on the fteep, 

Where your old Bards, the famous Druids, lie, 
Nor on the Ibaggy top of Mona high, 

Nor yet where Deva fpreads her wifard ftream : 
Ah me, 1 fondly dream \ 

Had ye been there — for what could that have done ? 
What could the Mufe hci fclf tjliat Orpheus bore. 
That Mufc hcrfelf for her onchaming 
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Whom univcrfal nature did lament. 

When by the rout that made the hideous roar. 
His goaiy vifage dowm the fiream was fent, 

Down the fwift Ilebrus to the Lclbian Ihorc ? 

Alas ! what boots it w'ith incclfant care ,r>« 
To tend the homely flighted flicpherd s trade, 
And ftndtiv meditate the thanklefs Mufc 
Were it better done, as others ufe. 

To lportA\Mth Amaryllis in the fhridc. 

Or whVthc tangbs of Neara’s r.-Ir? 

rame is tiie <pui that the clv::r i*pi.*ir doth i*aife 

(1 h.n iaft Infirmity of noble iiiinds) 

1 o fcvT I di lights, and live laboruuis days ; » 

Bur the fiir guerdon when we Imp- to find, 

And tb.ir.k to biirlt out into fudden bla'/c, 

Convs the blind Fury with rh' abhorred Ihenrs, 
And flits the tlun-lpun life. But not tiic pi .ufe, 
Ph ojbus replied, and touch’d my trembling cursj 
Fame is no jfiant tliat gmws on moi tal foil, 

Nor in the glifl’ring fi/il 

bet olt fo th'uorlil, nor in brorid mmour lies. 

But lives and fpreads a!oft by ihofe puic eyes, 
A.nd pcrfe6l witneL ol a'll-^udglpg Jove ; 

As he pronounces lafilv o,-. each efoed, 

Of fo much fanic in ijca'>{-n csjictt thy meed. 

O fountain Arcthufc, and thou honour’d flood, 
Sniooth-lbding Mincius, crown’d with vocal rLcds, 

1 bar 111 am 1 hern cl was of *i higher mood : 

Ihir now my oat proceeds, 

And bfjens to the hciald of the fca 
That came in Neptune's ple.T ; 

He alk’d the u.r. ts, and aik’u tiv; felon winds 
Wliat l.arti iritlhap hciih doom’d i I'l- gentle fw am J 
And c]Uffii(;:i‘d ev’rv goft of rugged winds 
» iiat bIo"’s Kom <'tt each btaked proinontorv j « 
'riu\ knew n* 1 of his fiorv, 

And 1 j;c illppotadcs their anlV'or bring*,, 

1 1 * .1 not a blaii was from his dungeon firay’d| 

1 ht lij- was calm, and on the leve l brine 
fiivcl: P nojic with all her fillers play’d. 

Jr \\3‘; that fnral and perfidious baik 

Bniit in th’ ev lipfe, and ligg’d wirli curfes dark, 

That funk fu !i w that facred head of ihine. 

Ko-t Ctiinus, revtrc.nJ fire, went footing flow^ 
His mautle hairy, and his bonnet fedge, 
Tinvrought with figures dim, and on the edge 
Like to that fanguine flow’r infenb’d with woe. 
Ah ’ w ho hath 1 eft (quoth he) my deareft pledge } 
T.afi came, ancl lafi did go, 

The pilot of the Galilean Jake ; 

1 \yi mafly keys he bore of metah twain, 

( I lie golden opes, the iron Ihuts amain) 

He flexjl. his mitred locks, and flern befpakc, 

IJou well could f have Ipar’d for thee, youngfwaim 
know of fuch as for their bellies' fake 
Creep, and intrude, and climb into the fold ? 

Of other care they little reck’ning make, 

Than how to fcramblc at the fliearers’ feafi. 

And fhovc away the worthy bidden ; 

Blind mouths ! that fcarce thcmfelves know* how 
to hoM 

A fhcep-hook, or have Icarn’d ought clfc tlic Icaft 
That to the faithful herdman’s art belongs ! 

What rccksitthcm : What need they ! Thevare fped ; 
And, when they lift, their lean and flaltiy fongs 
Graic on thflr fcrannel pipes of \vr«<;tchcd fi^aw * 



And now the fvn liad ftrctth’d. out all the Mlh, 
Aiul now was droj^t into tlic weftern hay; 

At laft be role, mid twitch’d bis inantlr'bluc z 
To-morrow to frclh woods, and pafturcs new. 


§ 75. ririue, Wifthmy and Contemplatioit, 

^ILTOJf. 

^IRTUE conld fee to do what Virtue would 
^ By her o\Vn radiant light, though fun and 
moon 

Were in the Hat fea funk. And Wifdom's fclf 
Oft fecks to fweet retired folitude, 

Where with her beft nurfe Contemplation 
She plumes her feathers and lets grow her wings, 
Tliar in the vjirious huftle of refort 
W’ere all too niftlcd, and fometimes impairM- 
He tiint has light within ids own clear breaft 
May fit i' th* centre, and enjoy bright day ; 
but he that hides a dark foul, and foul tliou^^, 
benigjited w alks under the rnid-day fun ; 
Hiiiilelf is his own dungeon. 


$poKlV. EPIC AND MISCELLANEOUS. 

The hungry flicep look up, and are not fed. 

But fwoln with wind, and the rank mift they draw, 

Rot inwaidLy, and foul contagion fpread : 
liefides what the grim wolf with privy paw 
Ijaily devours apace, and nothing faid, 

But that two-h'cindcd engine at tlFic door 
Jiiands ready to finite once, and finites no more. 

Return, Alpheus, the dread voice. Js paft. 

That (hrunk thy ftreams; return, Simian Mufe, 

And call the vaks, and bid them hitl\^!f 
Their bells, and flow rets of a thouiaiid mtfcs. 

Yc valleys low, where the mild whifpers nfe 
0 £lhadcs,and wanton w huls, a.ulguflung brooks, 

On whofe frefli lap the fwart far fparely Ujoks, 

Thrcov hjthcr all your quaint enaintird eyes, 

That on the green tuif fuck the honied fhow’rs. 

And purple all the ground with vernal flow’rs. 

Bring the rathe primrole that foHaken dies. 

The tufted crow -toe, and pale jtfl'ninine, 

The white-pink, and the paniy fieakt with jet, 

The glowing violet. 

The mulk-rofe, and the well-attird woodbine. 

With cowflips w'cin that hang the pLiilive head, 

And every flow’r that fad embroidery wears: 

Bill Amaranthus all his beauty Ihed, 

And datfadillics fill their cups with tears, 

'Fo flrew the laurcat hearfc where l.ycid lies. 

For fo to interpolc a little cafe, 
lict 0111 fiail thoughts dally with falfc furmife. 

Ah me ’ Whilft thee the fhorcs, and founding fcas 
Wafh far away, where’er thy bones arc hurl’d, 

"W^hetlicr beyond the ftormy Hebrides, 

Where thou perhaps under the whelming tide 
Vilit’ft the bottom of the monllrous world ; 

Or whether thou, to our moift vows denied, 
bleep’ll by the fable of Bcllerus old, 

Where the great vifion of the guarded mount 
I.t'oks row'rd Namancos and Bayona’s hold ; 

Took homeward Angel now, iind nitlr with ruth * 

And, O yc Dolphins, waft the haplefs youth. 

Weep jio more, woful Ihtpherds, weep no more, 

For Lycidas your forrow nor dead ; 

Siunk though he be beneath the wat’ry floor; 

So finks the day-ftar in the ocean bed, 

And yet anon repairs his drooping head, 

And tricks his beams, and with new fpanglcd ore 
Flames in the forehead of the morning Iky : 

Jso l.ycidas funk low, but mounted lugh, 

Thro* the dear might of him that w'alkM the waveS; 

W'here other groves and other (Ircams along, 

With ne 6 \ar pure his oozy locks he laves, 

^ Apd hears rhe^nexprcliive nuptial fong, 

In the hJeft king^loms mcck of joy and love. 

There entertain nim all the Saints above, 

In foknjn troops, and fw'ect focieties, 

*l’liat fug, and finging in their glory move, 

And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes. 

]N’o\v, Lycidas, the Ihephcrds weep no more ; 

Henceforth ihou art the genius of the ftorc, 

In thy large rccortipcncc, and flialt be good 
To ail tlvit wander in that perilous flood. 

' Thus iUngtheuncouthfwaintoth’oaksandrills, 
the ilill -morn went out with fandals gray, 
lie touch’d ihe tender flops of various quills, 

A\'ith caj^er thoyglr v.'ai Idling his Doric lay ; 


§ 76. Meditation and Beauty. Milton* 

\4FSIkvG Meditation moft iifFeifs ’ 

" 'fhe pcvifive lecrecy of dt felt cell, 

Far from the cheerful haunt of men and herds^ 
And fits as fafe us in a fenatc-honfc ; 

For who would rob a hermit of his weeds. 

His few hooks, or his beads, or maple dilh, 

Or do his grey liairs any violence ? 

But Beauty, like the fair Ilcfpcrian tree 
Laden with blooming gold, had need the guard 
Of dragon watch, wnh uninch.mrcd eye. 

To lave iier bloHoms, and defend licr fruit 
From the raili hand of bold incontinence. 


§ 77. Chiijlity. Milton. 

CHE that has that, is clad in complete fteci. 

And like a quiver’d nymph with arrows keen 
May trace huge forefls, and unharbour’d hcatl:S, 
Infamous hills, and fandy perilous wilds, 

Where, through the lacred rays of Chaflity, 

No fuvage fierce, band ire, or mountaineer^ 

Will dare to foil her virgin purity : 

Yea there, w'herc vciy defolation dwells 
By grots, and caverns ftidgg‘d with horrid (hades. 
She may pals on with unbknch’d majtfly, 

Be it nor done in pride, or in preiumptjon. 

Some fiy no evil thing that walks by night. 

In frg or fire, by lake, or monriih hn, 

Blue meagre hag, or ftubborn unlaid ghofl. 

That breaks his magic chains at curfeu time, 

No goblin, or fwart fairy of the mine, 

Hath hurtful pow’r o’er true virginity. 

Do ye believe me yet, or lliall I call 
Antiquity from the old fchools of Greece 
To tidlily the arms of Chaftity ? 

Hence had the hontrefs Dian her dread bow, 

Fair filvcr-lhnfted queen, for ever chaftc. 
Wherewith Ihc tam’d the brindvd* lionefs 
And fpoticd mountain Mrd, but fet at nopght 
: ^^Thl^ 
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The. frivolous bolt of Cupi^ ; gotls and men 
* VearM her ftern frown, and Ihe was queen o’ th’ 
woods. , 

What was the fnaky-headed Gorgon fliicld, 
wife Minerva wore, unconquer’d virgin, 
Wherewith (he fi ecz’d i'.erfocs to congeal’d Jtonc, 
Bat rigid- looks of cha{l:e aufteiicy, 

And noble grace that dafh’d brute violence 
With fuddeu adoration, and blank awe ? 

Sj dear to Heaven is lainny Chaftity, 

That when a foul is found fin ce rely fo, 

A thoufand liveried Angels I:icl;ey her, 

Driving far off each thing of lin and guilt. 

And in clear dream, and folcmn vifion, 

Tell her of things that r.>i grofs car ran hear, 
Til! oft converfe Avith heavenly habitants 
Begin to caft a beam on th' outward ih.ipe, 

The unpolluted temple of the mind. 

And turns it by degrees to the fouTs cficncc. 
Till all be made immortal: but A\hen luft, 

By "unchaftc loob.s, loofc geftures, and foul talk. 
But moft by lewd and lavifh a£t of fin, 

X-ets in defilement to the inward parts, 

'The foul grows clotted by contagion, 
i'mbodiei, and imbi^utes, till fhe quite lofc 
The divine property of her full being. 

Such are thofc thick and glof>mv Ihadow's damp 
Oft feen in charnel vaults, and fepulchres, 
LingVing and fitting by a new-made grave, 

As loath to leave the body that it lov’d. 

And linkUl itfcjf by carnal fcnfiialiiy 
TTa a degenerate and degraded ftatc. 


Book 11 ^. 




§ 78. ?hUofophj, Milton'. 

rOW charming is divine Philofnphv ! 

^ Not liarfli, and crtibbcJ, a^ cl ull fools fuppofe, 
But mufical as is A|>ollo\ lure. 

And a perpetual fealt of nectar’d fwceis, 

Where no crude furfeit reigns. 


§ 79. True Liberfj, Milton, 
-TRUE Liberty 


Is loft, which always with right reai’on dwells 
'Twinn’d, and from her hath no dividual being: 
Reafon in man obfeur’d, or not obey'd, 
Inmcdiatcly inordinate defires 
And upftart pailions catch the got'crnment 
From realbn, and to fervitude reduce 
^lan till then free. 


^ Ffowefi of BoJj and Mind, Milton. 
how comely it is, and how reviving 
To the fpirits of juft men long opprefs’d ^ 
When God into the hands of their deliverer 
Puts invincible might 

To quell the ipighty of the earth, th^opprcffiir, 
fThc brute and bwft rous force of violent men, 
'Hardy and induftrious to fupport 
^Tyrannic pow'r, but raging to purfue 
The righteous, and all fuch as honour truth J 
He all their ammunition 
&ats of war defeats 


With plain heroic magnitude of mind 
Anu celcftial vigour arm’d, 

Their armories and magazines contemns^ 

Renders them ufelcfii, while 

\\b*!ii winged expedition 

Swift as the lightning glance he executes 

Ills ciTaud on the wicked, who furpris’d 

Lolc their diltiaftcd and amaz’d. 


heir^‘f( 


•S 01. On Shakefpeare. Milton. 

TI^IIAT needs my Shakefpeate for his honour’d 
bones ^ 

The labour of an age in piled ftoncs, 

Or that his hallow' 'd rcliqnts (hould be hid 
Under a ftarry-pointiug pyramid? 

Dear foil of memory, gicar heir of fame, 

\v'hat necd’ft thou fuel i weak w'itnefs of thy name? 
Thou in our wonder and aftoniftiment 
Hiitt built thylelf a live-long monument. 

Lor w'hilft to th’ lliamc of flow-endeavouring art 
'I'hy ca(y numbers flow', and that each heart 
Hath from the leaves of thy unvalued book 
Thofc Delphic lines with deep impreiiion took. 
Then thou our Fancy of itlelf bereaving, 

Doll make us marble with too much conccivingi 
And lb fepnlchcr’d in fuch pomp doth lie. 

That kings for fuch a tomb would wilh to die. 


§ Sz. I On May Morning, Milton. 
"MOW the bright morning ftar, day’s harbiii- 
gcr, 

Comes dancing from the eaft, nnd leads wdth her 
Tiic flow’ry May, who from her green lap throw* 
The yellow cowflip, and llic pale priiiin/le. 

Hail, liountcous May, that doft infpirc 
Mirth, and youth, and warm defue ; 

Woods and groves art of thy dreliing, 

Hill and dale doth boaft thy bleifing. 

'I hus w'c faliitc thee wilh our early fong. 

And welcome thee, and w'ilh thee long. 


§83. Virtue and E^il, Milton. 

^IRTUE may be alfail’d, but never hurt, 

^ Sui pris’d by unjuft force, bur not enthraird; 
Yea even that which niifchitf meant moft harm^ 
Shall in the happy trial prove moft glory j 
Hut evil on iticlf lhall back recoil, 

And mix no more with goudnel's, when at laft 
Gather’d like feum, and fettled to itfelf, 

Jt fliall be in eternal reftlels change 
Self-fed, and felf confumed : if this fail. 

The pillar’d firmament is rottcnncl's, 

And earth's bafe built on ftubblc. 


§ 84. Patience, Milton, • 
J^ANY arc the fayings of the wife 

In ancient and in modern books inroH’d, 
Extolling patience as the trueft fortitude j 
And to the bearing well of all calamities, 

All ch«\nccs inqdcn.^ ty rngn’s frail life, 

CfMtfor 



Boor. IV. EPIC AND MISCELLANEOUS. 


Confolatorics writ 
XV^ich Hudkd argument, and muchperfuadon fought 
i..Lnient of grief and anxious thought j 
lJut with th* alflii^lcd in liii pangs their found 
I'Jfttlc prevails, or rather fetms a tunc 
liarih, andof diftbnantmood from his complainti 
Uiilef'* he feel wiilim 
Some femree of f-oniolation from ahov^ 
fifcrct refrcfliings, that rennir his llrciilrdi, 

And fainting Ipirits uphold. 


§ S5, Sonnet< On his deceafed Wife » Milton. 

T^ETHOUGHT I faw my late efpoufed faint 
Brought to me like AIccllis from tlic grave, 
Whom Jove's great fun to her glad husband 
ga\e, 

Refeued from death by force, tho* pale and faint. 
Mine, as whom wafli'd from fpot of child-bed taint 
Puriheation in the old Law did fave, 

And lucli, as yet once mf)re I tnift to have 
‘Full fight of her in fli*a\en without refiraint, 
Caine vefted all in white, pure as her mind: 

Her face wa-j veil’d, yet to my fancied fight 
Love, fwcetnefs, goodnefs, in her perfim Ihin’d 
So clear, as in no face witii more deligiit. 

But, oh! as to embrace me llie inchn'd, 

1 w Ilk 'd , ihe lied , and day broughi back my night. 


§ 86. Spirits, Milton. 
-OPIRITS when they plcafe 
^ Can either fex aiiunic, or botli ; fo foft 
And uncompouruled is their efiTcncc purej 
Not tied or manacled with joint or limb, 

Nor founded on the brittle Ihength of bones, 
Jhke cumbrous ticfii ; but in what lhape they 
choofe, 

Dilated or condens’d, bright or obfeure, 

Can execute their airy purpofes, 

And works of iovc or cninitv fulfil. 


§ 87. Fain, Milton. 
-"y^HAT avails 

Valour or ftrength, tho’ mstchlefs, 
quell’d with pain, 

Which all fubducs, and makes remifs the hands 
Of mightieft } Senfe of plealure we may well 
Sparc out of lifi^^erhaps, and not repine ; 

Hut live content, which is the calmed life ; 

But pain is perfeft mifery, the word 
pf evils I and, exceflivc, overturns 
All patience. 


^ § 88. Hypocrijy, ^ MiLTON. 
■J^EITHER man nor angel can difeern 
Ilvpocrify, the onlv evil that walks 
tnvifible, except to God alone. 

By hjs pcrmilnvc will, thro’ heaven and earth: 
ofc tho’ Wif<ion,\vake> Sui^icion 


At Wifdom’s gate, and to Simplicity 
Refigns her charge, \^llile goodiicfs thinks no ill 
V\ here no ill Items. 


I 


§ 89, The Lady repro^idg Comus, Milto»« 
^ when vice can bolt her arguments, 
And virtue has. no tongue to check her pride- 
Impoftor, do not charge moft innocent Nature 
As if fhe would her children Ihould be riotous 
With her abundance; ihc, good caterefs. 

Means her provifion only to the good, * 

That live according to her fober laws. 

And holy didfarc of fpare Temperance : 

If every juft man, that now piiics with want- 
Had but a moderate and befeeming lhare 
Of that which Icwdly-pampcr’d luxury 
Now heaps upon ibme few with yaft cxcefs. 
Nature's full blcilings would be well difpens'd 
In unluperlluous even proportion, 

And Ihc no wliir encumber’d with her (lore, 

Ard then the giver would be better thank'd, 
rJi.s praifc cnic ]»:ud; for fwinilh gluttony 
Ne’er looks to Heaven amijft his gorgeous feafe 
Lut with bcl fitted bale ingratitude ' 

Cr.iras, and blaCphemes his feeder. Shall I go on» 
Or have I fai.i enough ? To him that dares . 
Ann his profane longue with contemptuous words 
the fun-ckj pnw’r ofChaftity, 

Kain would 1 foniething fay, yet to wliat end .» 

1 r.ou halt not ear, nor iouJ to apprehend 
riic idoiimc notion, and high mvftcry, 

Tb.;t mi.fc be utter’d to unfold the fage 
And Li'iuus doi^h'ine of ^hrginitv, 

And ti;ou art woiihy that thou Ihouldft not luow 
More linppincL thiin this ihy prefent lot. 

Kr.joy your dear wit, and gay rhetoric, 

That hate fo well been taught her dazzling fence. 
1 hou art not fit to hear tliyfelf convinc’d ; 

\ ct fhould T try, the uncontrouled worth* 

Of this pure caufe would kindle my rapt fpirita 
J o luch a flame of lacred vehemence. 

That dumb things would be mov'd to fympathize. 
And the brute earth would lend her nerves, and 
lliakc. 

Till all thy magic ftniftures, rear’d fo high. 
Were lhatter’d into heaps o’er thy felie head. 

§ 90 . Sonnet to the NightingaU, Milton, 
Q Nightingale, that on yon bloomy fpray . 
Warbicftatcve, when all the woods areftill 
Thou with frefli hope the lover’s heart doft fillj 
W hile the jolly hours lead on propitious May. 
Thy liquid notes that elefe the eye of dar, 

I* irft heard before the ihallow cuckoo’s bill. 
Portend fuccefs in Jovci oh if Jove’s will • 
Have link d that amorous Pow’rto thy foft lav. 
No^ timely fmg, ere the yude bird of hate ^ 
^tel nyr hopelefs doom in fome grove hiehi 
As thou year to year liaft fung too late 
For my relief, yet hadft no reafon why ; 
Wlwthci the mule, or love call {lice 'hia mate. 
Beth (hem I ferve, and of th«if train am 1. 



Book iV, 


iLEGA^^i:' EX tR ACTS, 


§ Echo t A Milton. 

OWEET Echo, fweetcft nymph, that liv’ft unfcen, 
^ Within thy airy fliell, 

By How Meander’s margent green, 

And in tne v^let-cmbroider’d Vnle, 

Where the love-lorn nightingale 
Nightly to thee her iad fong inournetli well ; 
Caul^ thou not tell me of a gentle pair 
That likeft thy Narcifl'us arc ? 

Oh if thou havei 
Hid them in fome flow'ry cavc> 

Tell me but where, 

Sweet queen of parley, daughter of the fpherc, 
So mayft thou be tranfbted to the ikies. 

And give refeunding grace to all Heaven's har- 
monics. 


VARIOUS DESCRIPTIONS FROM 
SPENSER. 

§ 91. Adonis's Garden. 

OUT were it not that Time their troublcr is, 
^ All that in this delightful garden grows 
Should happy be, and have immortal bliis : 
For here all plenty and all plcallire Howes, 

And fweet love gentle fits emongft thcm*throws. 

Without fell rancour, or fond jcaloufie ; 
Franklcy each paramour his ieman knows, 

Each bird his mate ; ne any docs cnvic 
Their goodly merriment, and gay felicitic. 


Right in the middeft of that paradife 
There ftood a fiacely mount, on whocs roun^ top 
A gloomy grove of myrtle-trees did rile. 
Whole ihaefie boughs lharp ilcele did never lop. 
Nor wicked beads their tender buds did crop ; 

But, like a girlond, com palled the hight, 

And from their fruitfull fides fweet gumes did drop. 
That all the ground with precious dew bedight. 
Threw forth mod dainty odours, and mod fweet 
delight. 

And, in the thicked covert in that (hade, 
There was a pbafant arbour, not by art, 

But of die trees own inclination made. 

Which knitting their ranke branches pan to part, 
With wanton ivie-twine entailM achwa'rt, 

And eglantine and caprisfolc emong, 
Faftion’d above within her inmod part, 

That neither Phoebus’ beams could thro’ them 
throng. 

Nor AEolus’ fliarp blad could work them any 
wrong. 

And all about grew every (bit of flowre, 

To which fad lovers were transform’d of yore; 

Frefh Hyacinthus, Pheebus paramoure, ^ 
A^.dcared love; 

rdoliih Narcide, that likes the wat’ry Ihori % 

Bad Atnaranthus, made a fiowre but late ; 

' Amarai^thtis, in whole purple gore 
Mefeemes I fee Amintas* wretched fate, 

» ^ fweet pocu verfe hath given cndlcfs 

v\* > . .date. 


§ 93* Affe^ions. . 

TtOW great a toil to ftem the raging flood, 
When beauty dirs the mals of youthful 
blood ! 

When the fvvoln veins with circling torrents rile. 
And foftcr palfions fpcak thro wiining eyes ! 


The voice of rcalbrt’s drown’d; in vain it fpeaks^ 
When half y anger dyes tlic gloomy cheeks | 

And \:flergcful piidc hunies the monal on 
To deeds unlicard, and cruelties unknown* 


Then 'ganthc palmcrthus: Mod wretched man; 
That to attentions does the bridle lend ; 

In their beginning they are weak and wan. 
But fotm, through lutt'rance, growc to fcarfnll 
end ; 

Whiles they arc weak, betimes with thcmconrcnd: 
For when they once to perftdl drength do 


growe, 

Strong warres they make, and cruel batt’ry bend, 
’Gainft fort of rcafon it to oveithiowe ; 

W’rath, jealoufy, grief, love, this 'fquirc have 
laid thus lowc. 


Wrath, jealoufy, grief, love, do thus cxpell : 
Wrath is a fire, and jcalouly a weed; 

Grief is- a Hood, and love a monftcr fell. 

The fire of fparkc, the weed of little feed, 

The flood of drops, the inondcr filth did breed: 

But fparks, feed, drops, and filth do thus decay; 
The fparks foon quench, the fpringing feed out-, 
weed, 

The drops dry up, and filth wipe clean away; 
So lhall wrath, jealoufy, grief, love, die and 
decay. 


§ 94. Ambition. 

A ROUT of people tlicrc alTembled were, 

I ^ Of every fort or nation under Iky, 

Wliich with great uprorc prcalfed, todraw near. 
To th’ upper part, where was advanced hie 
A ttatcly feat of foveraigne majeftic, 

And thereon fatt a woman gorgeous gay, 

•And richly clad in robes of royaltie. 

That never earthly prince in fuch array 
His glory did enhaunce, and pompous pride difplay. 

Her face right wondrous faire did feem to be, 
That her broad beauties beam gicat brightnefs 
threw 

Thro’thediin lhadc,thatall men there might fee: 
Yet was no^ that fame her own native hew, ^ 
But wrought by art, and counterfeited ihew, 
Thereby more lovers unto her to call ; 
Nath’lcTs, more heavenly faire in deed and view 
She bv creation was, till Ihe did fall ; 
Thenceforth (he {buffht for helps to cloke her 
crimes withali. 

There, as in glitt’ring ^ory ihe did 
She held a great gold-ch^n ylinkcd well, 

Whofe upper end to higheil heaven was knil> 
And lower pan did reach to lowcft hell ; 

And all that preafe did round alx>ut her fwell. 
To catchen hold of that long chainc, thereby 

'do 
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To dimb aloft, and others to exccll ; 

That was Ambition, ra(h dcnrc to ftic. 

And cv»ry link thereof a ftep of dignitic. 

Some thought to raife thcmfcl ves to high degree 
riches and unrighteous reward j 
Some by clofe Ihould’ring,. Ibme by flatterec; 
Others through friends, others for bafe reward; 
And all, by wrong ways, for thcmfcl veteprepard. 
Thofe that were up themfclvcs, ke’t others 

lowc ; * 'r* 1 

Thofe that were lowc themfclvcs, held othtrsliard, 
N^: fuffer’d tlinn to rife, or greater growc ; 

But every one did ftrive his fellow down to 
throwc, 

O fiered hunger of ambitious mindcs. 

And impotent dcfu'c of men to raigne ! 

Who neither dread of God, that devils bindcs, 
Nor laws of men, that common weals coutaine, 
Nor hands of nature, th^t wild beads redrainc, 
Can keep from outrage, and from docingwrong, 
Where they may hope a kingdom to obiaine. 

No faith lb firm, no trull can be fo drong, 

No love fo lading then, that may cndureii long. 


§95. Anguijb* 


Of griefly hew, and foul ill-favour*dl fight ; 

His face with fmoiike was tann’d, and cye« 
were blear’d; 

llis head and beard with foot were ill bedight; 

H is coale-blackhands did Icem to have beenfear'd 
In fmithe's tirc-fpeting forge, and uaiK. like clawotf' 
appear’d. 

His iroh coat, all overgrown with ruft, 

Was underneath enveloped with gold, 
Whofeglidring glofs, darkened withfilthy dull, 
Well it appeared to have been of old 
A work of rich entaile, and cvirious mould, 
Woven w ith anticks, and wild imagery , 

And in his lap a mals of coine he told, 

And turned up-fidc down^ to feed his eye. 
And covetous dcfirc, with his huge treafury. 

And round about him lay, on cveiy fide. 

Great heaps of gold, that never could be fpent^ 
Of which, fivme were ore not purifide 
Of Mulciber’s devouring cltinent ; 

Some others were new driven, and diflent 
Into great ingots, and to wedges fquare ; 

Some in round plates withouten monument) 

But moft were llampt, and in their metali bare 
The anrick ihapes of kings and Csefars ftrange 
and rare. 


•fX/HAT equal torment to the griefe of mindc, 
VV pvning anguidi hid in gentle heart, 

That inly' feeds itfel^-* with thoughts unkinde, 
And nourilhcth her own conliiming fmait } 
What medicine can anv leache’s art 

Yield fuch a fore, that doth her grievance hide, 
And will to none her muladie impart ? 


§ 96. Arbour, 

A nd over him, ait ftriveiiig to compairc 

With nature, did an arbour green dilfpred, ' 
Framed with wanton ivie, flowering i.iire. 
Thro’ which the flagrant tghmtine did fpred 
His pricking arfiics, tntayl d with rofes red, 
Which dainty odours round about him threw; 
And all within with tlowie.s was garnilhed, 

That, when mildZephyrusemongft them blew, 
Did breathe out bounteous Imclls, and painted 
colours fticw. 


§ 97. Avarice. 

ND greedy Avarice by him did ride. 

Upon a camel Ibaden all with gold ; 

Two iion coffers hung on either fide, 

With precious metali full as tliey might hold. 
And in his* lap a heap of coin he told $ 

For of his wicked pelf his god he made, 

And unto hell lumfclf for money fbld : 

Accurfed ufurv vv«s all his trade, j[waide. 
And right and vvronge- yhke in cquall ballancc 

At hll he came into a globmic glade, [light, 
Covei’d w'ith houghs and fhi^bs from heaven’s 
Whereas he fitting fots»d, in fccrct (hade. 

An uxicouth, Iklvagc, and uncivill wight. 


§98. bajhfulnefs. 

npHE w’hilos, the fairie knight did entertaine 
* Another damfel of that gentle crew. 

That was right faire, and modcll of dcmainc. 
But that too oft Ihe chang’d her native liue. 
Strange was her tire, and all her garments blue, 
Clofe round about her tuckt, with many a 
plight : 

Upon her lift, the bird that fliunneth view', 

And keeps in coverts clofe from living wight, 
Did fit, as if afham’d how rude Dan did her 
dight. 

So long as Guyon w ith her communed, 

Unto the ground (he call her modell eye, 

And ever and anonc, with rofie red, 

The b.ilhfull blood her Ihowy cheekes did die. 
And her became as polilh’d ivoric, 

Which cunning craftfman's hand hath ovei hid 
With fair vermillion, or pure laflcry. 

Great wonder had the knight to fee the maid 
So llrangely palfioncd, and to her gently laid \ 

Fair damfcll, feemeth by your troubled chcare. 
That either rae too bold yec wecnc, this wife 
You to mol eft, or other ill to fcare, 

That in the fccrct of your heart clofe lyes. 

From whence it doth, as cloud from fca, arife. 

If it be I, of pardon 1 you pray ; 

But if ought die that I mote not devife,* 

T will (if pleafe you it diferue) aflay ^ 
To tale you of that ill, fo wifely as I may* 

She anfwer’d nought, but more abaibt for 
iliamc. 

Held down her head, the whiles her lovdy- face 
The flufhing blood with blulhing did mdame^ 
And the ftrong paiSon marr*d her inodeft graecf 
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That (Suybn marvailM at her uncouth cafe : 

* Till Alma^ him befpakc, Why wonder ycc, 
t*air fir, at that wlikh you fo much imbracc ? 

She is the fountame of your modcftec : 

You Ibame-fac’d arc, but Sliamc-fac’dncis itfclf 
is iliee* 

Amthsr. 

And next to her fate goodly Shame- facMncfs ; 
Kc ever durft her eyes from ground uj)-uarc, 

Ne ever once did look up from licr drefs. 

As if feme blame of cvill fhe did fcarc, 

That in her chock made rofes oft appear. ' 


§ 99. Beauty^ 

N ought is tlitrc under heaven's wide 
hollowncfs j 

That moves more dear compa/Tion of mind, 1 

Than beauty brought t’ unworthy wretched- I 
nefs 

By envy’s fnarcs, or fortune’s freaks unkind : j 

1, whether lately thro’ her brightnefs blind. 

Or thro’ allegiance artd fail fealty, 

Which I do owe unto all womankind, 

- .Feel my heart pierc’d with fo great agony. 
When fuch I fee, that all for pity I could die. 

Eftfjons there flenped forth 1 

A goodly lady, clad in hunterS weed. 

That feem’d io be a woman of great worth. 

And by her ftatcly portance, borne of licavcnly 
birth. 

Her face fo fair, as flcfli it feemed not. 

But heavenly portrait of bright angels hiew, 
Clear as tne Iky, withouicn blame or blot, 
Thro’ goodly mixture of complexions dew, 

And in her cheeks the vcrmill* red did Ihew 
Like rofes in a bed of lillics ihed, 

The which ambmhal odours from them threw. 
And gazers fenfe with doubk pleafure fed, 
Abie to heal the Tick, and to revive the dead, 
tn her fair eyes two living lamps did flame, 
Kindled above, at th* heavenly Maker’s light, 
And darted fiery beams out of the fame, 

So paiTing preaceant, and fo wondrous bright, 
That quite bereav’d the rafli beholders of their 
fight ; 

Tn them the .blinded God his luftful lire 
To kindle oft aflay'd, but had 110 might; 

For, with dread majefty, and awful ire, 

She broke his wanton darts, and quenched bafe 
deiirc. 

Nought under heaven (b ftrongty doth allure 
The fenfe of man, and all his mind poflefs, 

As beauty’s lovely bait, that doth procure ^ 
Great warriors of their rigour to reprefs, 

And mighty hands forget their manlinefs. 

Drawn with the powT of an heart-robbing eysc. 
And wrapt in fetters of a golden trefs, 

That can witSi melting pleafance mollify 
‘ Their harden’d hearts, enut'd to bloM and 
cruelty. 

So tvhilome Icam’d that mighty ^ewifh fwain, 
jgftch of whofe locks did match a man of might, 
70 lay his fpoils before his istAan’s train : 


So alfo did the great Cetcan knight, 

For his love’s fake, his lion’s ikin undights 
And fo did warlike Anthony neglcft 
The M^orld’s whole rule, for Cleopatra's fight. 
Stlch wond’rous pow’i e has women’s fairafp'- 51 :, 
To captive men, and make them all the world 
reject. 




§ 100. Boar, 

A WTT then two boars with rankling malice met^ 
7 *hcir goary fidcs, frelh bleeding, fiercely 
fret. 

Till breatlilcfs botlt, thcmfclves afide retire, 
Where foaming wrath their cruel tulks they 
wliet, 


And trample th’carth the whiles theymayrefpire; 
Tlion back 10 fight again, new breathed and 
entire. 


§ I o I . Bonver of B lift, 

''pHENCK p.ifling flntli, ti'cy fliortly do arrivO 
WhttL.Hs tlic Bowlt of Blifs was fitiiate; • 
A place jiitk’cl out by choice of befl alive, 
'riiat nature’** work by nit can imitate ; 

In which wlute^cr in this vvorhlly ilate 
Is fwcet and plcafing unto living fenfe, 

Or that may dainritll fantafic aggrate, 

Was poured forth with plentiful diTpenfr, 

And made there to abound with iaviflx alfluciicCI 
CJoodly it was cnebded round alx)Ut, 

As well ihiir enter’d guefts to keep within, 

As thole unruly bcufls ro hold without ; 

Yet was the fence thereof but weak and thin : 
Nought fear'd their force that fortilagc to win. 
But wifdom’s powre and tempt rance’s might. 
By uhicli the mightietl things tlforced bin : 

And eke the gate was wrought of fubftanctf 
light, 

Rat’icr for pleafure than for battery or fight. 

It framed was of preiious yvory, 

That feem’d a work of admirable wit ; 

And therein all the famous hiftorie 
Of Jafon and Mcd^a was ywrit ; 

Her mighty charmes, her furious loving fit. 

His goodly conqueft of the golden fleece, 

His failed faith, and L)vc to lightly flit, 

The wondred Argo, which invent’rous peccc 
Firft thro’ the Euxian feas bore alUhc flowl^ 
of Greece. 

Ye miglit have fecn the frothy billowcs fry 
Under the ftiip, as thorough them (he went, 

That feemed waves were into yvory. 

Or yvory into the vVaves were fenr. 

And other wlierc the fnowy fubfiance fprent. 
With vcrmoIl-Hkcthc boyes bloudtherein Ihed: 
A pititms fpcAacle did reprefont ; 

And otherwhiles with ^Id befprinkeled, 

It feem’d th* enchanted flame which did CrchfA 
wed. 

All this and more might in this goodly gate 
Be read ; that ever open to all 

WMet 



fidOK IV. EPIC AND MISCELLANEOUS. tzS 


Which thither came *, but in the porch there iatc 
A comely perfonage of ftaturc tall, 

And (cmblaiicc plcafing more than natural. 

That tiavellcrs to him feem’d to entice j 
Ilib Icofcr garments to the ground did fall, 

And flew about his hceU in wanton wife, 

Not lit for fpcedy pace or manly excrcile. 

The foe of life, that good cn\ies to a'l. 

That fecretly doth us procure to fall, 

Through guileful femblaunce w hich he makes us 
lie of this gardin had the governall, . [lee, 
And Pleafure's porter \mis devis’d to be, 
Holding a flafll* m hand for more formalitic. 
Thus being entred, they behold around 
A large and fpatious plaine on cv’ry fide 

Snow’d with plcalaunce, wdiole fairc graflie 
ground 

Mantled with green, and goodly bcatifide 
With all the ornaments of Floracs pride, 

Wherewith her mother Art, as half in fcornc 
Of niggard Nature, like a pompous bride, 

Did dcik lier, and too Liviihly adorne. 

When foith from virgin bowre flic comes 
in th* early morne. 

Therutt) the heavens always joviall, 

Lookt on them lovely, frill in ftcdfall flare, 

Ne futfci’d florme nor froft on them to fall. 
Their tender buds or leaves to violate, 

Nor fcorching heat, nor cold intemperate, 

T’ afHi^l the cte.ttures which therein did dwell; 
J3ut the mildc air with fealou moderate 

(7cntly atrempred and dil’pos'd lb well, I 

That flill if biciuhed foiih fweet Ipirit and | 
wholefomc fm« 11. j 

More fvveetand whoL fomc than the pleafanthill I 
Of Rhodope, on which the nymph that bore 
A giant-babe, her felfc for gnefe did kill j 
Or the ThelTalian Tempe, vvlufrc of yore 
Fiilre Daphne Phoibus’ heart with love did gore, 
Or Ida, where the Gods lov'd to repaire, 
‘V'hcn-cver they their heavenly bow res forlore; 
Or fweet Parnalfe, the haunt of mufcs fairc; 
Or Eden, if that aught with liden mote compaic. 

Till tliat he came unto another gate,. 

No gate, but like one, bcemg goodly diglit 
VVith boughes and branches, which did broad 
dilate 

Their clafping armes, in wanton wreathings 
intricate. 

So falhiontd a pijji’ch with rare divife, 

Archt over head with an embracing vine, 

Whofe bunches hangingdownc, feem’d to entice 
All paflers by to tafte their lufliious wine, 

And did themfelves into their hands incline. 

As freely olFcring to b'c gathered : 

Some deep empurpled as the hyacinr, 

Some as the rubinc, laughing fwcctly red, 
Some like fairc cmerauldcs not yet ripened •• 

And them amongft, feme were of bumiflit gold, 
So made by art, to beautiiic the reft, ^ 

Which did themfelves emongft the leaves en- 
fold, 


As lurking from the view of covetous gueft, 
That the weak Ixiughes, with jb licli load oppreft, 
Did bow adown as over-burtheaed. 

There the moft d^iinty paradife on ground, 

It fclf doth oflci to his fober eye, 

In whicli all plcufurcs plemioufly abound, 

And none does otiicrs happinefs tMivie: 

'J'hc painted flowres, ihs trees upfliooting hie. 
The dales for lliade, the hill« fur breathingplacc. 
The trembling grovxs, the cryflall running by ; 
Ami thatwliicii all fnii worksdoth moftaggrace, 
The art which wrought it all appearcu in no 
place. 

One would have thought (fo cunningly the rude 
And feorned pans were minidcd with ttie fine) 
That Nature had for wantoii-icfs enfudu 
Art, and that Art at Nature did repine 
So ftiivcing i:uli Mie other to undermine, 

]^ach <hd the other’s worke more beautify ; 

So diftciing both in will-.s, agreed in fine : 

So all agreed through fwcer diveriitie. 

This gaidcn to adorne with all variccic. 

And in the midft of all, a fountaine ftood, 

Of richeft fubftance that on earth might be. 

So pure and ihinv, that the filver Hood 
Through every clianncll i uiiiii ng, one might fee ; 
M(di go'.dlv it ith pure iniagcrec 

Waso\er-'\vnn.ght, and fliapcs of naked boyeff 
Of wliich foiiie fee m’d witli lively jolhtee 
To fly about, plaving ihcir wanton foyes, 
Whiles others did themfelves embay in liquid 
joyes. 

And over all, of purefl gold, was fnred 
A trayle of i\ic in his native hew : 

For the licii metull was fo coloured, 

Tint wight tliat did not well adviled view, 
Would turcly deem it to be ivie true : 

Lowe his lafcii ions armes adowne did creep, 
That themfelves dipping in the filver dew. 

Their flcccic flowres they tenderly did fttepe, 
Which drops of cryflall feem’d for wantcnac& 
to weepe. 

Infinite ftreames continually did ivcll 
Out of this fountaine, fweet and faire to fee. 

The which into an ample laver fell. 

And Ihortly f^rew to fo great quantitic, 

That like a little lake it I'ccm'cl to.bec ; 

Whofe depth exceeded not three cubits height, 
That through the waves one might the bottom fee. 
All pav’d beneath with jafper ihining bright 
That feem’d the fountaine in that fea did faylc 
upright. 

And all the margent round about was fet 
With fliady law rclh trees, thence to defend 
The funny beames, which on the billows bct> 
And thofe which therein bathed, mote oftend. 


. § 102 . Benwer of Proteus^ 

TJIS bowre is in the bottom of the maine, 

“ Under a mighty iwk, ’gainft which doe me 
The roring biiJocs in their proud dil’daiiic ; 
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That with the angry working of the wave. 
Therein is eaten «ut an hollow cave, 

That feems rough mafon*s hand, with engine 
keen, 

Had long while laboured it to engrave : 

There was his wonne, nc living wight was feen, 
Save an old nymph, higlit Panope* to keep it 
clean. 


§ 103. Buli. 

fk S falvage bull, whom two fierce malVivcs bait, 
When rancour doth with rage him once be- 
gore, 

Forgets with warie ward them to await, 

But with his dreadful horns them drives afore. 
Or flings aloft, or treads down in the florc. 
Breathing out wrath, and bellowing out difdainc, 
That ail the forefl quakes to hear him rore. 
Aiiotbn* 

As two fierce bulls, tliat ftrive the rule to get 
Of all the herd, meet with fo hideous maine. 
That both rebutted, tumble on the plainc : 

So thcl'e two champions to the ground were feld. 
jhiother. 

Like a wild bull, that being at a bay. 

Is baited of a maftifl'and a hound, 

And a curre-clog, that do him fharp aflfay 
On every fide, and beat about him round ; 

But moft the curre, barking with bitter found, 
And creeping ftill behind, doth him incomher, 
That in his chaiifle he digs the trampled ground. 
And threats his horns, and bcllous like the 
thunder. 


§ 1 04. Calumny, 

“tT is a monfter bred of htllilh race, 

Then anfvver'd lie, which often had annoy'd 
Good knights and ladies true, and many clfc 
deftroy'd. 

•' Of Cerberus whylomc he was begot. 

And fell ChiinaTa in her darkfomc den, 

Through foule commixture of his filthy blot, 
Where he was foflred long in Stygian fen. 

Till he to perfeft ripenefs grew, and then 
Into this wicked world he forth was fent, 

To be the plague and fcourge of wretched men : 

' Whom with vile tongue and venemous intent 
111 fore doth wound, and bite, and cruelly torment. 


§ 105. Cannon, 

A S when the devclifli iron engine wrought 
” It* Jee'peft hell, and fram’d by furies Ikill, 
With windy nitre and quick fulphur fraught, 
'And ramm’d with bullet round ordain’d to kill, 
Conccivcth fire, the heavens it doth fill 
With thund'ring noiie, and all the aire doth 
choke, 

That none can breathe, nor fee, nor hear at will, 
Thro’ fmouldry cloud of duikifli {linking fmoke 
That th’ only breath him dauiUi wlrahatE cfcaet 
- , 'bHftnOte, ' 


§ 106. Charity, 

CHE was a woman in her freflicft-age, 

^ Of woundrous beauty, and of bountie rare, 
With goodly grace and comely perfonage. 
That was on earth not cafy to compare ; 

Full of great love, but Cupid's wanton liiarfe 
As hell (he hated, chaft in work and will; 
Her neck and breafts were ever open bare. 

That aye thereof her babCvS might luck their fill; 
Tljc^eft was all in yellow robes arraied ftill. 

A multitude of babes about her hang, 

Plying their fports, that joy’d her to beholdj 
VVMiom Itill file fi;d, whilft they were weak and 
young. 

But thruft them forth ftill, as they wexed old: 
And on her head (he wore a tire of gold, 
Adorn’d with gemmes andowchts wondrous fair, 
Whoes palling price uneath was to be told; 

And by her fide there fate a gentle pair 
Of turtle doves, (he fitting in an ivory chaiic. 


§ 107. Concord. 

DUT lovely concord, and moft facred peace, 

^ Doth noil rifli virtue, and fall fricndfiiip breedcS; 
Wcakc Ihe makes ftrong, and ftrong things doea 
increafe, 

Till it the pitch of higheft praife exceeds. 

Brave be her warres, as honourable decdcs, 

«y which file triumphs over ire and pride, 

And winncs an olive girlond for her mced-^. 


§ 108, Contemplation, 

'^ITERE they doc find that godly aged fire, 
With fnowy lock', adown his Ihoulders filed, 
As hoarie froft with fpangles dotli attire 
The mofl'y branches of an oak half dead. 

Each l>onc might through his body well be read. 
And every finew feen through Ids long faft t 
For nought he car’d, his carcali'e long unfed ; 
His mind was full of fpiritual rcpall, 

And pyn’d his fiefii, to keep hi!> body lowc and 
chafte. 


§ 109. Cupid, 

T IKE a Cupido on Idican hill, ' 

^ When having laid his cruel bowe away. 
And mortal arrows, wherewith he doth fill 
The world with wondrous fpoiles and bloudie pre'y * 
With his fiiire mother he him dights to play, 
And with his goodly fifters, graces three ; 

The TOddefie pleafcd with his wanton play. 
Suffers herfelf through fleep beguil’d to bfie, 
The whiles the other ladies mind their 
glee. 

Firft, {he him fought in court where moft he ufed 
Whylome to haunt, but there (he found him not ; 

But many there fhc found, which fore ^cufed 
His falfehood, and with foule infamous blot. 

His cruel deeds and \Yickcd wiles did fpot c 

Laivn 


^o<i!clV. EMC AND MlSCE-LLANEODS, 


X^adies and lords fhe cvery-xvhcre mote hear 
Complaining, how with his empoyfned Ihot 
Their vvoful hearts he wounded had why Icare, 
And fo had left them languiiliing ’twix.t hope 
and fcarc. 

* She then the cities fought from gate to gate, 
And every one did alk, did he him fee ; 

And every one her anfwer’d, and too late 
He had him feen, and felt the crucltie 
Of his lharp darts, and hot artillerie ; 

And every one threw forth rci)roaches rife 
Of his mifchievous deeds, and faid, that hee 
Was the difturber of all ci\ il life, 

The cncmic of peace, and author, of all Hrife. 

Then in the country flie abroad him fought. 
And in the rural cottages enquired ; 

Where alfo many plaints lo her were brought. 
How he their heed Ids liCftns with love had fired, 
And falfe venim thorough 'heirveincs infpired ; 
And eke tlie gentle fhepheard fwaincs, which 
late 

Keeping their flcecic flocks, as they were hired : 
Shoe fwcetly heard complainc, both how and 
w hat 

Her fonne had to them doen ; yet flic did fmile 
thereat. 

And at the upper end of the fairc townc, 
There was an altar built of precious floiic. 

Of jialling value, and of great renownc. 

On which there flood an image all alone. 

Of nialJie gold, which with his own light flione; 

And wings it had u ith lundry colours dight, 
More fundry colours than the proud pavone 
Bears in his boatted fan, or iris bright. 

When lier difcolour’d bow flic f]>rcads thro’ 
heaven bright. 

Blindfold he was, and in his cruel fift 
A mortal how and arrowes keen did hold, 

Witli whicii he Ihot at random when he lifl ; 
Some headed with fad lead, fomc with pure gold j 
(Ah, man ' bcw'are m)W thou ihofc darts belioid). 

A wounded dragon under him did lye, 

VVhoes liidenus tayle his left foot did enfold, 

And with a fliait was fliot through eythercyc, 
That no man foith could draw, nc no man 
remedy. 

Next- after her, the winged God himfclf 
Came riding on a Jyon raventms, 

Taught to obey rlie menage of that clfe, 

That man and bcaft, wdth powre imperious 
Sfibducth to his kiifgdom tyrannous : 

His blindfold eyes, he had awhile unbind. 
That his proud fpoylc of that fame dolorous 
Faire dame he might behold in perfect kind ; 
Which feen he much rejoyceth in his cruel mind ^ 

Of which full proud, himfclf up-reariug hyc, 
e looked round about with fterne difdainc j 
And did furvey liis goodly company : 

And marflialling the evil ordered traine, 
Wkhtbattbedartswhichhisright hand did flrainc, 
Full dreadfully he fliook, that all did quake^ 
And clapt on high his coloured wings twjioe^ 


That all his many it affraidc did mak6 ; 

Tho’, binding him againe, his way he forth 
did take. 


§ no. Danger, 

T^ITH him went Danger, cloth’d In ragged 
^ ^ weed, 

Made of a beares Ikyn, that him more dreadful 
made : 

Yet his own face w^as dreadful, ne did need 
Strange horror, to deform his griefiy (hade ; 

A net in th’one hand, and a rufty blade 
In th’ other was : this mifchicte, that milliap ; 
With th’ one his foes he threarned to invade, 
With th’ other he his friends meiit to enwrap j 
For, whom he could not kill, he pra£tis'd to 
entrap. 

Another, 

But in the porch did ever more abide 
An hideous giant, dredFul to behold. 

That ftopt the entrance \v ith his fpatious flridej 
And with the tenor f>f his countenance bold, 
Full many did affray, that clfe fame enter w'ould* 
His name was Danger, dreaded over all, 

Who day and night did watch and duly ward. 
From fearful cowards entrance to forftall, 

And faint-heart foolcs, whom fliew of perill hard 
Could terrifie from Fortune’s faire award : 

For, oftentimes, faint hearts at firft efpiall 
Of his grim face. Were from approaching fear’d ; 
Unworthy they of grace, whom one deniall 
Excludes from faire hope, withouten further 
tiiall. 

Yet many doughty warriors, often tridc 
In greater peril Is to be flout rind bold, 

Diirft not the fterimcfs of his look abide j 
But foon as they his countenance bchoid, ' 

Began to faint, and fccl their C( nrage cold. 

Again, fbmc other, that in hard alfaics 
Were cowards known, and little count di^ hold, 
Eitherthroughgifrs, or guile, or fut h like waies. 
Crept in by ft^joping io\vc,or llcalingof ilvi kaic$. 


§ III. Day-break, 

15 Y this, the northern waggoner had fet 
•^'Kis fcvenfoJd temc behii^ the flediaft ftar, 
That was in ocean waves yet never wet, 

But firinc is fixr, and fendeth light from far 
To ail, that in the wide deep wandering are : ^ 
And chearful Chaunticlcre with his note Ihrill 
Had warned once, that Phoebus’ fiery carre 
In hafle w'as climbing up the caflem hill; 

Full envious tiiat night fo long his room did 


§ 11 a. Death, 

A nd in his hand a bended bow Was (eene, , 
And maiiy arrowes under his right fide. 

All deadly dangerous, all cruel kecnc. 

Headed with flint, and feathers blout^e 

q % Such 
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Such the Indians in their (quivers hide : 

Thofc could he well dirc61, and ftraitc as line. 
And bid them ftvike the markc which he had cydcj 
Nc was tliere falve, ne was there medicine. 
That mote recurc their wounds j lb inly tlicy 
dhl tiue. 

As pale and wan as allies was his look, 

His body lean and incauirc ai» a rake, 

And Ikin all withered as a dried rook, 
Thereto as cold and drery as a fnakc, 

That feem’d to tremble evermore, and quake ; 

All in a cam as thin he was bedighr. 

And girded with a belt of twifted br.ike, 

Upon his head he wore an helmet light, 

Made of a dead man's fcull, that I'ccnfd agaftly 
light. 


§ 113 . Defiimiition, 

H im in n narrow place he overtook, 

And fierce nir.iiljng forc’t him turn ag;iinc; 
Sternly he turn’d again, when he him ttrookc 
\Vitli his Ihaip (Iccle, and ran at him amainc 
With open mouth, that feemed to contninc 
A full good peek w'ithin the utmolt brim, 

All fet with iron teetli with ranges twaine, 

That terrified his foes, and armed him. 
Appearing like the mouth of Orcus,griily grim. 

And therein were a thoiifand tongues empight. 
Of I'nndry kindcs, and fundry quality ; 

Some were of dogs, that barked day and night. 
And fome of cats, that wrawling ftill did cry ; 
And ffiine of bears, that groynd continually j 
And fome of rygers that did fee in to gren 
And I'nar at all t'nt ever pilfed by : 

But molt of them were tongues of mortal men. 
That fpakc repri^achfulh’, noccaiing where nor 
when. 

And then amongft wen- mingled here and there 
The tongues of I'ciocnrs, w ith thrtsc forked ftings, 
That ipat out p^nli'n, and bore hloudy gerc 
At all that came within his ravening?. 

And fj>akc liceiiiit.us words, and hateful things . 

Of gootl and b.;d alike, of low and hie j ^ 
Kc Ceirirs fpared lie a whit, nor kings, 

But either blotted them with mfamy, 

Or Wit them with liis baneful teeth of injury. 


§ 1x4. 

A ND him befide marcht amorous Dcfire, 

^ Who feem’d of riper years than th’ other 
fwainc ; 

Yet was that other fw ainc the elder lyre. 

And ga\'c him being, common to them twaine ; 
HU garment was difguifed very vainc. 

And his embroidered bonct fate awry ; 

Twijtt both his hands flew fparkes he clofc did 
ftrain, 


Which Hill he blew, and kindled bufily, 

That loon they life conceiv’d, and forth in 
flames did fly. 


§ 115 . Detrii/fion, 

. 'T'HR other nothing better was than flic; 
Agreeing in bad will and rancred kind. 

But in bad manner they did difagree ; 

For, what-fo Km ie good or bad did find, 

’She did conccale and murder hei own mind; 

But this, v'hatever evil Ihc conccavcd, 

Did fpread abroad, and throw in th’opcn wind. 
Yet this in all her w-ords might be perceived, 
That all llic limght was mens good names 19 
have bereaved. 

For whatfoever good by anv faid, 

Oi done, Ihc heard, Ihe would flr.ir-waics invent 
IJow to ilcprave, or llandcroufly upbraid. 

Or to mifeonftrue of a man’s intent, 

And turne to ill the ihing that well was ment. 

Tlverefori. (he ufed often to refort 
To common hjiints, and companvs frequent, 

I'o haik wh.ii fn\ one did good leporc, 

To blot tlie fame w ith blame, or wrell it wicked 
I fort. 

[ And if that any ill flic heard of any, 

I She would it eke, «ijul make it worfe by telling, 
And take great joy to publifii 11 to many, 

That every maticr worfe w-is foi lur mclling: 
Her name was highi Dctr.irlif>ti, and her dwelling 
Was near to K.ivy, evtn her neighbour next; 
A wicked h.ig‘j, and Knvy's Iclf excelling 
In mifehiefe : for, licr felf Ihe only vext : 

But this lame, both lieiftlf and others eke per* 
pltxt. 

Her fice- was ugly, and her mouth diftort, 
Foaming v. iiU [loylori round abemt her gills. 

In xvliieh her curled tongue (full fharp and 
lliorr) 

Appear’d hkc afpis that clofely kills, 

Or ciudiv does woM'id v\lif)m-fo Ihc wills : 

A diltaffc: in her ''thcr hand Ihc had, 

Upon tlnj which (lie little fpinnes, hut fpils, 

'\rd Klines lo weave filfe riles and leafnigs bad, 
'I othiov% ainongihe g<iod, when others haddifprad. 


§ 116 . D’JiorJ. 

■pIRKBRAND of lu ll, firft tin’d in Phlegcton, 
" By thoufand furies, and from thence cuu 
throw'n, 

Into this world, t® work confufion, 

And feet it all on lire (by force unknown). 

Is wicked Difeord, wliofe finall fparkes onco 
blowne, 

None but a god, or godlike man, can (lake : 
Such as was Orpheus, that when ftrife was grown 
Amongil thofe famous impes of Greece, did take 
Uis filvcr harp in hand, and (hortly friends them 
makc4 

§ 
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§ 117 . D/fi'ord's }Ioufi\ 

U ARD by the gates of lull her dwelling is. 
There \N hereai.iH plagues and liarmes abound, 
Which punifii wicked men, that walk amiis : 
It is a darkfonic delve farre lUKlcr ground, 

With thorncs and barren brakes cinirond round, 
That none ilic lame way iiidv out-win ; 

Yet many ways ro enter may be found, 

But none to ifl'iu; forth when one is in ; 

For difeurd harder is to end than to begin. 

And all within the riven w'alles were hung | 
With ragi^ed monuments of limes fore-p ilt. 

Of which, tlic liid clients of diftord lunj; : 
There weic rent laibes, and broken feepters plac’tj 
Altars delil’d, and Imlv things <lefac't, 

Dilhevered fpears, and Ihiclds viorne in twainc. 
Great cittys ranfickt, and llrong cattles ras’t. 
Nations capeived, and huge armies ilaine: 

Of all wdiich ruines there Ibmc reliques did 
remainc. 

There w'as the fignc of antique Babvlon, 

Of fatal Thebes, of Romo that raigned ioxig, 

Of facred Salem, and fad I lion. 

For memoi V of which, on high there hong 
The golden apple (ciul'c of all their wrciug) 

For w'luch the three faiie goddelfcs did ttiivc: 
There alfo was the name of Nimuid ftrong, 

Of Alexander, and his princes five, 

Which lhar’d to them the I'puilcs which he hud 
got alive. 

And thcie tlic reliques of the drunken fiay, 
The w'hich ainongll the l./»pir!iccs befell. 

And of the bloody fcatt, which Tent away 
So many centaurs drunken li.uls to hell, 

That under great Alcidcs’ furic fell : 

And of t!'.e dreadful dilcord, w hich did drive 
The noble Argonanis to out-rage fell. 

That each of life fought (^thcr to deprive. 

All mindlels of the goldcn-ilcccc which made 
them ftrise. 

And eke of private petiims many moe, 

That Were too long a woike to toiint them all; 
Some of Iw’orne friends, that did their faith 
forgoc ; 

Some of borne brethren, prov'd unnatural; 

Some of deare lowers, foes perpetual ; 

W'^itnel's rhcir broken bands there to he icen, 
Their girlonds rem^theii bowres difpoikd all; 
•The monuments whereof’ there byding been, 
As plaine as at the urft, when they were ficlh 
and giecn. 

Such was the houfc within ; but all without 
The barren ground was full of wicked weeds, 

^ Which Ihe hcrfelf iiad Jbwen all about, 

Now giowen great, at firll of little leedes, 

The leedcs of evil words, and bilious deedes ; 

Which when to riptnefs due they growen arc, 
Biiiig forth an inhnite incrcafc. that breedes 
Tumultuous trouble, and contentious j>irrc, 
TIk which moft ofieu end in bleod^iJicd and 
in W5u:rc. 
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And thofe fame ciirfeJ feeds do rdfo ferve 
To her for bread, and yield a lining food : 

For life it is to her, when oilkrs lU‘r\e 
Tlirough mil’chievous deb.itc, and deadly feood. 
That Ihc may fuck their life, and drink their blood, 
W i th w hi c h n le from he r chi I d hood had been fed, 
For (lie at lirlt wms born of hellilh brood, 

And by infernal furies nourilhed, 

That by hermonfti ous lhape mighieulily be read.’ 

Her face moft foule and filthy was to fee, 

With fquinted eyes contiary ways extended, 

And loathly mouth, unmeet a moutli to be ; 
That nought but gall and venim comj)rchcndcd, 
And wicked words that God and man olfcndcd : 

Her lying tongue was in two parts divided, 
And both the parts did Ipeak, and ’noth contended ; 
And as her tongue, lb w'as her he*art decided, 
That never thought one thing, but doubly ftill, 
was guided. 

AIs as ll\c tlouble fpeake, fo beard flic double, 
Willi matchlel's cares deformed and dittorr, 

Fil’d with Life rumours, and feditious trouble. 
Bred in afl’einhlies of the vulgar Ibit, 

That flill arc led w'lth cx'cry light report. 

And as her cares, I’o eke her feet were ocldc, 
And much unlike ; th' one long, the other Ihort# 
And both milplac t; that when th'oiie forward 
•gode, 

The other back retired, and contrary trodc. 

Likewife unequal were her hundes twainc ^ 
That one did rcacli, the other pulht aw^ay; 

The one did make, the other mai ’d againc, 
And Ibuglit to bring all tilings unto decay ; 
Whereby gveat riches, gathered many a day, 
bhc m liioif fpace du! often bring to nought, 
And their poiRihairs often did difinay. 

For all her ihuly was, and all her thought, 
How^ ihe might o\ erthrow e tlie thing that con- 
cord wr Higlit. 

So much hcT malice did her might furpafs, 
That even th’ Almighty I’clf ihe did ma^igne, 
Becaufe to man lo merciful he was, 

And unto all his creature:* fo benigne, 

Sith Ihe her felf was of his grace indigne : 

For all rhis world’s faire w'oi kmanlhip flic tridc. 
Unto his lall confufion to biing, 

And that great golden chain quite to divide, 
W ith which it bk ll'cd concord hath together tide. 


§ 1 18. Dolphin. ^ 

A S when a dolphin and a fcic arc met. 

In the w'ide champian of the ocean plaine, 
With cruel chanfe their courages they whet, 
The mafterdome of each by force to gainc, 

And dreadful battailc 'twixt them do darrainc : 
They fnufF, they fnort, they boiriicc, they rage, 
they rorc, 

That all the fca (difturbed with their trainc) 
Doth frie-with ibmc above the furges here. 
Such was betwisst thefe two the troublcfome 
uprorc. ' 

Hi $ »»• 
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ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


§ 119 . Douht, 

■J^EXT after him went Doubt, yclad 

In a difcolour’d cote of ftran^jc difguife, 
That at his back a brodc cappucio had. 

And flecves dependant Ar;anele wile : 

He lookt afkew with his miftruftful t'ycs, 

And nicely irodc, as ihorncs Uy in his way, 
Or that the flovc to Ihrinke he did avife, 

And on a broken reed he ihll did flay 
His fteble fteps, which Ihiunkc, when hard 
thereon he lay. 

Anoibtr. 

That was to w^eet, the porter of the place, 
Unto whofe truft the charge thereof was lent : 

• His name was Doubt, he hud a double face, 
Th' one forward looking, and th’ other backward 
bent ; 

Therein refcmblins: Janus auncient, 

Which hath in charge tlicingatt of the yearc; 
And evermore his eyes about h«m went, 

As if fomc proved perill he did fcarc, 

Or did mifdoubt lome ill, whocs caufe did not 
appeare. 


§ 120 . Dungeon, 
in the bottom of an huge great rocke 
^ The dungeon was, in which her bound he left. 
That neither yron barrs, nor bra/,cn lock 
Did nce<! to guard from force or fecrct theft 
Of all her lovers, which would have her reft. 
For wal'd it was vvitli waves, which rag'd and 
roar’d 

As they the clife in pieces would Invc cleft : 

B( Tides, tenthoufand monltcrs, fouic abhor'd, 
Did wake about it, gapinir gr’tfly, all begor'd. 


§ 121 . Yavje. 

L ike to an eagle in l.is Umgly pride, 

Soaring through his wide empire. 

To weather his broad Tayies; by chance hath 
fpide 

A golhaulk, which hath fciztd for her (hare 
Upon fomc fowle, that Hiould her ftall prepare; 

VV'ith dreadful fo-ce he flies at her btlive. 
That w'ith his fouce, wdiich none endurcii dare, 
Her from the quarrey he away doth drive, 
And from her griping pounce the greedy prey 
doth rive. 

Another, 

As when Jove’s harnefs-hcaring bird from high, 
Stou)>es at a flying heron with proud dii'dume, 
The ftone-dead quarry fals lo forcibly. 

That it rebounds againft the lowlic plaine, 

A fecond fall redoubling back againc. 


§ 122 . Eafi^ 

P ROCEEDING to the midft he ftill did ftand, 
As if in raindc he fomewhat had to fay, 
And to the vulgar beckiiing with his hand 
In figne of fiiencci as to hear a play, 


By lively a£lions he began bewray 
Some argument of matter pairioncd ; 

Which doen, he back retired Toft away; 

And palfiiig by, his daT.e dilcovcred, 

Eixje on his robe in golden letters cyplicrcd. 


§ 123 . Envy, 

A ND next to him malicious Envic rode, 

^ Upon a ravenous wolfe, and lliil did chaw 
Between his cankred iceth a vcncnious toad^ 
That all the poyfnn run about his jaw' ; 

But inwardly he chawed his own maw 
At neighbour’s wealth, that made him cverfad. 
For deatli it was, when any gorAl he law. 

And w'ept, that caiilc ol weeping none he had ; 
But w hen he heard of hanne,he w exed wondrous 
glad. 

All in a kittle of difcolour’d fay 
He clothed w^us, ypainted full of eyes ; 

And in his bo lean lecrctly tlierc lay 
An hateful fnake, rhe which his tail up tics 
In many folds, and mortal fling implies. 

Still as he rode, he gnaflit his teeth, to fcQ 
Thofe heaps of gold with griplc covctil'e, 

And g'^udged at the gn \t felicity 
Of p’.outl Liuik - 4 , and his own company. 

He l atcd all good w'orks and virtuous deeds, 
And him no lels, that any like did u(e : 

And who with gra^iou . brc-’il the hungry feeds, 
His alines for w'anr of fiitU he doth accufe : 

So c\cry good to b:id he .’Imfe ; 

And ckc the vcrle of f.nnc. 's poet's wit 
He doc 5 > hack-bitc, an<i tFul poiiiai {’pues 
I'inm leprous mouth, on dll that ever writ ; 
Such on vile Eruy was, that Aril in row e did At, 

Another, 

The one of them, that elder did appear, 

With her dull t:yc> dnl lecm to look aficcw, 

'i’hat her mif-lhapc much heipt j and her AhiIq 
I niro 

Hung loofe and loathfomc'v ■ tliLfcto her hew 
Was wan and leanc, ih:u uil bcT teeth artw 
And all hcrboiiesmighi i liro’ her checks be read j 
Her lips were like raw leather, pale and blue : 
And as Ihe fpake, rhetewith Ihc Havered ; 

Yet fpake Ihc Ipldoinc, but tUouglit more tliQ 
Icfs ihe laid. 

Her hands were fouic land dirty, ncycr \vafli| 
In all her life, with long nailes over-raught, 

Like puttocks clawes, with th’one of which 
flie fcracht 

Her curfed head, although it itched nought ; 
The other held a fnake with venime fraught, 

On which ilie fed, and gnawed hungcrly, 

As that long ftie had not eaten ought ; 

1 hat round about her jaws one might defery 
The bloudy gore and poifon dropping lothfomcly. 

Her nan)e was Envie, knowen well thereby, 
Whoes nature is to grieve, and grudge at all 
That ever Ihc fees doen praife worthily : 
Whocs fight to her is created crofs may fall| 

And 
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And vcxeth fo, that makes her cat her gall. 

For when (lie wanteth other thing to eat, 

She feeds on her own maw unnatural, 

And of her own foul entrailes makes her meatj 
Meat fit for fuch a monger's nionfteruus diat. 

And if Ihe hapt of any good to hear, 

That had to any body happily betid, 

Then would flic inly fret, and grieve, and tcarc 
Her flelh for felncfs, which flic inward hid : 

Jiut if flic heard of ill that any did. 

Or harm that any had, then would flie make 
Gr(.‘at chcare, like one unto a banquet bid ; 

And in another’s lofs great plealurc take. 

As Ihc had got thereby, and gained a great flake. 


§ 124. Firo)\ 

rpIITS is a wandring wood, this Error*s den ; 

^ A monfter vile, whom God and man docs hate. 

By which he faw the ugly monlter plaine, 
Half like a lerpent hoiribFy dilplaidc, 

But th’ other half did woman’s lhape retaine, 
Moll lothfome, filthy, foul, and full of vile 
diidainc. 

As flic lay upon the durtie growmd. 

Her huge long tailc licr den all over-fpread, 

Yet u .IS in knots and many boughs upwound, 
Poinrecl with mortal fling. Of her tlieie bred 
A thoufand young ones, and Ihc daily fed. 
Sucking upon her poifonous dugs, each one 
Of fundry fliapc, yet all ill-favoured : 

Soon as that uncomh light upon them Ihonc, 
Into her mouth tlicy crept, and iuddain all 
were gone*. 


§ 125. Kxerfs. 

■nUT young Perifla was of other mind, 

Full of difport, flill laughing, loolhly light. 
And quite contrary to her filler’s kind ; 

No mcafurc in her mood, no rule of right. 

But poured our in pleafure and delight; 

In wine and meats flic flow’d above the bank, 
Aud in excefs exceeded her own might ; 

. In fumptuous tire flic joy’d licrfelf to prank ; 
But of her lo\c to lavifli, little have Ihe thank. 

A)iolbe)\ 

Under that porch a comely dame did reft, 
Clad in faire wc^dcs, but foule difordered. 

And garments lool’c, that feem’d unmeet for wo- 
manhood. 

In her left hand a cup of gold flic held. 

And with her right the riper fruit did reach. 

VVhocs I'appy luiuor with that fulnefs fweH’d, 
Into her cup Ihc feruz’d, with dainty breach 
Of her tine Angers, without foule empeach. 
That fo faire winc-prels made the wine more 
fweet ; 

Thereof ihc us’d to give to drink to each, 
Whomc pafling by flic happened to mec^: 
was her guife, all ftrangcis goodly fo to greet. 


§ 12.6. Faith. 

which the eldeft, that Fidelia higlit 
^ Like funny beanies ilircw from her cryftal 
fai 

That could have daz’d the rafli beliolder's fight. 
And round her head did (hme like htavtn’s light* 

She was arraid all in lily white, 

And in her right hand bore a cup of gold, 

With wine and water flll’d up to the height. 
In which a ferpent did himfelf enfold, 

That horror made to all that did behold ; 

But flie no whit did change her conllant mood: 
And in her other hand Ihe faft did hold 

A book tliat was both figii'd and feafJ with 
blood, 

Wherein datk things were writ, hard to be 
underflood. 


§ 127. Falcon, 

— - AS a falcon faire 

Thai once has failed of licr fuufc full ncarc, 
Remounts again into the open airc, 

And unto better fortune does hcrfelf prepare* 

Anuthev, 

As when a falcon hath with nimble flight , 
Flown at a flulh of thicks, foreby he broke, 

The trembliagbrood dilinaid w ith dreadful figlit 
Of death, the vv.,icli them alinoft overtook, 

Doc hide thdiifelves from her afionying Itjok, 
Amongft the flags and covert loimd about. 

Another, 

As when a caft of falcons make their flight 
At an hernclhaw, that lyes aloft on wing, 

The whiles they ftrike at him with heedlcls 
might, 

The warie fowl his V)ill doth backward wring; 
On wdiich flic fiift, whoes force her firll doth bi ing 
Her felf quite thiougii tlie body doth engore, 
And fallcth down to ground likcfcnfelLls thing; 
But th’ other not lb fwift as Ihe before, 

Fails of her Ibulc, and palfing by dotli hurt no 
moie. 


§ 128. Fancy . 

E MONGST them all fate he which wonned 
there, 

That hight Phantaftes by his nature treW; 

A man in ytares, yet frcfli as mote appeare. 

Of fwartli complexion, and of crabbed hue, 

That him full of melancholy did flicw; 

Bent hollow' beetle browes, lharp flairing eyes. 
That mad or foolifli Icem'd : one by his view 
Mote deeme him born with ilUdifpofed (kyes. 
When oblique Saturne fate in the houfc of 
agonies. 

Another^ 

The firft was Fancy, like a lovely boy, 

Of rare arpc6l, and beauty witiiout peace ; 
Matchable cyrher to tbat impe of Troy, 

Whome Joyj did love, and chofe bis cup to bcarci 
a 4 Oc. 
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Or that fnme dainty lad, which was ftj dcarc 
To great Alcitks, that when as he did hide, 
He wailed woman- like with many a tcarc, 

And every wood snd every ^:I^Ly uide 
He fill’d witli llylas* name, the nympi.cs eke 
Mylas cride." 

JTis garment neither was of filk fay. 

But painted plumes, in goodly order dight. 

Like as the fun-bunn Indians do an ay 
Their tawny bodies in tlieir prondi ft phgbt : 

As thofefamc plumes, fn llcJTi’d he \ain and iiglit, 
That by his gate might cnfly apptare : 

Tor ftill he far’d as dancing in delight, 

And in his hn-ul a windv fm did bcare. 

That in the idle dire he mov'd ftill here and there. 


§ 129. h'mr. 

> tF.XT him war. Feare, all arm'd fi om top to toe, 
^ Yet thought Jiimfi lf not !dfc cimugh thcicby, 
I 5 uc fear'd each lhadow moviiv/ to and fro; 
And his own armts when glittering lie did fpy, 
Or clalhing heard, he faft away did tly, 

As athts p ile of hoc, and wingv-hed’d ; 

And cvcimorc on danger fixt HIn eve, 

’Gainft whom tie always bent a bra/cn niitld, 
Which his right hand unarmed fearfully did 
wield. 


h 130 . Soil'. 

A S when a fliip that dies fair under failc, 

And hidden lock efcaped huh unawares, 
That lay io ''^it her wraJe f<;r to bewaile, 
The mariner ytt half ania/eii ftarcs 
At peril paft, and yet it doubt iie dares 
To joy dt his foul-happy o\tr light. 

A;vvVr, 

As a tall (hip toflld in troublous Teas, 

Whotnc raging wind thrtariiig to make the prey 
Of the rough lock ., do di verily diJeafe, 

Meets two contrary bdl .ws by the way, 

That heron either fide do fore alTay, 

And boaft to fvvallow her in greedy grave ; 
She, fcoruing both their fpights, does make wide 
way, 

And with her breaft breaking the foamy wave, 
Poc> i ide on both their backs, and fairc her ftlf 
cloth lave. 


§ 131 . 

T^UT the fift ti-oupc moft Iiorribic of hue, 

^ And fierce of force, was dreadful to reporter 
For fomclike fnails, feme did likiTpiders ihew, 
And feme like ugly urchins, thick and (boit; 
They cruelly alTailed that fift fort, 

* ' Armed with darts of fenfuail delight, 

With ftings of cafnall luft, and ftrongtflbrt 
' Of feeling plcafurc, with which day and night 
"" that fame fift bulwark they continued 

fight, 


§ 132. F/Vif. 

T IKR as a fire, the u hirh in liollow cave 

H'ltii long been undrrkepr and down fuppreft. 
With murmurous dil'dain doth inly rave, 

And giuclge in fo ftrciglit prifon to he prell. 

At lafi brLakes forth uirli furious unrtft, 

And ftiives to mount iiiiro his native feat; 

All tli'dt eurft It lundLi and mokft, 

It now devours with flames and fcorching heat. 
And carries into fmoakc with rage and horror 
great. 


§ u 3 . F/rfl 

*^I!K antique -wirld, in his fiill flowing youth. 
Found no flefeft in his Cnator’s gtacc; 
liui with glad thanks, and unreprovtd tinth, 
The gifts of fovc'aigne liounty did embrace : 
Like angwls life was then man's happy cafe; 

But later ages pride (li];e corn-fctl itced) 
Abus’d hei plt‘nt^, and fat fwoln ciicrcaft, 

To ail hcnuio'.is luft, and gin exceed 
I'hcmcafuiTot her mesne, and natural firft need. 

Then a cnriod hand the quiet wombe 
Of his great gi .mlmoihcr witli fteele to wound, 
Ai.d the hul rrenlui-cs m her lacred lombe 
With facrilegv- to dig. I'luTcin he tound 
Foiintaincs of i»ol(I and lilvcr to abound, 

Of whicii t!*e matter of his huge deliic 
;\nd pompous pride cfclvonci! he ilid compound. 
Then Hsance gan thr.aigl; hi*' ss mes to irdpirc 
H i s greed v fl .n nes ,an d k c nd U 1 i fe- do vou ring I ire. 


5 134. hlo'jtL 

A S he tint to ftop a luddcin flood, 

And in Itrong bankes Ids violence emlol'e, 
Forcctli his fwell above his wonted mood, 

\nd laigcly ovcillowe the fruitful plamc, 

Tim: all ti>e country Items to be a niainc, 

Anil tiie rijjh furrowes flote, aU quiic fordonne ; 
The w» fill liiifhanclman doth loud compbine, 
To lee h»s whole yeargs labour hdl lb foou, 

For whicii 10 God he made fo many an idle 
boon. 


§ 135. Fm ;\\ 

T)UT Fury was full ill apparelled 

In rags, tliat naked nigh flic did appeare, 
With ghaftfull lookcs and dicadfull drery head j 
For from her back her garments Ihc did tearc, 
And from her head oft rent Iitr fnarled hairc: 

In her right hand a firg-braud flig did loffe 
About her head, ftill roaming here and there; 

As a difmayed dccre in cirace emboft> 
Forgetful of his fafety hath his right way loft. 


§ 136 . Giant, 

— HlS monftrous enemy 

With flurdy fteps came ftalking in his lighti 
An ludeous gia&% iiorribic and hiC| 

That 
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Th.it with his taliicls fecm’d to threat the fity ; 

'l Ue giound eke groned under him for dreed ; 
His living like faw never living eye, 

Ne diirlt behold ; his ilaturc did exceed 
The heigbtof tlircethe tailed fonsof morulfecd. 


*31 

And fence fo fore, that they the licavens affray. 
The wile Iburhfaycr Iteing lb fad a fight, ^ 
The amazed vu Igar tells of warres and mortal fight. ' 


§ 141. Grove, 


§ 137. Gluttony, 

A ND by his fide rode loathfomc Gluttony, 
Dcfiirmcd creature, on a fiitiiv fuipe, 

Ilis belly was up-blown \\itli luxury, 

And fke \uth fatnefb fwollen were his tync : 
And like a crane his neck was long and fine, 
With which he fwrdlowetl up cxceHi\e fcafi. 
For want whereof poor people oft tlitl pine ; 

And all the way, mod like a brutiili bead, 
lie spewed up his gorge, tliatall did him dcieaft. 

Til green vine leaves he was right fitly clad, 
For other ckitlu s he c(*uld not wear for heat. 
And on his head an ivy girlond had, 

Fr(jm under which Lll trickled down the fwcat: 
Still as he rode he fiimcvvhat did eat, 

Ami in his hand di I bear a bou/ing c.inn. 

On which he fupt fo eft, that on his feat 
}lis drunken eorfe he feavee upholdcn can, 

In lhape and life more like a inonfierthan aman. 

Unfit he was for any worldly thing, 

And eke un.ible once to ftiirc or go; 

Not meet to he a counccl to a king, 

\Vh(»es mindc in meat and di ink was drowned fo; 
Full of difeafe w«ns hi., carcaifc blue, 

And a dry diopfy thio’ his flcfii did flow, 
Which by nufd.ct dailv greater grew : 

Such one wasGluttony, the fecond of that crew. 


§ I'jS. Gradith f', 

^IIAT is the Gulfc of Greedinefs, they fay, 
Thar deep enporgeth all this world's prey : 
Whicli having fwal lowed up cxc^llively, 

He loon m vomit up again doth lay, 

And bilciierU forth his fuperfluitie. 

Tliat ail the Teas for fear doe feem away to fly. 


§ 159. Grief, 

N ext him went Grief and Fury matcht y fere; 
Giiefc, all in fable furrow fully clad, 
Dow'n-hanging his dull head w'itli heavy chcere, 
Yet inly l^eing iin^e tiiaii feemly fad : 

4A pinceis in bis hand he had, 

With which he pinced people to the heart. 
That from thenceforth a wretched life they had, 
In wilful languor and confuming fmart, , 
Pyingcach day with inward wounds of dolours 
dart. 


§ 140. Griffon, 

A S wlicn a griifon feized on his prey, 

A dragon fierce cncountreth in his flight : 
Thro’ wildeft ayre making his idle way. 
That would his rightful ravine rend away ; 
Vitb hedious Jiorrour, both together fmight. 


JNTO that forreft farre they tliciicc him led, 
Where was their dw elling, in a pleafant glade 
With mountains round about environed. 

And mighty wckkIs, which did the valley Ihadcj 
And like a llately theatre it made, 

Spreading it feif into a fpatioiis piainc, 

And in the midft a hitlc river plaid 
Emongft the' pumyflones, which leem’d to piainc 
With gentle murmur that his courfc they did 
lelliainc. 

Knforc’r to feck fome covert nigh at hand, 

A ihady grove not farre away they I'pide, 

That p' omis’t ayde the teiiipert to wiihftand : 
Whocs lofty trees vclad with fummer’s pride, 
DkI fpread lb bioad that heaven’s light did liidc. 
Not perceable with power of a'ly flarre : 

And all within were paths and alleies wide, 
With footing wornc, and Ic riding inward fa'*re: 
Faire haibourc, that them fceinesj fo in they 
eiititd are. 


§ 142. hlirntony, 

T7FTSOONES they heard a moft melodious 
found, 

Of .ill that more delight a dainty care, 

Such as at once might not on living ground, 
Save in this paradi'c, lie he.ird cll'ewhoie : 

Right hard it was for vviglir r'lat clul it heare, 

To read what ina Mior niullck that mote be : 
For all that plcalini; to living caic, 

Was tlicie couiottt'’ i 1 o.ie hannonie, 
iiirds, voices, inhruniLiits, vviiidcs, waters, all 
agree. 

The joyous b'rdb fhrouded in chcaTul fhadc. 
Their notes umo li'.c voycr attcinpred fvvcct; 

TliC angel call loft ireambhr.g voyte.s made 
To tlic inftruincius divine rcfpondence meet: 
The filver founciiiig inflrumeurs d.d meet 
With the bale murmurc of ilie waters fall: 
The Waters fall, with dilTeience difcrcet, 

Now loft, now' loud, unto the wind did call; 
The gentle warbling wind lovve anl wering to all. 


§ 143. Haring, 

'T'HF. fccond bulwarkt was the hearing fenfc, 
•*' ’Gamft which the fccond troupe ailignment 
makes ; 

Deformed creatures, in ftrangc difference, 

Sonic having heads like harts ; fomc like to fnakesi 
Some like wild bores late rous’d out of the breakes, 
Slandr^us reproches, and foule infamies, 
Lcafings, backbitings, and vain-glorious crakes, 
Bad counfcls, prayfes, and falie flatteries, 

Ail thofc againlt that fort xiid bend thcic bat- 
teries* 
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§ 144. Hermitage, 

A Little lowly hermitage it was, 

Down in a dale hard by a foreft fide, 

Far re from.rcrort of people that did pafa 
In travell to and fro : a little wide 
There was an holy chappcll edified, 

Wherein the hermit duly went to fiiy 
His holy things each morn and even tide : 
Thereby a cryftal fireame did gently play, 
W'hich from a facred fountain welled foith away. 

He thence led me into this hermitage, 

Letting his fteeds to graze upon the green : 

Small was his houfc, and like a little cage. 
For his own tunic, yet inly neat and clean, 

^ Dcckt with green boughes, and flowers gay be 
fcenc ; 

Therein he them full faire did eniertaine, 

Kot with I’ucii fnrjed fiiowos, .is fitter becne 
For courting fools ilun conrtifics would fainc, 
But with ent ire alTcdion, and appearance plaine. 


§ 145. 

TTIPPOLYTL'S a jolly huntlinnn was, 

““ 'riiat wont in charor chcife the fuaining boar; 

He all his peers in beauty did furpaO, 

But lady’s love, as lofs of time, forbore ; 

His wanton ftepdame loved him tin. more. 

But when Iho faw her otTer'd Iwtet refufed, 
Her I<ne flic turn’d to lure, and him before 
His father fierce, of troafon f.ilfc acculcd, 
Andw itli her jealous tt rines hie open cat s abufed. 
Who all in rage his fea-god fire befought 
Some curfed vengeance on his Ion to caft ; 

From furging gulph two monfters flraighr were 
brought. 

With dread wherL(»f his cb.'ifiiig ftctd'-' nghaft 
Borli charot fwift and huntfman ovcrcall ; 

His goodly cvirps on ragged clifts yrent - 
Was ipute dilmembred, and his members cliaft 
Scatired on every raountainc, as he wenr. 
That of Ilippolytus was left no rncjuumcnt. 


§ 146. Homier. 

^T^HOSO in pornpe of proud cft.ttc (quoth <hc) 
Doesfwim, and bathes himfclf in ami rlyblifs, 
Does wad las dales in darke obfeuiity, 

And in oblivion ever buried is : 

W'herc cafe abounds, it’s eafic to doe amifs ; 

But who his limbs with labours, and his mind 
Behaves with cares, cannot fo eafie mifs. 

Abroad in arms, at home in lludious kind. 
Who fcckcs with painefuU toile, ftiall honour 
fooned find. 


In woods , i n waves, in warres flic wonts to dwell, 
And will be found with perill and with pain^ ; 

Nc can the man that moulds in idle cell, 

Unto her happy manfion attaine : 

Before her gate high God did fweat ordaine, 
And wakeful watches ever to abide : 

But cafie is the way, and paflage plaine 


To Pleafure’s palace ; it may foon be fpidc. 
And day and night her dorcs to all Hand open 
wide. 


§ 147. 

T^ITH him went Hope in rank, a handfome 
mayd. 

Of chcarful look, and lovely to behold ; 

111 filken faniile (he was light arraid. 

And her faire locks were woven up in gold ; 

She always fmil’d, and in her haiidc did hold 
An hoiy water fprinkle dipt in dcawe, 

In which Ihc fprinklcd favours manyfold. 

On whome flic lilt, and did great liking Ihcwe ; 
Great liking unto many, but true love to fewe* 
Anotljei'. 

Her youngeft fiftcr, that Speranza higlit, 

Was clad in blew, that her befeemed well. 

Not all fo chearful leemed (lie of light. 

As was her fifter; whether dread did dwell, 

Or anguifli in her heart, is haid to tell : 

Upon her arme a lilver anchor lay, 

Whereon flic leaned ever, as befell : 

And ever up to Heaven as (he did pray. 

Her fit cl fall c ye swcrc bcnt,ne l\var ved otherway < 


§ 14 ^^’. llyiira. 

like the hell-borne Hydra, wliich they fainc,^ 
^ 'Fhat great Alcidcs m hylomc over-threw, 
After that he had labour'd long in vaim*. 

To crop his thoufard heads, the which Itill new 
Forth budded, and in gieater numbers grew. 

Anotbn> 

Such own it was, as that renowned fnaku 
Which great Alcides in Stremona ilew. 

Long toftcr’d in the filtli of Lerna lake, 
Whofe many heads out-hudding ever new, 

Did breed him endlcfs labour to fubdue. 


§ 149 . Hypoaiic. 

A T length they chanc't to meet upon the way 
An aged fire, in long black weeds yclad, 

His feet all bare, his beard all hoarie graie. 
Ami by his belt his book he hinging had; 

Sober he feenfd, and very fagely fad. 

And to the ground his eyes were lowly bent. 
Simple in (hewe, and void of malice bad, 

And all the way he prayed as he went, [pent. 
And often knockt his bread, as one that did re<** 


§ 150. Mefteju 

qF which th^e firft, that all the reft did guide^ 
^ fluggifli Idlenefs, the nurfe of fin ; 

Upon a (lothful afs he chofc to ride, 

Arraid in habit black, and amis thin. 

Like an holy monk the fervis to begin. * 

And in his hand a portcfTc ftill he bare, 

That much was wornc, but therein little red ; 

For of devotion he had little care. 

Still d^o^Yn’d in .fleep, and moft of hia days dead. 

Scam 
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aas 


Scarce could he once uphold his heavy head 
To lookcn whether it were night or day. 

May feem the wainc was very evil hd, 

When I’uch an one had guiding of the way, 
That knew not whether right he went, or elfc 
aftray. 

From worldly cares himfelf he did efloinc, 
And greatly Ihunned manly e\crcifc: 

For every \v( rk he challenged cffoinc, 

For contemplation (aki^ yet otherwife, • 

His life he led in iawlcTs riotife; 

By whicl' he grew to grievious maladie; 

For in his lufticl's limbs tlirough evil giiifc 
A lliakmg feaver raign'd coniinually; 

Such one was Idlend's, tirll of this company. 


I^mrancf, 


forth 


Upon a bed of rofes fhc was laid, 

As faint through heat, Or dight to plcafant lin, 
And was arraid, or rather dilanaid, 

All in a veil of filk and filver thin. 

That hid no whit her ahibaftcr fKin, 

But rather llicwd more white, it more might be; 
More fubtilc web i\rachne cannot Iptn, 

Nor the fine nets which oft we woven fee 
Of feorched dew, do not in th’ air more lightly 
hec. 


§ > 5 ' - 

A ' l^l^j creeping crooked pace, 

came 

An v)ld man, with beard as white as fnow, 

That on a llafFe his fechlc fteps did frame. 

And guide his weary Heps hot’u to and froj 
For his eye-light him faiiul long ago: 

And on his anne a hunch of keys he bore. 

The »vhich, unufed, ruft did over-growe: 

Thole were the keys of every itiwaid dorcj 
But he Cfuld not them ulc, but kept them ftill 
in (lore. 

But very uncouth figlit was to behold 
How he did f.iil'itm his untoward pace : 

Foi us he tuiward mov’d his footing old, 

So batkwavd ttill was turn’d his w'rinklcd face \ 
Unlike to men, who ever as tl ey trace, 

Both ftei and face one v. ay arc W'ont to lead j 
This was the .'luieiu keeper of tliat place, 

And folier-fatljer of rhe giant dead, 

His nanit Ignaro did hi*' nature right aread. 

§ hiL'/nJlancy, 

XpOR thofc fame i Hands, feeing now and then. 
Are not firmc land, or any certcin W'onne, 

But ftraggling jilots; which to and fro do ronne 
In the wide w^aters : therefore are they hight 
The VVandring lllaiids ; therefore do them 
Ihonnc ; 

For they liavc oft drawn many a wandring 
wight 

Into mo(t deadly danger and diftrelTed plightc 

Yctw'ell the Weem to him, thatfarre doth view, 
Both faiic and fruitful, and the ground difpred 
With grallie green of delcftable hew, 

And the tall trees with leaves unparclled, 

Arc deckt w'ith blolToms dyed in white and red; 

That more the palTcngers thereto allure j 
But whofoever once hath faftened 
Jlis foot thereon, may never it recurc. 

Bus wandreth evermore uncertain and unfurc. 


§ 154. Lt.(h(ry, 

A ND next to him rode luftfull Lechery, 

U pcjn a bearded goat, whocs rugged haire. 
And whalcy c)cs (tlu figne of jcaloufic) 

W.as hkc rl.e ptrfon felt whom he did bearc; 1 
Who rough, :i>iil black, and filthy did appearc^ 
Ur.llemly man to plcale fair lady’s eye ; 

Yet he of l.idyi oft was loved dear, 

When fairer faces were bid ftanden by: 

O ! who docs know the bent of woman'l 
fantaGc ? 

In a green gowne he clothed was full fairc. 
Which underneath did hide his filthinefs. 

And in his hand a burning heart did bare. 

Full of vaiiie follies, and new faiigicnefs : 
t'or he wMs fall'e, and fraught with ficklcncfs. 
And learned had to love with fecrcit iookes. 
And well could dance and fing with ruefninefs, 
And fortunes tell, and read in lovcing books, 
And tiioufand otlicr waies, to bait his ileflily 
hooks. 

Inconftant man, that loved all he faw, 

And lufted after all that he did love, 

Ne would his lool'er life be tied to law, 

But joy’d weak women's hearts to tempt and proven 
If from their loyal loves he might them move ; 

Which Icwdnifsfiirdhiniwirlireproachfulpainc 
Of that foul will which all men reprove, 

That rots the marrow and confames the brainc : 
Such one was Lcciiery, the third of all this 
trainc. 


§ m3. Incontinence, 

T he wanton lady with her lover rofe, 

\Vhoes (leepy head ibe iu lap did fofe 

difpofc* 


§ 155 . Lift', 

^ Why doc wretched men fo much defire 
^ To diaw their days unto the utnioft date, 
And doe not rather wiili them foon expire, 

K-. owing the niil'cry of their eftate. 

And thoufand perils which them ftill awaite, 
Tolling themfelves like a boat amid the mainc 
That every hour they knock at deathes gate ? 
And he that happy feemes, and Icaft in paine. 
Yet is as nigh his end, as he chat moft; doth 
plaine. 

The whiles fomc one did chaunt this lovely lay : 
Ah fee, who fo faire thing doft fainc to fee. 

In fpringing ftowre the image of thy day ; 

All fee thy virgin rofe, how fwcetly (hce 
Doth firft peep forth with bafhful modeftie, 

That fairer feems, the lefs you fee her may j 
Lo, fee foon after, how more bold and free 
Her bared bofom (he doth broad difplay ; 

Lo; fee foon after; how flie fades and falls away. 


Book IV, 


^38 ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


So palTcrh in the pafling of a clay, 

Otpiortai life the Icafc, the bud, riic flowrc, 

Nc more cloth flouriih after hrll decay. 

That eai'ft was fought to deck hotii bcil and bowre 
Of many a lady, and many a paramriurc ; 

Gather the rofe of lovr, whillt yet is time, 
W'hilit loving tliou mnyil loved be with equal 
Clime. 

§ icb. Lifj'.i. 

T IKE as a lion that bv cl.aiincc clith fill 
^ Into the hunttt’s loylc, dr’th rage and roare, 
In roval heart dil'daining to be tiu'dil : 

But ail in vaine; for what miglit one do more ? 
'They have liim taken c.ii)rive, tho‘ it gricce him 


Like as .1 I'OM, vhots impciial powrc 

A pioiid rebcIlKUi^ inici'Jin defui, 

T’a'.oid the rain aiTauh .ind wrathful ftowrc 
Of his fierce foe, him to a tr^c ai>plit£, 

And when him iunnr\" in foil courfe he fpies, 
He dips ;;fuk. ; the whiles that furious beaft 
pretioLVo heme, fought of his cntinics, 
btiikcG 111 the ftovk, lie thcace can be rcleaft, 
iiut to the nsighty victor yields a bounteous 
fcaft. 

§ 15 ;. Lo'vt, 

^ Sacred fire that burned mightily 
^ In living brdls, yki'idlcd hrfi above, 
Eniongft til’ eternal fphcrcs and limping fky, 
And thence pour’d into mcn^ which men call 
love i 

Not that lame which doth bale alfe^lions move 
In brutiili ininiits, and filtliy lult infiamc ; 
tut that lu'cet lit, that dries true hCMUtv love, 
And choierh vertue for his deareft dume, 
"Whence I'pting all noble deeds, and never- 
dying fame. 

Well did antiq'uric a god thee deeme. 

Tint c\er mortal minds Ins fo g e it might, 

' I'o order them as bed to thee dotli Kerne, 

And all their actions ro direct aright; 

The fatal purpofe of divine foreliglit 
Thou dofi effect in dellined defeciiTs, 

Through deep impreHicn of thy fecret might; 
And ftirredft up the heiwts high intents, 
Which the late world admires for wondrous 
monuments. 

Wondrous it is ro fee in diverfe mlndcs, 

How diverfly r.ove doth his pagennrs play, 

And (hews his power in variable kinds: 

The bafer wit, whoes idle thoughts alway, 

Afe wont to cleave unto the lowly clay. 

It ftirreth up to fcnfual defire, 

And in lewd lloth to w aft its carclcfs day ; 

But in brave fprirc it kindles goodly fire. 

That to all high defert and honour doth afpire. 

Ne fulTereth uncomely idlencfs 
In his free thought to build her flupgilh neft j 
Ne lufttj'vUi it tlmuglit of lU'grmltneK, 


Ever to creep into his noble breft ; 

But to the higheft and the worthieft 

Lifttth it up, that elfc would lowly fall ; 

It lets not fall, it lets it not to reft : 

It lets not fcarce this prince to breath at all, 
Bui to his firft purfuit him forward ftill doth 
call. 

§ 158. MudiH'fi, 

I^ITII hundred iron chains he did him bind, 
^ ’ And hundred knotts that did him fore con- 
firaine : 

Yet his great iron teeth he ftill did grinde, 
And grimly gnafti, rhrcaniing revenge in vainc ; 
His burning t \ n, whom bloiidy ftnikes did ftainc. 
Stared full wide, and threw forth I'pa’ ks of fire ; 
And more tor ranke dclpighr, tlicn for great painc, 
bhak'r his long Itjcks, colour’d like copper wiie, 
And bit his tawny beard to lliew his raging ire. 



L ike ar, a maftiffc, h ivir.g at a bay 

A Qvage bull, wliccs cruel horaes do threat 
Dffpcnite danger, if he them alfay, 

Tiaccth hi', ground, and rt-und about doth beat, 
To fpv wiieie lie may l<niu.* advantage git ; 

The whilft tlic bcM'.t doth rage and loudly roar. 

§ xfio. Muiiocri'y, 
fccond filter, who did far excel 
^ The other two; Medina was her name, 

A fober, fad, and coinch, courteous dame; 

Who rich array'd, and yet in inodefr guizc, 

In gor)dIy garments, tliat her well became. 

F.iiie marching forth in honouiable wile, 

Him at the thicihuld met, and well did enter* 
prize. 

Site led him up into a goodly Ixowrc, 

And comely courted with meet niodcfrie, 

Ne in her Ipeech, ne in her haviour, 

Was lightnefa fecnc, or loofer vaniiie. 

But gratioiis womanliood, and gravirie, 

Above the rcafon of her youthful years: 

Her golilcn lo. ks ftic roundly did uptic 
Jn biayded trammells, that no loofer hares 
Did out of order ftray about hex dainty cares. 

Betwixt them both the fair Medina fiuc, 

With fober grace, and giiodly cariage : 

With equall meafure (lie doth moderate 
The ftrong extremities <»f their outr. ge ; 

Th It forward pair Ihe cve* would al.w igc. 

When they would ftrive due reafon to exceed j 
But that lame froward twaine would accourage, 
And of her plenty addc unto their need : 

So kept ihe them in order, and her feif in heed. 


§ 1 6 1 . Marcy, 

^pHEY, pairing by, were guided by degree 
Unto the preifance of that gratious queen : 
Who fate on high, that Ihe might ah men fee, 

Aud 
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And might of all men royally be fecnc, 

Upon a throne of gold full bright and fliccnc ; 

Adgnud all wiSi gemmes of ciidlefs price, 

As either might for wealth have gotten been, 

Or could be fram'd by woikman’s ime device; 
And all emboli with lyons and with flowre-de lice. 

And over all her cloth of date was Ipred, 

Not of rich tifl’ew, nor of cloth of gold, 

Nor of ought cllc that may be richcft red, 

But like a cloud, as likell may be told. 

That her broad fpreading wings did wide unfold; 
Whots Ikirrs were bordered witli bright funny 
• heames, 

C liftring like gold, amongft the plights enndd, 
And here and there fliO(<ting forth fil ver ftrtames, 
Mongft which crept little angels thro’ the glit- 
tering glcames. 

Seemed thofe little angels did uphold 
The cloth of ftare, and on their purpled wings 
Did bear the pendautK, thro’ their nimhltfb bold, 
Befules a thou fund more of iuch, ns fmgs 
Hymnes to high God, and carols heavenly things, 
Kncomp.iftcd the throne, on which Ihe fate : 
She angel-like, the heir of ancient kings 
And mighty conquerors, in ro^ al ftarc, 

WhiJll kings and Caefars at li’er feet did them 
proftrate. ^ 

Thus flic did fit in fovcrcign ma}cftic. 

Holding a feepTer in her royal hand, 

'I he I'acrtd pledge of peace and clcmcncie, 
■VViili which high God had bhft her happv land, 
Maiigre fo many foes which did wirhttnnd. 

But at her feet her fword was likewife layd, 
Whoes long reft rufted the bright ftccly brand, 

\ Lt when as foes enforc’t, or friends fought ayde, 
She could it fteinly draw, that all the world dif- 
maide ; 

And round about before her feet there fate 
A beautic of fairc virgins clad in white. 

That goodly fceni’d t’ adorne her royal ftate. 
All Io\ely daughters of high Jove, that hight 
l-itje, by him iWgol in love’s delight, 

Upon the righteous Themis : thofe they fay 
Upon Jove’s judgmeiit-lcat waite Jay and night, 
And when in wrath he threats the w orld’s decay, 
They doc his anger calme, and cruel vengeance 
ft ay. 

They alfo doe, by his divine pcimilfion. 

Upon the thrones of mortal princes tend, 

And often tr;^»t for partlon and remilhon 
• To fuppliants through frailtie which oiFend ; 
Thofe did upon Marcillae’s throne attend ; 

Juft Dice, wife Eunomie, mild Eircnc ; 

And them amongft, her glory to commend. 

Sate goodly Temperance, in garments dene, 
And facred Revcraacc,y borne of heavenly ftrene. 

Some cierkes doe doubt in their dcviccful art, 
'Whether this heavenly thing, whereof I treat, 
To weeten, mercy, be of juftice part, 

Or drawne forth from her by divine extreate. 
This well I wote> that lure flie is as great, 

And meriteth to have as high a place, 


Sith in Ih’ Almighties cverlafting feat 

She firft was bred, and borne of heavenly race^ 
From thence pour’d down on men, by uitlueucc 
of grace. 

For if that virtue be of that g-cat might. 
Which from juft venhd will ftir notliing ftait^ 
But to preferve inviolatcd right, 

Oft fpoils the principal to favc the part ; 

So much more then is that of powre and art, 
Thai feckes ro lave -the fuhjctt of lier Ikili, 
Yet never doth from doom of right depart; 

As it is gi carer praife to favc, than fpill ; 

And belter to icformc, than to cut off the ilL 


§ 162. Mine)*va, 

T IK.R as Miiitria, bci’''g late return’d 
^ Krcuu llaughter of ihc giants c()nijucrcd ; 
Where proud Kncelude, whocs wide noleliila 
hurn’d 

With breathed ri unc*;, like to a fiirnacc red, 
Transiixid with his fpear, down tiunhled dead 
From top of Hemu;., by him heaped liie, 

Hath loos'd her liLlmct trom her lofty head^ 

And her Goigonian Ihield gins to untie 
From her left anno, to reltin gloiious vidtoric. 


§ 163. Morning, 

A T lad fair Ikfperiis, in his higheft Iky 
' ^ Jlad fpenc his lamp, and brought forth dawn- 
ing light. 

Then up lie r»»fe, and clad him haftilv; 

The dv.uife him brought his ftced: fo both Hivay* 
did liy. 

Anothr, 

Now w hen the ro^y-hnger’d morning fairc, 
VV'^eary of aged Tithoii’s faffron bed, 

Ifad fpred her purple robe thro’ dcawy atre. 
And the high hills Titan difcovered, 

The royal sirgin fliook her drowfy head. 

Another, 

At laft, the golden oriental gate 
Of grcatdl heaven gan to open fatre. 

And Phahus !reih, as hndegrome to his matr«. 
Came dancing forth, lhakiug Ids dcawy hearc: 
And hurles hisghftering beanies thi o’ gloomy air«. 

Ar>fjfher. 

Soon as the fiery lii cakes with purple bcamcfL 
Difperfe the lh:idowcs of tlie mifty night, 

And Titan playing on the cafteine ftreames, 
Gan clc.'trc the dcawy aire with fpringing light; 

So foon as day, fouh dawning fr.vii the caft. 
Night’s humid cuitaiiic from the hetvtns with- 
drew, 

And earlv calling forth both man and beaft, 
Commanded them their daily workes renew. 


§ 164. Mountain. 

TT w:as an hill pLic’t in an open plainc. 

That round about was bordered with a wood 
Of matchicfs height, that feem’d tli’ earth to dif- 
dainc, 
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In w'hich all trees of honour ftately flood, 

And did all winter as in fummer bud, 

Spreading pavilions for the birds to bowrc, 
Which in tltcir lowly branches fung aloud, 

And in their tops the foaring hauKc did towre, 
Sitting like king of fowles in inajcfiy and powre. 

And at the foot thereof, a gentle flood 
His filver waves did f iftly tumble down, 
Unmarr’d with ragged mols or filthy mud ; 
Ke mote wild beafts, nc mote the ruder clowne 
Thereto approach, nc filth mote therein drowne : 

But nymphs and faeries by the bankes did fit. 
In the wood lhade, which did the waters crowiic. 
Keeping all noifome things away from it, 

And to tlic waters fall tuning their accents fit. 

And on the top thereof a fpatioiis plaine 
Did Ijircad itfclf, to ferve to all delight, 

Hitherto dance, whenthey tod.mce w<juld fainc, 
Or clfe to courfe about their bafes light ; 
l*Jc ought there wanted, which for pleafurc might 
Defircd be, or thence to banilh bale ; 

So plci.fr nrly the hill, with equal height. 

Did feein to over-look the lowly vale, 
Therefore it rightly clccpcd was Mount Acidale. 


§ 165. MutahHiiy\ 

CUCH is the tveaknefs of all mortall hope ; 

^ So fickle is the ftatc of earthly things. 

That ere they come into their aimed fcopc, 
They fall fo Iborr of our fraile reckonings, 

And bring us bale and bitter forrowings, 

Inflead of comfort which wc (hould embrace : 
This is the ftatc of Caifars and of kings. 

Let none therefore that is in meaner place. 
Too greatly grieve at any his unlucky cafe. 


§ 166. W^ht. 


'I^IIKTvF. gricfly Night, with vifage deadly lad, 
' ^ Thar Pliccbu s ’cbc.irfu 1 1 fac c d u rft never \ ie w, 
And m H foul black pitchy mantle clatl, 

She finds forth coincing from her darkfoiiic mew, 
Where flic all day did hide her hated hew. 

Before the dore her iron charot ftood. 

Already luirncflcd for journey new; 

And cble-blaek Heeds ybornc of lullilhbuxid. 
That on their nafty bits did champ, as they were 
wood. 


By this, ctcriiall lamps, whcrc-with high Jove 
Doth light tlie world, w ere h i if yfpent, 

'And the moift daughters of huge Atlas fliovc 
Into th* ocean deep to drive their wearie drove, 
Now when as all the world in filence deep 
yihrowded w’as, and every’ mortal wight 
Was drowned in the depth of deadly fleep. . 

Night, thou foule mother of annoyance fad. 
Sifter of heavy death, and nurfe of woe, 

Which waft begot in heaven, but for tJiy bad 
And brutilli lhape', thruft downc to hell below. 
Where, by the grim lloud of Cocytus llovvc, 
dwelling is'Hcrebus' black hous. 


.(Black Hcrebus, thy hulband, is the foe 
Of all the Gods) where thou ungracious, 

Half of thy days doeft lead in horrour hedeous. 

What had th* Eternal Maker need of thee. 
The world in his continual courfc to keep, 

That doeft all things deface, ne letteft fee 
The bcautic of his work ? Indeed in ilcep 
The flothfu^bocly doth love to fteep 

His iuftlcfs limbs, and drowne his baler mind. 
Doth praife thee oft. and oft from Stygian deep 
Calls thee his goddefs, in his errour blind. 

And great dame Nature’s hand -maid chearing 
every kind. 

But well I wote, that to an heavy heart 
Thou ait the root and nu:fc of bitter Cares, ^ 
Breeder of new, renewer of old linarts ; 

Tnftcad of reft, thou Icndelt r.iyliiig tcares. 

Ami dreadful vifio;:s, in th'. which alive. 

The dreary image of ful De.'th appears : 

So from the w arie fpinie tln»ii doft diivc 
Defiled left, and men of happinefs deprive. 

Under thy mantle black there hidden lye, 
Liglit- ftiLi lining i lit ft, and travtcrous intent, 
Abliorrcd bloudlhcd, and vile felony, 
Shamcfull deceipt, and danger immeiu, 

Kuulc horror, and eke hcllilli dreriment: 

All thefe (I wote) in thy protc^iion bee, 

And light doe fliunne, for fear of being IbentJ 
For, light ylike is loth’d of them and rlicc, 
And all that lewdncls love, doc hate the light? 
to fee. 

For d.iy dilcovers all dilhoneft wayes, 

And flieweth each thing as it is indeed, 

The prayfes of high God he fair difplaycs. 
And his^largc bounty rightly doth arced, 

Days blelfcd children be the bicftbd ftTcf,- 

Which darknefs lhall fubdue, and heaven win ^ 
Truth is his daughter, he her lirft did breed, 
Mod facred virgin, witliimt fpot or fin : 

Our life is dayj but death with darknefs doth 
begin. 

Now gan the humid vapour flicd the ground 
With pearly dew, and the earth's gloomy lhade 
Did dim the brightncls of the welkin round, 
That every bird and beaft avvarned made 
To flirowd thcmfclvcs, while fleep their fenfes di 4 
invade. 


§ 167. Occafiorin 

A ND him behind, a wicked hagg did ftalkc,, 
In ragged robes, and filthy difarray ; * 

Her other leg was lame, that Ilia no^te walk^ 
But on a ftaff lier feeble fteps did flay ; 

Her locks, that loathly were, and hoary ^rcy, 
Grew all afore, and loofcly hung unroll’d ; 

But all behind was bald, and worn away, 

That none thereof could ever taken hold, [old. 
And ckc her face ill-fiivour’d, full of vvrinklea 
And ever as flic went, her tongue did walk 
In foul reproach, and terms of vile defpight. 
Provoking him, by her outrageous talk. 

To heap more vengeance on that wretched wight^ 

Soine>« 
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Some times fhc raught him (tones, wlicrcwith to 
finite. 

Sometimes her ftaff, tho’ it her own leg were, 
Withoiiten which fhe could not go upright ; 

Nc evil means fhe did forbearc, [reJirc. 

7'liat might him move to wrath, and indignation 


§ i68. Palate of Sleep* 

^pO Morpheus' houfe doth haftily repairc \ 

^ Amid the bowels of the eartli full fteep 
And lowc, where dawning day doth never peep, 
His^ dwelling is ; there Therys his wet bed 
Doth ever wafh, and Cynthia (till doth iteep 
In filvcr dew his ever drouping head. 

Whiles fad night over him her mantle black doth 
fpread. 

Whofe double gates he findeth locked feft, 
The one faire fram’d with burnifb'd ivory. 

The other all with filver ovcr-caft ; 

And wakchill dogges before them farre doe lye, 
Watching to banifh Care their enemy. 

Who oft is wont to trouble gentle flcep. 

By them the Ipright doth pafs in quietly, [deep 
And unto Morpheus comes, whom drownded 
In drowfie lit he finds ; of nothing he takes keep. 

And more to lull him in his flumbcrs foft, 

A trickling ftream from high rock tumbling 
down, 

And ever drizling mine upon the loft, 

Mixt witha murmuring wind, much like thefound 
Of fwarming bees, tlid caft him in a fuoonc : 

No other noife, nor peoples troublous cryes, 
As ftill are wont t’ annoy the walled town, 
Might there be heard : but carclefs quiet lies, 
Wrapt in eternal filencc, farre from enemies. 


§ 169. lyger. 

A S when twotygers, pinch’d with hunger’s rage. 
Have by good fortune found fome beall’s fitfli 
fpoylc, 

On which they ween their famin to aflfwage, 
And gainc a fcaftful guerdon of their toylc. 

Both falling out, do Sir up frrife-full bfoyle, 
And crucll battell 'twixi thcnifelvcs do make, 
Wliiles neither lets the other touch the fpoyle, 
But either 'fdcignes with other to partake. 

Another* 

As when a tyger and a lyoncfs 
Are met a fpoyling of fome hungry prey. 

Both challenge it with equal greedintfs ; 

But firft the tyger clawes thereon did lay j 
And thcrefoie, loth to loos her right a^^av. 

Doth in defence thereof full floiuly ftond ; 

To which the lyon flrongly doth gainfay, 

That fhe to hunt the beaft firft took in hond j 
And therefore ought it have, where e\cr Ihc it 
found. 


§ 170. Wind^* 

•——LIKE as a bnift*rous.wind, [hid, 
iVliwh iu th’ earth’s hollow cavci hath long been 


«» 

And fhut up faft within her prifbns blind. 
Makes the huge elemenr againft her kind 
To move, and tremble as it were aghaft. 

Untill that it an iffuc forth may find, 

Then forth it breakes, and witli his furious blaft 
Confound both land and feas, and Iky dothovcrcaft. 


§ 1 7 1. Sun, 

A S when two Suns appear in th* azure fky, 

^ Mounted m Plioebus’ chariot iicrie bright : 

Botli darting forth f aire beames tociich man ’s eye. 
And both adorn'd with lamps of flaming bgl»t. 
All that behold fuch ftrangc prodigious light. 
Not knowing nature’s vvoik, noi what to ween e. 
Arc wrapt with wonder and with rare afl'.ight. 


§ 172. Phaeton, 

■pXCEEniNG llionc, like Phoebus’ faireft 
" childe, 

That did prefumc his father’s ficrie wainc. 

And flaming mouthesof ftecds unwonted wild, ' 
Thro’ higheft heaven with weaker hand to rainej 
Proud of fuch glory and advancement vainc, 
While flaflring beams doc da/e his feehlc cycn. 
He leaves the wilkin way moll beaten plaine. 
And wrapt with whirling wheels enflame the 
lk)cn 

With fire not made to burn, but fairly for to fhinc. 


S '73- Si^ht. 

npHK firft troupe was a monllrous rabhicinent 
•*- Of fowle niifhapcn wights, of whic ii fome wl re 
Hcadtd hkeowles, with beakes uncomely bent. 
Others like dogs, others like gryphons dicare, 
And fome had wings, and fome had clawes to tcarc. 
And every one of them had Ivnces eyes, 

And every one did bowe and anowes bcaie. 

All thofc were lawlefs lufts, cori'upt envies. 
And covetous afpedh, all cruell enemies. 

Thofc fame againft the bulwarkc of the light 
Did lay flrong fiege, and battailous aflanlt, 

Ne once did yield it refpit day nor night, 

But fcx)n as Titan gan his head exault, 

And foon again as he his light withl.ault, 

TJicir wicked engines tiiey againft it bent: 
Thar is, each thing by w hicli the eyes may fault; 
But rw o than all more liuge and \ ioJent, 
Beauty and money , they tharbuhvark forelyrent. 


§ 174. Slander. 

S O when that foreft they liad paffed well, 

A little cottage farre away thev fpide, 

To .which they drew, ere night upon them fell; 
And entering in, found none therein abide. 

But an old woman fitting there befidc, 

Upon the ground, in ragged rude attire, 

With filthy locks about her fcattcred wide, 

Gnawing 
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Gnawing her naylcs for fclnefs and for ire, 
And thcrcQUt fucking venom to her parts intirc. 
A foule and loathly creature lure in light, 

And in conditions to be loath’d nu (els : 

For Ihcc was ftuft with rancour and tlefpight 
Up to the throat ; that oft witli birternefs 
It forth would break, and gulh in great excefs. 
Pouring out ftreames of poyfon and of gall, 
Gainft all that truth or virtue doe piofeilc ; ' 

Whome flie with lecfmgs lewdly did nufcall, 
And wickedly back-bite: her name men Slander 
call. 

Her nature is, all goodnefs to abufe, 

And caufclefs crimes continually to fiame ; 

With which flic guiltkls peribns may acenfe. 
And ftealc away the crowne of their good name: 
Ne ever knight fo bold, ne ever dame 

So chaft and loyall liv’d, but (he would ftrivc 
With forged caufe them fallely to defame : 

Nc ever thing was done lb well alive, 

But Ihe with blame wouldl>lot,and of duepraife 
deprive. 

Her words were not as common words arc ment, 
T* exprefs the meaning of the inward minde ; 

But noilbme breath, and poys’nous Ipint lent 
From inward parts, wirh cancar’d malice lin’d, 
And breathed forth wirh blall of bitter wiiulc ; 
Which palfingthro’ the cares, would pearce the 
heart, 

And wound the foul it felf with grief unkind: 
For, like the iVmgsof afpes.thit kill with inuirt, 
Her fpightfnll words did prick and wound the 
iiiher part. 


§ 175 . S:of‘?f 2 C» 

H er cr}'de, as rageing fcas are wont to rorc, 
When wintry ftorme his wrathful! wreck does 
threat, 

The rolling billows beat the ragged fliorc, 

As they the earth would llionldcr from her feat, 
And greedy gulf does gape, as he would eat 
His neighbour clement in Ids revenge : i 
Then gin the blulVcrirg brearhren boldlv threat. 
To move the world from ofFliis rtedfaft htTigt, 
Andboyftrous batrell make, each othertpavenge. 

Anotbfr. 

Like to a ftorm that hovers under fkic 
Long here and tl-cre, and round about doth flic, 
At length breaksdownin rainc,and h.ule, md fleet, 
Firft from one coafl, till nought thereof be dry; 
And then another, rill that likcwife fleet ; 

And lb from fide to fide, till all the world be weet. 


§ 176 . Sujictji/iiojt. 

TT^HEREthat old woman day and night did pray 
Upon her beades devoutly penitent; 

Nine h^ ndred Pater-nofters every day, [fay. 
And thnee nine hundred Aves (he was wont to 
And to augment her paincfull penance more, 
Tivrice every week in albcs Ihc did fit, 


And next her wrinkled Ikin rough fackcloth w ofPi 
And thrice three times did fall from any bit. 

Upon the image with his naked blade 
Three times, as in defiance, there (he ftrokc ; 

And the third time, out of an hidden (hade. 
There fortli ilfucd from under the altar fmoake, 
A dreadful fiend, with foul deformed look, 

That flretcht it ftlf, ns it had long lain fiill ; 
Tliat her long taile and feathers ilrunjjlv fluxik. 
That all the temple did v. ith tcn\»r till *, 

Y et him nought icrrified, that feared nothing ill* 
An huge great bead it was, when it in length 
Was fliretcHed forth, rhat nigh lill’d all the place, 
And feem’d to be of infinite great ftrength ; 
Honiblc, hideous, and of hcllifli race. 

Borne of the brooding of Ecliidna bale, 

Or other like inlernall furies kind ; 

For of a maide flic had the outward face, 

To Iiide the horrour whic'u did lurk Ixliind, 
The bettei to beguile whom (he fo fond did find. 
Thereto the body of a dog flic had, 

Full of fell rav.n and fierce grcediiuTs ; 

A Ivon’s clawes with power and rigour clad, 

T o rend and tearc what lb flic can opprefs ; 

And dragon's taile, whocs fling without redrefs 
Full deadly wounds, when io it is empight ; 
An caglc*s wings for fcopc, and fpcedinel's, 

Th It nothing may efcape her ravening might, 

I Wl\ercto llic ever iill to make her hardy flight. 

Much like in foulncfs and deformitic 
Unto that monfter, whom, the Theban knight 
The tyilier of that fatal progeny, 

Made kill herfelf for vet\ heart’s defpight, 

'Fhat he had read her riddle, which no wight 
Could ever loolc, but fuffred deadly doolc: 

So alfo did this m« nftcr ule like iHg'nt 
To many a one, which c;ime into her febool, 
Whom liie did put to death, deceived likeafooL 


§ 177. Snff'nit.m, 

"DUT he was foiilc, ill-favnured, and grim, 

^ Under hi^ eye-brows Jc’oking llill al'caunce; 

And ever as t):fl’emb lance lauglit on him, 

Me lowr'd on her with dangerous eyc-glancc, 
Shewing hi. inrurc in his countenance ; 

His rolling eyes did never reft in place, 

But vvaikt each way for fear of liid mifchancc, 
Holding a lattice Itill before liis fact, 

Tiiro' wliiidi he fiill did peep ns foiwaid lie dij 
pals. 


§ 178, Venm. 

TOUT in the midtt the goddclTe felf did fland^ 
^ Upon an altar of Ibrnc coftly mafic, 

Whocs fuliftancc was uneath to underftand ; 
For nciihtr precious (tones, nor durefiill braffcp. 
Nor (hming gold, nor mouldring clay it was; 

But yet more rare and pretious to cltceme. 
Pure in afpett, and like to cryftall gkils ; 

Yet glafs was not, if one did right^ deem; 
But being faiic aiidbrittlc, liked glad didfeeme. 

Btti 
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But it in lhapc and bcnuty did cxccll 
All ot!i> r idols which the heathen adore $ 

Faiic [Mlling that, which by furpailing Ikill 
Phidias did make in Paphos iflc of yore, 

With winch th.it wrctclic d Grecke that life forlorc 
J)nl fhll ill love: yet this mucli fairer fliincd, 
But covtred wiih iltndcr veile afon;, 

And both her feet and legs together twined 
Were with a fnake, whocs head and taiie wort 
faH exilin' lined. 

The caiifc v hy flic was co^c^cd with *a \cilc, 
Was hard to know, for that licr pried ^ the fame 
From people's knowledge labour’d to conccale. 
But footh it was not furc for womanifli lliamc, 

Nor any blemiih which the worke mote blame j 
Bur for (they fjy ) (he hach bt.ili kinds in one, 
Both male and female, botJi under fine name; 

She fire and mother is herielf alone ; 

Begets, and eke conceives, nc nccdcili other none. 

And all about her neck and fhoulders Hew 
A Hock of liiile lo\cs, and fpoits and joyts, 

With nimble wings of gold and purple hew ; 
Whoes fliapes fcem’ii not like to terrtflri.il boyea, 
But like to angels playing heavenly toyes ; 

The whilft their elder brother was away, 
Cupid, their elder brother; he enjoyes 

The wide kingdoine of love witli lordly fway, 
And to his law compels all creatures to obey. 
And all about her altar fcattcr’d lay 
Grcvjt forts of lovers pitioufly complaining, 

Some of rlieir lofs, fonic of their love’s delay, 
Some of their piide, fomc paragons dil'daining, 
Some fearing fraude, fomc fraudulently fayning; 
As ever one had caufe of good or ill* 


§179. *i e tuple of F oius, 

^HE temple of great Venus, that is hight 

Ihe (picen of bcaiuy, and of love the 
mother. 

There worlhipjied of every living wight ; 
Whole goodly workmanfliip farre paft all other 
That ever were on earth, all were they fet to- 
gether. 

Not tltat fame famous temple of Diane, 

Whoes height all Ephefus did over- fee, 

And which all Afia fought with v«»ws profane. 
One of the world’s feven wonders faid to be. 
Might match with this by many a degree : 

Nor that, which that wife king of Jurie 
framed, 

endlefs coll to be the Almighty’s fee ; 

Nor all that elfc through all the world is 
named 

To all the heathen gods, might like to this be 
clamed. 

I, much admiring that fo goodly frame, 

Unto the porch approacht, which open flood, 

But therein fat an amiable dame. 

That feem’d to be of very fober mood, 

And in her fcmblant flicw’d great womanhood: 

Strange was her tire ; for on her licad a crown 
She wore, much like unto a Dauiilc hood^ 
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Poudred with pearl and flonc; and all. her 
gowoc - ' 

Enwoven was with gold, that nuight full low 
adownc. 

On either fide of her two young men flood, 
Both flrongly armM, as fearing one another, 

Yet were they brethren both of iialf tlie blood. 
Begotten by two fathers of one morlicr. 

Though of contrary natures each other ; 

The one of tliem hight Lo\ e, the other Hate, 
Hate avLis the elder, Love the younger brother j 
Vet was the young er flronger in nis Irate 
Than th’ elder, and him 'inaltred flill in all 
debate. 

Naiiricfs that dame fo avell them tempred both, 
That Ihc them forced hand to join i - hand, 

Aibe that H.atred was thereof full loth, 

And turn'd his fice away as he did fland, 
UnviMing to behold that lovely band, 

Yet Ihe was in" fuch gr'Cc and. vertuous might, 
Titat her commandment he could not wichllaud. 
But bit hi.^ hp for felonous defpight, 

And gnaflic his iron tuiks at that dlfpleafing 
fight. 

Concord flic eleeped was in common reed, 
Mother of blcficd Peace, and Friendlhip true ; 

'I'hcy botli li(Tiwin.s, both born of heavenly feed, 
And Ihe herlclf Jikewife divinely grew ; 

The which right well her woiks divine did Ihcvv: 

For ft rength, and wealth, and liappinels llic lends, 
And flrife, and war, and anger, does fubdue : 

Of little, much, of foes live maketh friends, 

And to tiliiitHcd minds fweet reft and cpaictfcnd*. 

By her the heaven is in his coiirfe contained, 
And all the w'oikl in flare unmoved Hands, 

As their Almighty Maker fir ft ordained, 

And bound them with inviolable bands ; 

Elfc would the waters overflow the lands, 

And fire devour the aire, and hell them quite, 
But that lUe h'd'ls tlu m with her blcffcd hands. 
She is the j'uifc of plcafure and delight, 

Ai.i unto Vcr.us grace the gate doth open 
nglit. 

Into the inmoft temple thus I came, 

Which fuming all wi*h franlu^ifenle 1 found. 

And odours rifmg frail t’uc aliais flame; 

Upon an hundred maible piJlers i,vu;>d, 

I'he roof up high was reared from the ground, 
Ail deckt wiih crowns, and chains, and gir- 
lends gay, 

A thoufand precious gifts worth many a pound. 
The which fad lovei:. for their vowes did pay; 
And all the ground was Itrew’d with flowers 
as i.cih as May. 

An hundred altars round about wcr^ct, 

All flaming with their facrifices fire. 

That with the fteme thereof the temple fwet, 
Which roul’d in cloudcs, to heaven did afphe. 
And in them bore true lovers vows enti»‘C‘ 

And eke an hundred brazen cauldrons brighCt 
To badie in joy and amorous delire, 

r Every 
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Every which was to a damzcll hight ; 

For oil the prieils were damzells, in foft linnen 
dight* 


§ rSo. Wrath. 

A FT£R that v^rlet’s fight, it was not long 
Ere on the plains fall pricking Guion ipide 
pne in bright armes embattaifed full (Irong, 
That as the Ainny beams doc glance and glide 
Upon the trembling uavc, io Ihincd bright. 
And round about him ihiew forth fparkhng fire, 
That feenied him to cnlTamc on every fide : 

Bis fieeJ was bloody red, and fomed ire, 

When with the maiftring fpor he did him 
roijghJy rtirc. 

Approaching nigh he never ftaid to greet, 

Ne chaffer words, proud courage to provoke. 

But prickt fo fierce, that underneath his feet 
The fmouldringduft did round about him fmokc, 
Both horfc and man nigh able for to choke ; 

And ffiirely couching his fiecUheaded fpear. 
Him firft I'alutcd with a fturdy firokc. 

And him befidc rides fierce revenging Wrath, 
Upon a lyon, loth for to he led ; 

And in his hand a burning brond he hath, 

The which he brandilheth about his head ; 

His eyes did hurle forth fparklcs fiery red. 

And dared dern on all that him beheld, 

As afhes pale of hue, and feeming dead ; 

And on his dagger dill his hand he held, 
Trembling thro’ hady rage, when cholcr in 
him fwcird. 

His ruffin raiment all was dain’d with blood 
Which he had fpilt, and all to rage yrent, ‘ 
Thro* unadviicd radincls woxen w'ood; 

For of his hands he had no government, 

Ne carM for bloud in his avengement ; 

But when the furious fit was overpad. 

His cruel fa£ts he often would repent, 

Yet, wilful man, he never would forccad. 
How many mifehiefs ihould enfue his heedlcfs 
had ! 

Full many mifehiefs follow cruel Wrath; 
Abhorred bloud flirtl, and tumultuous drife. 
Unmanly murther, and unthrifty Icath, 

Bitter defpight, with rancour’s rudy knife, 

And fretting grief, the enemy of life ; 

And thefe and many evils more haunt ire, 

The fwclling Iplcnc, and phrenzy raging rife. 
The fhaking palfey, and St. Francis* fire*, 

Such one was Wrath, the lad of this ungodly 
tire. 


SONNETS, by SMITH, 

§ 181. To the Moon, . 

Q UEKK of the filvcr bow ! by thy pale beam, 

^ Alone and penfive, I delight to dray, 

And watch thv ihadow trembling in the dream, 
Or mailc me Boating clouds that crofs thy 
way* 


And while I gaze, thy mild and placid light 
Sheds a foft calm upon my troubled bread ; 
And oft I think— -Fair planet of the niglit, 

' That in thy orb the wretched may have red : 
The fufferers of the earth perhaps may go 
Releas’d by death— to thy benignant ipherc. 
And the fad children of defpair and woe 
Forget in thee, their cup of forrnw here. 

O f that r fiion may reach thy woi Id ferene, 
Poor wearied pilgrim — in this toi+ing fecne I 


§ 182. On the Departure of the Wgbtingak, 

OWEET poet of the woods— a long adieu ? 

^ Farewcl, foft mindrcl of the early year ? 

Ah * ’twill be long ere thou lhalt fiiig anew, 

And pour thy mufic on the * night’s dull car.* 
Whether on fpring thy wandering flights await. 
Or whether filcnt iii our groves yon dwell. 
The penfive mufc lhall own thee foi her mate, 
And dill proteft the fong die loves fo well. 
With cautious dep the love-lorn youth lhall glide 
Thro’ the li)nc brake that ihadcs thy mofiy ned ; 
And Ihcphcrd girls from eyes profane lhall hide 
The gentle bird, who fings of pity l>i.d : 

For dill thy voice lhall loft affc£ltons move, 

And dill be dear to forrow, and to love ! 


§ 1B3. Written at the Clofe of Spring, 

'T'HE garlands fade that Spring fo lately wm'c. 
Each fimplc fiow’r which (he had nurs'd in 
dew, 

Anemonies, that fpanglcd every grove, 

The primrofe wan, and hare-bell mildly blue. 
No more lhall violets linger in the dell, 

Or purple orchis variegate the plain, 

Till Spring again lhall call forth every bell, 

And drcls with humid hands her wreaths 
again,— 

Ah ! poor humanity ! fo frail, fo fair, 

Are the fond vilions of thy early day. 

Till tyrant paflion, and corrofivc care, 

Bid, all thy fairy colours fade away ! 

Another May new buds and flow’rs lhall bring 5 
Ah ! why has happinel's — no Iccond Spring ? 


5 1 84. Should the lone Wauderer, 

OHOULD the lone wanderer, fainting on 
way, 

Red for a moment of the fultry hours. 

And tho’ his path thro* thorns and rou^nefs Jay, 
Pluck the wild role, or woodbine s gadding 
flow’rs; 

W eavin|;gay wreaths, beneath feme Iheltering tree. 
The Icnfc of forrow lie awhile may lojc; 

So have I fought thy fiow'rs, fair Poefy ! 

So charm’d my way with Friendihip and the 
Mufc. 

But darker now grows life*s unhappy day, 

Darls with new clouds of cYil yet to come, 

Her 
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Her pencil fickening Fancy throws away, 

And weary Hope reclines upon the tomb; 
And points my wiflics to that tranquil fliore. 
Where the pale fpcflrc Care purlues no more. 


§ 185. To Night n 

T LOVE thee, mournful (bber-fuited night, 

^ When the faint moon, yet lingering in hcrwanc, 
And veil'd in clouds, with pale uncertain light 
Hangs o’er the waters of the relUcfs main. 

In deep dcprelFion funk, th’ enfeebled mind 
Will to the deaf, cold elements complain. 

And tell th’ embofom’d grief, however vain, 
To iullen furges and the vicwlefs wind. 

Tho’ nr) repolc on thy dark bread I find, 

I dill enjoy thee, checrlefs as thou art ; 

For in thy quiet gloom th* cxhaudcd heart 
Is calm, tho* wretched ; hopclels, yet icfign’d. 
While to the winds and waves its forrows given. 
May reach — tho’ lod on earth — the ear of Hea- 
ven ! 


§ 186. ToTutnquilUtym 

iN this tumultuous fpherc, for thee unfit, 

■■■ How feldom art thou found— Tranquillity ! 

Unlcfs ’tis when with mild and downcad eye 
By the low cradles thou delight'd to fit 
Of deeping infants, watching the foft breath, 
And bidding the fwcet dumberers eafy lie ; 

Or fometimes hanging o*er the bed of death, 
Where the poor languid fufferer hopes to die. 
O beauteous filler of the halcyon peace ! 

1 fure (hall find thee in that heavenly fcenc 
Where care and anguidi (hall their power 
rcfign ; 

Where hope alike and vain regret (hall ceafe; 
And Memory, lod in happinefs ferene, 

Repeat no more — that milery has been mine I 


§ 187. Written in the Church Yard at Middleton 
in Sujfex, 

P RESS’D by the Moon, mute arbitrefs of 
tides, 

While the loud equinoi its pow’r combines,^ 

The fca no more&ts fwelling furge confines^ 
But o'er the (hrinkiug land fumimely rides. 

The wild blad, rifing from the Wedcra cave, 
Drives the huge billows from their heaving 
bed; 

Tears from their gralTy tombs the village dead, 
And breaks the (ilent fabbath of the grave ! 

With (helU and fea-wced mingled, on the (here, 
Lf 1 their bones whiten in the frequent wave ; 
But vain to them the winds and waters rave ; 
They hear the warring elements no more : 

While 1 am doom’^ by life’s long dorm op- 
pred, 

To gaze with envy os th^ gloomy red» 


§ 188. Written at Penjhurjl^ in Autumn 1788. " 

Y® tow’rs fublime, deferted now and drear. 

Ye woods, deep fighing to the hollow blad, 
The mufing wanderer loves to linger near, 

While Hidory points to all your glories pad : 
And danling from their haunts the timid* Jeer, 
To trace the walks obfeur’d by matted fern. 
Which Waller’s foothing lyre were wonttohear. 
But where now clamours the <lifcordam hern! 
The fpoiling hand of Time may overturn 
Thefe lofty battlements, and quite deface 
The fading canvas whence we Jove to learn 
Sydney’s keen look, and Sachariflfa’s grace; 
But fame and beauty dill defy decay, 

Sav’d by tli’ hidoric page, tJte poet's tender lay I 


§ 189. Elegy. 

* T\ARK gathering clouds involve the tlircat- 

ening (kies, 

‘ The fca heaves confeiousof th’ impcndinggloom, 
‘ Deep hollow murmurs from the cliffs arilc ; 

‘ They come — ^thc Spirits of the Temped come! 

* O ! may fuch terrors mark th’ approaching 

night 

* As reign’d on that thefe ftreanping eves deplore I 
‘ Flafh, ye red fires of heaven, with ratal light, 

i And with confiidling winds, yc waters, roar! 

* Loud and more loud ye foaming billowis burd I 
‘ Yc warring elements more fieraly rave ! 

< Till the wide waves o'erwhehn the fpot accurd 

* Where ruthJefs Avarice finds a quiet grave I’ 

Thus with clafp’d hands, wild looks, and dream- 
ing hair, 

While (lineks of horror broke her trembling fpcech, 
A wretched maid, the viftim of defpair, 

Suivcy’d tiie threatening dorm and defart bcacli. 

Then to the tomb where now the father flept 
Whofc i^kggfft nature bade her forrows flow, 
Frantic fhc turn’d— and beat Iwr bread and wep|, 
Invoking vengeance on the duU below. 

* Lo 1 riling there above each humbler hean, 

‘ Yon cypher'd dones his name and w'calth re- 
* late, 

* Who gave his fon, rcmorfcicfs, to the deep, 

‘ While I, his living victim, curfe my fa». 

< O my lod love ! no tomb is plac’d for thee, 

« That may to drangers eyes thy worth impart ; 

< Thou had no ^avc but in the dormy fea, 

< And no memorial but this breaking hean« 

< Forth to the world a widow’d wjuiderer 

^ driven, 

‘ I pour to winds and Waves th* unheeded tear| 

* Try with vain effort to fubmit to heaven, 

« And fruirtefs call on him ** who cannot 
« hear.” 
r a 
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* O might 1 fondly clafp him once again, 

* While o*cr my head th’ infuriate billows pour, 

* Forget in death this agonizing pain, 

* And feel his father’s cruelty no more ! 

* Part, raging waters part, and (hew beneath, 

* In yohr dread eaves, his pale and mangled form; 

* Now, while the demons of defpair and death 

* Ride on the blaft, and urge the howling dorm ' 

^ Lo? by the lightsjings momentary blaze, 

* I lee bun rife the whitening waves above, 

* No longer fuch as when in happier days 

* He gave th’ enchanted hours— to me and love. 

‘ Such as when daring the cnchafed fea, 

*■ And courting dangerous toil, he often faid, 

‘ That every peril, one foft fmile from me, 

* One figh of fpcechlefs teiidcrnefs, o’erpaid. 

* Hut dead, disfigui’d, while between the roar 

‘ Of the loud waves his accents pierce mine ear, 

‘ And feem to fay — Ah, wretch ' delay no more, 

* But come, unhappy mourner— meet me here. 

* Yet powerful fancy bid the phantom ftay, 

* Still let me hear him ' — ’Tis already pad; 

* Along the \va\es his Ihadow glides away, 

‘ I lofc his voice amid the deafening blalh 

« Ah ! wild illulion, born of frantic pain ! 

* He hears not, comes not from his watery i>cd; 

* My tears, my anguilli, niy defpair arc vain, 

< Th' infatiatc ocean gives not up its dead. 

* *Tis not his voice ’ Hark ’ the deep thunders roll j 

* Upheaves the ground ; the rocky barriers fail ; 

‘ Approach, ye horrors that delight mv foul, 

* Delp^ir, and Death, and Defolation, hail !* 

The ocean hears — th’ embodied waters come, 
Rife o’er the land, and with relidlcfs fwcep 
Tear from its bafe the proud aggreiVor’s tomb, 
And bear the injur’d to eternal llcep 1 


§ 190. Ele^ to Pity, 


Anon. 




JJAIL. lovely ^w’r ! 


whofc bofom heaves the 


- When Fancy paints the fcenc of deep diftrefs; 
W’hofe tears fpontaneous cryftallizc the eye, 
When rigid Fate denies the pow’r to blcfs. 


Not all the fweets Arabia’s gales convey 
. Fn^i 'flow’ry meads, can with that figh com- 
pare : 

Not dew drops glittering in the morning ray. 
Seem near fo beauteous as that falling tear. ' 

Devoid of fear, the fawns around thee play ; 

Emblem of peace, the dove before thee flies ; 
No blood-ftain’d traces mark thy blamclefs way, 
Beneath thy feet no haplefs infe^i: dies. 

Come, lovely ny mph ! and range the mead w ith me. 
To Ipring the partridge from the guileful foe. 
From Iccrct fnarcs the ftrugglittg bird to free. 
And flop the hand uprais’d to give the blow. 


And when the air with heat meridian glows, 
And Nature droops beneath the con4ucring 
gleam, 

Let us, flow wandering where the current flows. 
Save finking flics that float along the ftream. 

Or turn to nobler, greater talks thy care, 

To me thy fympathctic gifts impart ; 

Teach me in Friendfliip’s griefs to bear a (hare. 
And juftly boaft the generous feeling heart. 

Teach me to Tooth e the helplefs orphan’s grief* 
VV'ith timely aid the widow’s woes alTuage* 

To Miftry's moving cries to yield relief, 

And be the fine rcfource of diooping age. 

So when the genial IpVing of life Iball fade, 

And finking nature owns the dread decay, 

Some foul congenial then may lend its aid, 

And gild the clofe of life’s eventful day. 


§ 19 1 . Fxha£i from n Vorm ou his oiL‘}i iipf>roacb'^ 
i>ig Deaths by Ml c HALL Bruce. 

'^OW fpring returns ; but not to me returns 
The vei nal joy iny better years have known ; 
Dim in my brenll life's dying taper burns, 

And all the joys of life with health are flown. 

Starting and fliiv’ring in th’unconflant wind, 
IMcagie and pale, the gholl of vvliat I was, 
Beneath Tome blafted lice 1 lie reclin’d, 

And count the filent moments as they pafs : 

Tlic winged lYKJmcnts, tvhofe unftaying fpeed 
No art can ttop, or in their courfc arrefi ; 
Whofc flight fliali ibortly count me with the dead. 
And lay me down in peace with them that reft. 

Oft morning dreams prefage approaching fate ; 

And morning dreams, as poets tell, arc true. 
Led by pale ghofts, [ enter death’s dark gate. 
And bid the realms of light and life adieu I 

I hear the helplefs wail, the flirick of woe ; 

I lie the muddy wa-ve, the dreary ihore. 

The iluggilh ftream s that flowly creep below, 
Whieli mortals vifit, and return no more. 

Farcwel, ye blooming fields ! ye cheerful plains » 
Enough for me the churchyard’s lonely 
mound. 

Where Melancholy with ftill Silence reigns, 

And the rank grafs waves o’er the chcerlefs 
ground. 

There let me wander at the clofe of eve, 

When fleep fits dewy on the labourer’s eyes* 
The world and all its bufy follies leave. 

And talk with wifdom where my Daphnis lies. 

« 

There let me fleep, forgotten, in the clay, 

When Death fhall Ihut thefe weary aching eyes* 
Reft in the hopes of an eternal day, 

Till the long niglit gone, and the laft morn 
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§ 192. So?i?/ef io Twilights 

Miss Williams. 

^KEK Twilight ! hafte to fhroud the lolar ray, 
And bring the liour n^y pcnfi^e Ipirit loves: 
When o’er the hill is ihed a paler day, 

That gives to ftillnefs, and to night, the groves. 
Ah ! let the gay, the roleate morning hail, 
Wlicn, in the various blooms of light array’d, 
She bids frefh beauty live along the vale, 

And rapture tremble in the vocal fliade : 
bAveet IS the lucid morning’s op’ning tlow’r. 

Her choral melodies benignly rife. 

Yet dearer to my foul the fliadowy hour. 

At which her bloflbms clofe, her mufic dies : 

For then mild nature, while fhc droops her head, 
VFakes the foft tear ’tis luxury to Ihed. 


§ 193. Sonnet to Kxprejfion • 

Miss Williams. 

T'XPRKSSION, child of foul ! I love to trace 
Thy ftrong enchantments, when the poet’s lyre, 
7 "hc painter's pencil, catch the vivid fire, 

And beauty wakes for thee each touching grace! 
But from my frighted gaze thy form a\crt, 
W’hcn horror chills thy tear, thy aidcnt figh, 
Wlicn phrenzy rolls in thy impallion'd eye, 

Ch guilt lives fe.irful at thy troubled heart; 
l^or evci let my Ihudd’iing fancy hear 
'i'hc walling gioan, or view the pallid look 
Of him the Mufes lov’d ’, when hope forfook 
Ilia fpirit, vainly to the Mufes dear— 
t orcharm’d wii li heavenly long, this blecdingbrcaft 
Mourns it could lharpen ill, and give dcfpair no reft ’ 


§ 194. . Suimet to Hope. 

Miss Williams. 

F.VER (kill’d to wear the form we love ! 

To bid the ihapes of feai and grief dep.irt, 
Come, gentle Hope • with one gay fnule lernuve 
I'lie l.jUmg fadnefs of an aching heart ; 

Tliy voice, benign cndiantrels I let me hear ; 
Say that for me I'ome pleafures yet lhall bloom » 
That fancy’s radiance, friondlliip’s precious tear, 
Shall foftcii, or lhall chile, misfortuae’s gloom. — 
But come not glowing in the dazzling ray 
^Vhich once with dear illufions charm'd my eye ' 
0 ftrew no more, Ixvcet flatterer • on my way 
'^J'he flow’rs 1 fdfklly thought too bright tu die. 

• Vifions lefs fair will footh my penlive breaft, 
I'hat alks not happiiicfs, but longs for relt ! 


§ 195. Sonnet io the Moon, 

Miss Williams. 

T he glitt’ring colours of the day arc fled — 
Come, melancholy orb I that dwclTlt wdth 
night. 

Come ! ami o’er earth thy wand’ring Iiillre flicd, 
7'liy dcopeft flnidow and thy Ibftell light. 


To me congenial is the gloomy grove, 

When with taint rays the Hoping uplands fliinci 
That gl(X)m, thofe penfivc rays, alike 1 love, 
Whole fachiefs feems in fympathy with mine ! 
But moft for this, pale orb ’ thy light is dear. 
For this, benignant orb I 1 hail thee moft, 
Tliat while 1 pour the unavailing tear, 

And mourn that liope to me, in youth is loft I 
Thy light can vifionary thoughts impart. 

And lead the Mufe to footh a luff’ring heart. 
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i § 196. An Ode to the Duebefs of Somerfet, 
W)ntcn in 1750. Shenston£. 

I^HIT.E 01 lent Ikies reftore the day, 

' And dew-drops catch the lucid ray; 
Amid the Iprightly feencs of morn. 

Will aught the Mufe infpire ! 

O, peace to yonder clamorous horn 
That drowns the fucicd lyre ! 

Ye rural thanes that o’er the molTy down 
Some panting, timorous hare purfue; 

Does nature mean your joys alone to crown ? 

Say, docs Ihe fmooth.iier lawns for you ? 
For you does echo bid the rocks reply, 

And urg’d by rude coiiftraintrefouiuithe jovial cry? 
Sec from the neighbouring hill, foilorn 
The wretched fwain your fpoit lurvey ; 

He fiiuls his faithful fences to»n, 

He linds liis labour’d crops a prey ; 

Hy fees his Hock no more hi circles feed ; 
Haply beneath your ravage bleed, 

And with no random curies loads the deed. 

Nor yet, yc fwains, conclude 
I'hat nature fmilcs for you alone ; 

Your bounded fouU, aiul your conceptions crude, 
The pioud, ihc leliilh boaft dil'own : 

Yours be the produce of the foil ; 

O may it ftill reward your toil ! 

Nor^ver the del'cncelefs train 
Of alk fupport in vain ! 

But tlumgh the various liar'J^ft gild your plains, 
Does rlic mere hjiidfcape fcalt your eye ? 

Or the w'lrm hope of diltant gains 
Far other caul'e of glee fu))ply } 

Is not the icdlticik's futire juice 
'I'lic fouict of your deliglit protound, 

Whcie Aritonium pou^^ her gems profufe^ 
Purpling ri whole iu^ri/.on round } 

Arhirlt ye praife the limpid llrcain, ’tis t(Uc: 
But though, the pebbled Ihores among. 

It mimic no u.ip leafing long, 

The limpid fountain murmurs not for you. 
Ihiplcas’d YC fee the thickets bkom, 
Un|»lciis'd the fpring hei flow'ry roue refumc; 
Uamov'd the mountain's airy p c. 

The dappled mead without a fniLc. 


* Chaiterlon. 


Olct 


M ELEGANT EXTRACTS, Book IV. 


O let a rural confeious Mufe, 

For well Ihe knows, yoiir frowarcl fenfe accufe : 
Forth to the folcmn oak you bring the fqxiarc, 
And fpan the malTy trui>k> before you cry, tis fair. 
Nor yet ye leam*d, nor yet ye courtly train. 

If haply from your haunts ye ftray 
To waftc wit4i us a fummer’s day, 

Exclude the tafte of cv'ry fwain, 

Nor our umutor’d fenfe diidain : 

*Tis nature only gives cxclufive right 
To rclifli her uipreme delight; 

She, where the plcafes, kind or coy. 

Who fumilhes the fccne, and forms us to enjoy. 


Then hither bring the fair ingenuous mind, 

Sy her aufpicious aid refin'd ; 

X-o f not an hedge-row hawthorn blows. 

Or humble hare-bell paints the plain. 

Or valley windb, or fountain flows, 

Or purple heath is ting'd in vain ; 

For fuch the ri\ers dafli the foaming tides. 
The mountain fwclls, the dale fublides; 
Exen thnfrlcfs furic detains their wand’ring 
fight, 

And the rough barren rock grows pregnant with 
delight. 

With what fufpiciou*^ fearful care 
The fordid wretch fecures his claim, 

If haply feme Uixurious heir 

Should alienate ilie fields that wear his 
What fcruplcs left fonie future birth [name ! 
Should litigate a IjJin of earth • 

Bonds, contracts, feoifiucnts, names unmeet for 
profci 

The toweling Mufe endures rot to difclofc ; 
Alas ! her nnre vers'd decree, 

More comprehcnfivc and more free, 
Herlavifh charter, tafle, appropriates ail we fee. 


Let gondolas their painted flags unfold. 
And be the folcmn day enroll’d. 

When, to confirm his lofty plea. 

In nuptial fort, with bridal gold, 

The grave Venetian weds the fea : 

Each laughing Mufe derides the vow ; 

Evc;i Adria fcorns the mock 
To fomc lone hermit on the brow, 

Allotted, fro|f his natal hoUr, 

With all her myrtle (bores in dow*r. 

His bread to admiration prone 
Enjoys the fmile upon her face. 

Enjoys triumphant every graces 
And finds her more his own. 


Fatigued with form's oppreflivc laws, 

When Somcrlct avoids the great ; 

When, clov’d with mciited npplaufe, 

Shs feeks the rural calm retreat ; 

Does (he not p' aife each mofly cell, 

An 1 feel the truth my numbers tell ? 
W'hen deafen’d by the loud acclaim, 
V/hif.i j'Cuins grac’d with rank obtains, 
Could fh" not more delighted hear 
Yun tlmofile chaunt the ri(i)ig year* 

Could fhe not Tputri the wreaths of fame, 
To Cl op the priniiofc of the plains ? 


Does (he not fwcets in each fair valley find, 

Loft to the fons of pow’r, unknown to half- man- 
kind } 

Ah, can (he covet there to fee 
The fplendid (laves, the reptile race, 

That oil the tongue, and bow the knee, 

That flight her merit, but adore her place ? 

Far happier, if aright I deem, 

When from gay throngs, and gilded fpireSp 
To where the lonely halcyons play, 

Her philofophic ftep retires : 

While, ftudious of the moral theme, 

She to fome fmooth fcqueftcr'd ftream 
Likens the (wain’s inglorious day : 

Pleas’d from the flow'ry margin to furvey 
How cool, fcrenc, and clear, the current glides 
away. 

O blind to truth, to virtue blind, 

Who (light the fwcetly penfive mind ! 

On whofe fair birth the Graces mild. 

And cv'ry Mufe, prophetic fmil'd, 

Not that the poet’s boafted fire 

Should fame’s wide-echoing trumpet fwcll 5 ' 
Or on the mufic of his lyre 

Each future age with rapture dwell ; 

Tho’ vaunted fwcets of praife remove. 

Yet (hall fuch bofoms claim a part 
In all that glads the human heart ; 

Yet thefe the fpirits, form’d to judge and prove 
All nature’s chai ms immenfe, and heaven’s un- 
bounded love. 

And, O ! the tranfport moft allied to fong. 

In fomc fair villa’s peaceful bound, 

To catch foft hints from nature's tongue. 

And bid Arcadia bloom around : 

Whether we fringe the (loping hill. 

Or fmooth Ik'Iow the verdant mead ; 

Whether we break the falling nil, 

Or t’liroiigh meandering mu^es lead j 
Or in the honid bramble’^ room 
Bid carclefs groups of rofes bUxim ; 

Or let fome ihtlter’d lake fcrenc 
Refledt flow’rs, woods, and fpires, and brighten 
all the fccne. 

O fwcet difpolal of the rural lv>ur ! 

O beauties never known to cloy ! 

While worth and genius haunt the favour'd 
bow’r, 

And ev’ry gentle breaft partakes the joy ! 
While charity a: eve furvey s the fwain 
Enabled by tliel'c toils to cheer 
A train of hilplcfs infants dear, 

Speed whiftling home acrofs the plain ; 

See vagrant luxury, her handmaid grown, 

For half her gracelcfs deeds atone. 

And hails the bounteous woik, and ranks it with 
her own. 

Why bland thefe picafures with thc^name 
Of fofi, unibcial toils, of indolence and (hamc ? 
Search but the garden or the wwd. 

Let yon admir’d carnation own, 

Not all was meant for raiment or for food» 

Not all for needful ufe alone ; 
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There while the feeds of future bloffoms dwell, 
Tis€<^lour*d for the fight, perfum'd topleafethe 
fmell. 

Why know's the nightingale to fing ? 

Why flows the pine’s ncclarcous juice? 
Why fliincs with paint the linnets wing ? 

' For i'ufltnancc alone for ufe ? 

For preservation ? Kv’rv fphcrc 
Shall bid fair pleafure’s rightful claim appear. 
And furc there Iceiti, of human kind, 

Some bom to Ihun the folemn Itnfc j 
^ Some for amufive talks defign’d, 

To Ibothe the certain ills of life ; 

Cracc irs lone vales with many a budding rofc, 
New founts of blifs difclofc, 

Call forth refrclhing ihadcs, and decorate repofe. J 

From plains and w'obdJands ; from the view i 
Of rural nature’s blooming face, 

Smit by the glare of rank and place. 

To couits the funs of fancy flew ; 

There long had art ordain’d a rival feat ; 

There had Ihc lavifli'd all her enre 
To form a feeue more daxzling fair, 

And call'd them from their green retreat 
To lliure her pnmd control ; 

Had given the robe with grace to flow, 

Had might exotic gems to glow ; 

And, emuJouj of nature’s pow’r, 
IVjimick’d the plume, the leaf, the flowV j 
Cliang'd the. complexion's native hue, 
Moulded eacli ruflic limb anew, 

And warp’d the very foul. 

Awhile her magic flrikes the novel eye, 

Awhile the fairy forms delight; 

And now aloof we feem to fly 
On purple pinions through a purer Iky, 

Where all is wondrous, all is bright : 

Now landed on Ibme ipangled fliore 
Awhile each dazzled maniac roves 
By fappfiirc lake«,thioiigh emerald groves. 
Paternal acres pleafe no more ; 

Adieu, the fimple, the finccre delight. 

Th’ habitual feeue of hill and dale, 

The rural herds, the vernal gale, 

The tangled vetch’s purple bloom, 

The fragrance of the bean’s perfume, 

Be theirs alone who cultivate the foil, 

And drink the cup of thiifl, and eat the bread 
of toil. 

But foon the pageant fades away ! 

’Tis nature only^ bears perpetual fway. 

We pierce the counterfeit delight, 

Fatigued with fplcndor's iikfomc beams. 
Fancy again demands the fight 
Of native groves and wonted ftreams, [eyes. 
Pants for the fccncs that charm’d her youthful 
W)u:re truth maintains her court, and banilhcs 
difguife. 

Then hither oft, ye fenators, retire, 

With nature here high converfe hold ; 

For who like Stamford her delights admire, 
l!ike Stamford fhall with fcom behold 
Th’ unci^ual bribes of pageantry and gold ; 
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Beneath the Britifli oak’s majeftic (hade, 

Shall fee fair truth, immortal maid, 

Fricndlhip in artlcfs guile array’d, 

Honour and moral beauty ihine 
With more attra^live charms, with radianee moft 
divine. 

Yes, here alone did highefl heaven ordain 
The lalling magazine of chaims, 

Whatever wins, whatever warms, 
W'^hatever fancy leeks to (hare. 

The great, the various, and the fair. 

For ever Ihould remain I 
Her impulfc nothing may reflrainik. 

Or whence the joy ‘mid columns, tow'rs, 
’Midft all the city's artful trim, 

To rear tome breathlefs vapid flow’rs, 

Or flirubs fiiliginoufly gi im : 

From rooms of filkcn foliage vain, 

To trace the dun far diflant grove. 

Where, fmit with undilfcinblcd pain. 

The wood-lark mourns her abfent love, 
Borne to the dufty town from native air, 

To mimic rural life, and (both Ibme vapour'^ 
fair. 

But how mull faithlcfs art prevail, 

Should all who tafle our joy finccre. 

To virtue, truth, or fcicnce deal, 

Forego a court’s alluring pale. 

For dimpled brook and leafv grove, 

For that rich luxury of thougfit ihey love * 

Ah, no ! from thcl'c the public fphcrc requires 
Example for its giddy hands ; 

From thefe impartial heaven demands 
To fpread the flame itfelf infpircs; 

To lift opinion’s mingled mafs, 

Imprcfs a nation’s tafte, and bid tlic flerling pafs. 
Happy, thrice happy they, 

Whole graceful deeds have exemplary flionc 
Round the gay precinMs of a throne. 

With mild effedfive beams I 
Who bands of fair ideas bring, 

By folemn grot, or ihady fpring, 

To join their pleafing dreams ? 

»g^^jrs ^ the rural blifs without alloy, 
that delervc, enjoy. 

What tho’ nrifTOlcd haunt their grove. 
Nor Naiad near their fountain ro\e. 

Yet all embodied to the mental fight, 

A train of fmiling virtues bi igiit 
Shall there the wife retreat allow. 

Shall twine triumphant palms to deck the wan- 
derer’s brow. 

And though, by faithlefs friends alarm’d, 
Art have with nature wag'd prefumptuous war ; 
By Seymour’s winning influence charm’d. 

In whom their gifts united (hine, 

No longer IKall their counfels jar, 

’Tis hers to meditate the peace : 

Near Percy-lodge, \yith awc-ftruclc mien, 
The rebel feeks her lawful queen, 

And havoc and contention ceaCe. 

I fee the rival pow *rs combir<e. 

And aid each other’s fair defign ; 
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Nature exalt the mound where art (hall build; 
Art fhape the gay akove, while nature paints the 
held. 

Begin, ye Confers of the grove f 
O warble forth your nobleft lay; 

Where- Soincrfet vouchfaks to roVe, 

•Ye leverets, freely fport and play. 
—Peace to the ftrepent horn ! 

Let no harfh dilfonance clihurb the mom, 

No founds inelegant and rude 
Her facred fohtudes profane ! 

Unlefs her candour not exclude 

Tlte lowly Ihcpherd’s votive ftrain, 

Who tunes his reed ainidft his rural cliccr. 
Fearful, yet not averfe, that SomerlctfliouUI hear. 


• § 197. *fhe Biijhid, Savagk. 

TN gayer hours, when high my fancy ran, 

The Mufe, exulting, thus her lay began ; 
Bleft be the Bai\ard*s birth ! through wondrous 

* ways 

He fliines eccentric like a comet’s blaze ' 

He lives to build, not boaft, a generous race : 

No tenth tranlinitter of a faolilli face. 

His daring hope no fire’s example hounds ; 

His firft-born lights no prejudice confounds. 

He, kindling from within, requirci. no flame; 

He glories in a Baftaid’s ghming name. 

Born to himfclf, by po pofllffion led. 

In freedom fofter'd, and by fortune fed; 

Nor guides, nor rules, his fovereign choice contiol, 
His body independent as his foul ; 

Loos’d to the world’s wide range — enjoin’d noaim, 
Preferib’d no duty, and alfign d no name : 
Nature’s unbounded fon, lie hands alone, 

His heart unbiafs’d, and his mind his own. 

O Mother, yet no Mother ! ’tis to you 
My thanks for fuch diftinguifn’d claims arc due. 
You, unenfla'v'd to Nature’s narrow laws, 

Warm championefs for freedom’s facred caufc, 
From all the diy devoirs of blood and line. 

From tics maternal, moral, and divine, 
Difcharg’d mygrafpingfoul ; pulh’d rc, 

And launch’d me ini.j life withoiiy^^Poar. 

What had I lo{l|tF7^{)h)Ugffiy kind> 

By nature hating, yet by vows confin’d, 
Untaught the matrimonial bounds to flight, 

And coldly confeious of a hu (band’s righ*’, 

Yon h':d faint drawn me wifii a form alone, 

A lawful lump of life, by force your own ? 

Then, while yourbackw ai cl will retrench’d defire. 
And uneeuCATiing (‘pirits lent no fire, 

I had been born your dull, donieflic heir, 

Load of your life, and mcrive of your care ; | 

Perhaps been poorly rich, and meanly great, 

The flive (if pojrip, a cypher in the ftatc ; 

Lordly n(g(C<?tful of a worth unknctwn, 

And flumb’rmg in a feat by chance my own. 

^ Far nobicT bieflings w;.-t the Daflard’s lot; 
(Conceiv'd i>. rapLurc, and with fire begot! 

Srnmg as ncrclhiy, lie fi:ans away, 

Climbs againit wrongs, und brightens into day. 


EXTRACTS, Book IV. 

Thus unprophetic, lately milinfpir’d, ^ 

I fung : gay flutt’ring hope my fancy fir'd ; 

Inly iecure, through confeious fcorn of ill, 

Nor taught by wifdoiii how to balance will, 
Raflily dc’ceiv’d, 1 faw no pits to fliun, 

But thought to purpofe and to a£l: were one ; 
llcedlefs what pointed cares pcrveithis way, 
Whom caution arms not, and whom woes betray ; 
But now expos’d, and Ihrinking from ebdrefs, 

J fly to Iheltei, w liile the tempefts prei’s ; 

My Mull* to grief refigns the varying tone, 

The raptures languilh, and the nu.iihers gioan, 
O Memory ! thou flnil of j( v and pain ! 

Thou after of our palfions o ci again ! 

Why doft them aggiav.itc the wretch’s woe? 
Why add continuous lin^irt lo tv’ry blow- ? 

Few are my joys ; alas, how (bon forg(Jt ! 

On that kind quarter thou in\ad’ft me not : 
While (h-dip and numberlcis my forrows fall; 
Yet thou rt peat'll and mnltiplieft them all ! 

fs chance a guilt? that my difaftrous heart. 
For mifehief never meant, mull ever finart ? 

Can fclf-defence be fin ? — Ab, plead no more I 
What tho’ no purpos'd malice ftam’d thee o’er. 
Had hca\en befriended thy unhappy fide, 

Thou liaclft not been provtik*d-»-or thou hadft 
died. 

Far bo the guilt of homcflicd blood from all 
On whom, unlbuglit, embroiling dangers fall; 
Still the pale dead revives, and lives to me, 

To me, through Pity’s eye condemn’d to fee ! 
Remembrance veils his rage, but (‘wells his fate ; 
Griev’d X forgive, and am grown cool too late. 
Young and unthoughtful then, who knows, one 

What ripeningvirtues mighthavc made their way I 
Ife might have liv’d till folly died in fhame, 

Till kindling wdllkm felt a third for fame. 

He might pei haps his country’s friend haveprov’d j 
Both happy, generous, candid, and belov'd ; 

He might have fav’d fomc w^orth now doom ’d to fall; 
And 1 perchance, in him, have murdcr’cl all. 

O fate of late repentance, ahvays vain ! 

Thy remedies but lull undying pain. 

Whci elhall my hope find reft ? — No Mother’s care 
Shielded my infant innocence with prayer : 

No father’s guardian hand my youth maintain’d, 
Call’d forth my viitucs, or from vice reftrain’d. 
Is it not thine to (batch (bme pow’rful arm, 

Firft to advance, tlien Ikrccii from future harm ? 
Am J return’d from death, to live in pain ? 

Or would Imperial Pity I’avc in vain ? 

Diftrull it not— what blame can mercy find, 
Which gives at once a life, and rears a mind ? 

^lotlier mifcali’d, farcwel !— of (bul (evcrc, 
This I’ad refleftion yet may force one tear : 

All I was wretched by, to you ( ow’d ; 

Alone from ftrangets ev’ry comfort flow’d ! 

Loft to the life you gave, your fon no more, 
And now ad()pted, who was doom’d befort, 
New-born, I majr a nobler Mother claim, 

But dare not whilper her immortal name ; 
Supremely lovely, and ferenely great ! 

Majcftic Mother of a kneeling State I 

Qteen 
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Queen of a people’s hcftrt, who ne’er before I And charm his frantic woe ; 
Agreed — yet now with one conftnt adore I | When firft Diftrefs, with dagg 
One contcll vet remains in this dcfire, Broke forth to wafte his deftin 

^ Who moll mail give apy)laufe, where all admire. His wild uiifated foe I 

^ Bv Pella’s Bard, a mairic nam( 


5 198 . On the Recovery of a Lady of ^alhy from 
the Small- Pox, ^AVJiGh, 

L ong a lov’d fair had blefs’d her confort’s 
fight 

V/;:h amorous pride, and undifturb’d delight ; 
Till ’Death, grown envious, with repugnant aim 
piown'd at their joys, and urg’d a tyrant’s claim. 
He fummons each dil'cafe ! — the noxious crew, 
Writhing in dire diftortions, ftrike his view I 
From various plagues, which various natures 
know, 

Forth rulhes beauty’s fear’d and fervent foe. 
Fierce to the fair the millile mifehief flics. 

The lant^ine dreams in raging ferments rife ! 

It drives, ignipotent, through every vein, 

Hangs on the heart, and burns around the brain • 
Now a ciiill damp the charmer’s luflrc dims ! 

K.id o’er her eyes the livid languor fwims • 

Her eyes, that with a glance could joy infpire, 
Like fetting liars, fcarce flioot a glimmering Arc. 
Here Hands her confort, fore with anguifli 
prefs’d, 

Ciief in his eye, and terror in his bicall. 

The Paphi.in Graces, fmir with anxious care, 

In tilent lorrow weep the waining fair. 

Eight funs, fuCcelfive, roll their lire away, 

And eight flow nights lee their deep lhades decay. 
W hile I hide revolve, tho’ mute each Mufc ap- 
pc.irs, 

Eadi fpeaking eye drops eloquence in tears. 

Oil the ninth noon great Pheebus lificning bwnds, 
Onihe ninth noun each voice in prayer afeends — 
Great God of light, of fong, and phv Tie’s art, 
Redore the languid fair, new Ibul impart ! 

Her beauty, wit, and virtue, claim thy care, 

And thine own bounty’s almod livall’d there. 
Each paus’d: the god aflents. Would Death 
advance ? 

Pliabus unlccn arreds that threatening lancc ! 
Down from his orb a vivid influence dreams, 
^And cpiickening earth imbibes falubrious beams; 
Eaih bqjniy plant increafe of virtue knows. 

And .irt inffiir’d with all her patron glows. 

T’i.c charmer’s (If cning eye kind hope reveals, 

» Kind hope her confort’s bread enlivening Eels. 
Each grace revives, each Mufe refumes the lyic, 
Each beauty brightens with relumin’d lire. 

As Health’s aufpicious pow’rs gay life difplay. 
Death, fullcn at the fight, dalks flow away. 


And charm his frantic woe : 

When fird Didrefs, with dagger keen. 
Broke forth to wade his de din’d fcenc. 
His wild uiifated foe I 

By Pella’s Bard, a magic name, 

By all the griefs his thought could frame. 
Receive my humble rite : 

L6ng, Pity, let the nations view 
Thy Iky-worn robes of tendered blue. 
And eyes of dew'y light ! 

But wherefore need I wander W'ide 
To old llilfus’ didant fide, 

Deferied dream, and mute ? 

Wild - Aiun too has heard thy drains, 
And Echo, ’rnidd my native plains, 

Been footh’d by Pity’s lute. 

There fird the wren thy mynics died 
On gentled Otway’s in&nt 'hcad ; 

I’o him thy cell was (hewn : 

And while he fung the female heart, 
With youth’s foft notes uiifpoil’d by art, 
Thy turtles mix’d their own. 

Come, Pity, come, by fancy’s aid, 

Ev’n now my thoughts, relenting maid. 
Thy temple’s pride defign : 

Its fljuthern fite, its truth complete 
bhall raife a wild enthufiad heat, 

In all who view the Ihrine. 

There Pidure’s toil lhall well relate 
How' chance, or hard involving fate. 

O’er mtjrial blifs prevail; 

The bulkin’d Mule diall near her dand, 
And fighing prompt her tender hand, 
With each difadrous tale. 

There let me oft, retir’d by day, 

In dreams of pallion melt away, 

Allow'’d with iliec to dwell : 

There w^adc the mournful lamp of night, 
Till, Virgin, thou again delight 
To hear a Britiili Ihell ! 


T ^ jop. Oile to F(ar. C0LLIN6. 

the world ynknown 
With all it S "nf lS W ov<7 ffla p^s is flicwn ; 
Who feed appall’d th’ unreal Iccne, 

While Fancy lifts the veil between : 

Ah, Fear ! ah, frantic Fear ! 

1 fee, 1 lee thee near. 

I know thy Iiurricd dep, thy haggard eye ! 
Like thee 1 ftait, like thee difordcr’d flyj 
For, lo, what niondcrs in thy train appear I 
Danger, whole limbs of giant mould 
\Vhat mortal eye can fix’d behold } 

Who d.iiks his round, an hideous form, 
liuwlipg rimitld the midnight dorm. 

Or throws him on the rigid deep 
Of foin^ Ujofe hanging rock to deep ; 

And with, him ihoufaiid phantoms join’d, 
Who prompt to deeds accurs’d tht mind: 


§#i99« Ct/f 


Collins, 


O THOU, the friend of man aflign’d, 
With balmy hands his wcunds to bind, 


* A river in SulTcx# 



*s* 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Book IV^ 


And thofC) the fiends> who near allied, 

O'er nature’s wounds and wrecks prefide ; 

While Vengeance^ in the luiid air, 

Lifts her red arm, expos’d and bare : 

On whom that ravening brood of fate, 

Who lap the blood of Sorrow, wait ; 

Who, Fear, this ghaftly train can fee, 

And look not madly wild, like thee ? 

EroDE. 

In earlieft Greece, to thee, with partial choice, 

Thcgricf-fullMufeaddrefs’dhcrinfantiongue; 
The maids and matrons, on her awful voice, 

Sil nt and pale, in wild amazement hung. 

Yet he, the Bard • who firft invok’d thy name, 
Difdain’d in Marathon its pow’r to feel : 

For not alone he nurs’d the poet’s llamc, 

But reach’d from Virtue’s hand the pati lot’s 
ilcel. 

But who is he, whom later garlands grace. 

Who left awhile o’er llybla’s dews to lovc. 
With trembling eyes thy dreary fteps to trace. 
Where thou and furies lhar’d the baleful grove? 

Wrapt in thy cloudy veil th’ inceftuous Quccn f 
Sigh’d the fad call her fon and huiband heard. 
When once alone it broke ihe filcnt fcenc, 

And he the wretch of Thebes no more appear’d. 

O Fear, I know thcif by my throbbing heart, 
Thy withering pow’r inspir’d each mournful 
line ; 

Though gentle Pity claim her mingled part, 

Yet all the thunders of the fccnc arc thine, 

antistaophe. 

Thou who fuch weary length haft paft. 
Where wilt thou reft, mad nymph, at laft ? 

Say, w'ilt thou Ihrowd in haunted cell, 

Where gloomy Rape and .Murder dwell ) 

Or in fame hollow’d feat, 

•Gainft which the big waves beat, 

Hear drowning fcamen’s cries in tempefts brought! 
Daik pnw’r, witli ihuddering meek fubmicted 
thought, ^ 

Be mine, to read the vifions old, 9 . ream “ W 
Which thy awakt|iaag.h?rd^ij^ 

And, left thou meet my blaftcd view. 

Hold each ftrangc talc devoutly true } 

Isie’cr be 1 found, by thee o’eraw’d, 

In that thricc-hallow’d cve abroad ; 

Whei^ ghofts, as cottage-maids believe, 

Their pebbled beds permitted leave, 

And goblins haunt from fire, or fen, 

Or mine, or flood, the walks of men ! 

O thou, whofe fpirit moft poflefs’d 
The facred feat of Shakfpearc’s breaft ! 

By all that from thy prophet broke, 

In thy divine emotions fpoke ! 

Hither again thy fury deal. 

Teach me but once like him to feel ; 

H» cyprefs wreath rav meed decree ; 

Ami I, 0 Fear, will dwell with thee ! 


O 


§201, Ode io Siffi/'lh'ify. CoLLlNS. 

THOU, by Nature taught, 

To breathe her genuine thought, 

In numbers warmly pure, and fwcctly ftrong : ^ 

Who firft on mountains wild, 

In Fancy, lovclieft child, 

Thy balie, and Pleafurc’s, nurs’d the pow’r^ uf 
fong ! 

Thou, who with hermit heart 
Difdain’ft the w ealth of art, 

And gauds, and p weeds, and trailing palU 
But corn’ll a dcceiu maid, 

In attic robe array’d, 

O chaftc, unh^aftful nymph, to thcc I call ! 

By all the honey’d ft ore 
On Hybla’s ihymy lliore, 

By all her blooms, and mingled murmurs dcarji 
By her whofe love-lorn woe. 

In evening mufings How, 

Sooth’d fweetly fad iileftra’s iX)Ct’s ear : 

By old Ccphifiis deep, 

Who fpread his u avy fwcep 
In warbled wand’iings round thy grocn retreat, 
On whofe cnameU’d fide, 

When holy Freedom died, 

No equal haunt allur’d thy future feet. 

O fitter meek of Truth, 

To my admiring youth 
Thy fober aid and native charms infwfc ! 

The flow Vs that fweetefti breathe, 

Though beauty cull’d the wreath, 

Still aik thy hand to range their order’d hues. 

While Rome could none efteem, 

But virtue’s patriot theme, 

You lov’d her hills, and led her laureate band ; 
But ftaid to fing alone 
To one diftinguifti’d throne, 

And turn’d thy face, and fled her alter’d land. 

No more, in hall or bow’r, 

The palfions own thy pow’r, 

Love, only Lovc, her forcelcfs numbers mean : 
For thou haft left her flirine, 

Nor olive more, nor vine, 

Shall gain thy feet to blcfs the fervile fccnc. 
Though tafte, though genius blefs 
To fomc divine excefs, 

Faint *s the cold work till thou infpirc the whol«i| 
What each, what all fupply, 

May court, may charm our eye, 

Thou, only thou, canft raife the meeting foul I 

Of thefc let others alk, 

To aid fomc mighty talk, 

I only feek to find thy temperate vaU 1 
W1 icre oft my reed might found 
To maids and fticpherds round, 

And all thy fons, 0 Nature, Icam my tale. 

§ 202. Ode on the Poetical Cbaraffer* CoVlinS^ 
S once, if not with light regard, 

‘ 1 read aright that gifted Batd 

f Joeafta. 
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* Afckylui. 


(Him 



Book IV. EPIC AND MISCELLANEOUS. 


»S* 


(Him whofc fchool above the reft^ 

His lovelicft Elfin queen has blcfs'd)! 

One, only one unrivaird fair '‘9 
My hope the magic girdle wear« 
folemn toumay hung on high^ 

^hejkvifh of each love-darting eye ; 

Lo r to each other nym])h in turn applied, 

Ai if, in air unfecn, Ibme hovering hand. 
Some challe and angd- friend to virgin- fame. 
With whifper’d Tpell had burft the- darting 
band, 

It left unblcd her loath’d difhonour’d fide ; 
Happier hopclcfs fair, if never 
Her baffled hand with vain endeavour 
Had touch’d that fatal zone to her denied ! 
Young Fancy thus, to me divined name, 

To whom, prepar’d and bath'd in heaven. 
The cell of arapleft pow’r is given. 

To few the godlike gift afflgns. 

To gird their bleft prophetic loins, 

And gaze her vifioas wild, and feel unmix’d her 
fiaine. 

The band, as fairy legends fay. 

Was wove on that creating day 
When he, wlio call’d with thought to birth 
Y on tented fky, this laughing earth, 

And drefsM witli fprings, and forefts tall. 

And pour’d the main engirting all, 

Long by the lov’d enthuliaft woo’d, 

Himfelf in Ibinc diviner mood, 

Jletirirg, fate with her alone, 

And plac’d her on his fapphirc throne, 

The whiles, the vaulted ihrinu around. 

Seraphic wires were heard to found. 

Now fublimeft triumph fweliing ; 

Now on love and mercy dwelling ; 

And ihc from out the veiling cloud 
Breath’d her magic notes aloud ; 

And thou, thou rich-hair’d youth of morn, 

Aud all thy fubje£f life was born. 

The dangerous paflions kept aloof. 

Far from the fainted growing woof : 

But near it fat ccftatic Wonder, 

Liilcning the deep applauding thunder : 

And Truth, in funny veil array’d, 

By whofe the Tarfol’s eyes were made ; 

All the fliatlowy tribes of mind, 

bi aided dance tlieir murmurs join’d, 
AncMi^jhc bright uncounted pow’rs, 

Who ice^on hw‘g\'en’s ambrofial flow’rs. 

Where is the Bara whole foul can now 
• Its high prefuming hopes avow } 

W'hcrc he who thinks, with rapture blind, 

Tliis hallow’d work for him deiign’d i 
High on feme clitT to heaven up-pil’d, 

Of rude accefs, of profpe6^ wild, 

Where, tangled round the jealous deep, 

Strange lhadcs o’erbrow the rallies deep. 

And holy Genii guard the rock, 

Its glooms embrown, its fprings unlock; 

Wliilc on its rich ambitious head 
An Eden, like his own, lies fpread. 


I view that oak, tlie fancied glades atnonj^ 

By which a Milton lay, his evening ear, 

From many a cloud that dropp'd ethereal dew, 
Nigh fpher’d in heaven its native ftmins could 
hear ; 

On which that ancient trump he reach’d was 
hung ; 

Thither oft his glory greeting, 

From Waller’s myrtle lhades retreating, 

With many a vow from Hope’s afpiring tongue. 
My trembling feet his guiding fteps purfue; 

In vain — ^fuch blils to one alone, 

Of all the Tons of foul was known, 

And Heaven and Fancy, kindred pow’rs. 
Have now o’ertum’d th’ infpiring bow’rs, 

Or curtain’d clofc fuch fccnc from eveiy future 


§ 203. Odt. IVriiten in the year 1746. 

Collins. 

TTOW fleep tl\c brave, who fink to reft 
^ * By all tiieir country’s vvifhcs bleft 1 
When Spring, with dewy fingers cold, 

Rctums to deck their hallow'd moulc^ 

She there fliall drefs a Tweeter fod, 

Than Fancy’s feet have fcver trod. 

By Fairy hands their knell is rung, 

By forms unicen their dirge is fung; 

Thei^; Honour comes, a pilgrim grey. 

To blcfs the turf that wraps their clay ; 

And Freedom ihall awhile repair. 

To dwell a weeping hermit there * 


§ 204. Ode to Merty^ 


Collins. 


STROPHE. 

THOU, who fitt’ft a fmiling bride 
^ By Valour’s arm’d and awful fide, 

Gentleft of iky-born forms, and beft ador’d : 

Who oft with fongs, divine to hear, 

Winn’ft from his fatal grafp the fpear. 

And hid’ft in wreaths of flowers ms bloodlefs 

Thou wtiR^ midH the d eathful field. 

By godlike clilils alone iSSif Id, 

Oft with thy bofom bare art found, 

Pleading for him the youth who finks to ground i 
Sec Mercy, fee, with pure and loaded hands. 
Before thy Ihrinc my country’s genius ftands. 
And decks thy altar ftill, tho’ pierc’d with many 
a wound ! 

ANTISTROFHE. 

When he whom cv’n our joys provoke, 

I'hc fiend of Nature, join’d his yoke. 

And ruffl'd in wrath to make our ifle his prey ; ' 
Thy form, from out thy fweet abode, 

O’ertook him on his blafted road, 

And flopp’d his wheels, and look’d his rage away. 
1 fee recoil his fable fteeds, 

That bore him fwift to favage dee.ds ; 


Fiorlmel. See Speafer, Leg. 4. 
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Thy tender n^elting eyes they own : 

O Maid, for all thy love to Britain fhewn. 
Where Juftice bars her iron tow’r, 

To thee we build a rofcait* bow’r, 

Thou, thou (halt rule our queen, and fliarc our 
. monarch's throne ! 


§ 205. Ode to Libetty. Collins. 

Strophe. 

(hall awake the Spartan fife. 

And call in folemn founds to life 
The youths whofc locks divinely fprending, 

LiKe vernal hyacinths in fullen hue, 

At once the breath of fear and virtue llicdding, 
Applauding Freedom lov’d of old to view ! 
What new Alceus, fancy-blcft, 

Shall fing the fword in myrtles dreft, 

At Wifdom’s flirinc awhile its flame concealing 
(What place lb fit to feal a deed renown’d ') 
Tilllhc her brightefi; lightnings round revealing 
It leap’d in glory forth, and dealt her prompted 
wound 1 

O Gijddefb, in that feeling hour. 

When moll us founds wcmi’kI court thy cars, 
Let not my Ih^ll’s milguuled pow’r 
E'er draw thy fad, thy mindful tears. 

No, Freedom, no, T will not tell, 

How Rome, before thy fate, 

With heavieft found, a giant-fiatuc, fell, 

Pufh’d by a wild and artlcfs race. 

From oft its wide amlnnous bafe, 

When Time his no; them fons of fpoil awoke, 
And all the blended work of ftrengih and grace, 
With many a rude repeated ftrokc. 

And many a barbarous yell, to tlioufand frag- 
ments broke. 


EPODE. 

Yet, cv'n w'hcre’er the lead appear’d, 

Th* admiring w'orld thy hand rever’d ; 

Still, 'niidft the fcatter’d hates around, 

Some remnants of her llrength were found ; 
They faw, by what efcap'd the fiorm. 

How wondrous rofe b.cr perfecl form ; 

How in the great, the labour'd wif ‘ ^ - 
Each mighty inafter pyo’'’d hU 
For funny Horence, Icat of art. 

Beneath her vines prcl’crv’d a part, 

Till they W'hom fciencc lov’d :o name 
(O who could fear it?) quench’d her flame. 


And, lo, an humbler relic lanl 
In jealous Pifa’s olive lliade ! 
iiec finall Marino joins the theme, 

Thoiigli I call, not laft in thy efteem ; 

Strike, louder ftrike, th’ ennobling llringg 
To thole whofe merchant fons were kings 
To him who, deck'd with pearly pride, 

In Adria weds his green-hair’d biide : 

Hail, port of glory, wealth, and plcafure, 

Ne’er let me cliange this Lydian meafurc ; 

Nor e’er her former pride relate, 

To fad Liguria’s bleeding ftate. 

Ah, no ’ more pleas'd thy haunts I feck 
On wild Helvetia’s mountains bleak 
(VV^herc when the favour’d of thy choice. 

The daring archer, heard thy voice; 

Forth from his eyrie rous’d in dread. 

The ravening eagle northward lied) : 

Or dwell in willow^'d meads more near, 

With thofe ' to whom thy ftork is dear j 
T.’hofe whom the rod of Alva bruis’d, 

Whuff crown a Britilh ijijccn refus’d? 

The magic w'orks, thou fee Til the ftiains. 

One holier name alone remains : 

The pcrfctl fpell lhall then avail, 

Hail, Nymph, ador’d by Britain, hail! 

ANTISTROPHK. 

Beyond tlie mcafurc valt (;f thought, 

J'hc works the wizard Time h.u wrought, 

The (?aul, ’tis held of antique ftory, 

Saw' Britain link’d to his now ad\crfe ftrand f. 

No lea between, nor clili' fublime and hoary, 

He pafb’d with unwet feet through all our land. 
To the blown Baltic then, they fay, 

The w'iid waves found another w'ay, 

Where Orcas howls, his w^olfifti mountains round- 

ing; 

Till all the banded w'cft at once ’gan rife, ’ 

A w'idc wild dorm tv’n Nature’s fclf confounding, 
Withering her giant funs with ftrangc uncouth 
furprife, 

This pillar'd earth fo firm and wide, 

By winds and inward hibours torn. 

In thunders dread was pufti’d rifidc. 

And down the lliouldering billows borne. 

And fee, like gems, her laughing train, 

The little iUcs on every fide, 

Mona J, once hid frtan thofe w^ho fenrch the ma’’ ^ 
Where thoufanil elfin lhapes abidi'*.*e ' 

And VV'^ight who checks the w'cftcnng tide, 



* The Dutch, among whom there arc very fevere penalties for thofe who arc conviiled of killing thia 
Jilrd. They arc kept tame in almoll all their towns, and particularly at the Hague, of the arms of which 
they make a part. The common people oi Holland arc fa’.d to entertain a fuperltiuous featiment, that it the 
whole f{)ccies of them Ihould become they fliould lofe their liberties. 

f This tradition is mentioned by fuveral of our old hidorians. Some naturalifls too have endeavoured to 
fupporl the probability of the fail, by arguments drawn from the correfpondent difpofition of the two oppo- 
fite coads. 1 do not remember that any poetical ufe has been hithcito made of it. 

t There is a tradition in the lile of Man, that a Mermaid becoming enamoured of a young man of ex^ 
traofdinary beauty, took an opportunity of meeting him one day as he walked ''on the rtiore, and opj'iicd her 
padion to him, but was received with a coldnefs, dccafioned by his horror and furprife at her appearance. 
This, however, was fo mifeondrued by the fca-lady, that, in revenge for his treatmentr of her, llie punirtied 
the whole ifland, by covering it with a mid, fo that all who attempted to carry on any commerce with ir, 
eifher never arrived at it, but wandered up and down the fe.i, or were on a fudden wiccl;,ed upon us 
clUfiv 
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For thee confenting heaven has each beftow’d, § 206. Ode to a Lady,, on the Death of Colond 
A hiir attendant on lier ibvereign pride : Charles Rofs, in the Adiion at Fontenoy, IVrittek 

To thee this bleft divoicc Ihc ow’d, in May 1745. ‘ CoLLlilS. 

For thou haft made her vales tiiy lov’d, thy laft ^h 1 i’.E, loft to all his former mirth, 
aooue, VV pi-itannia’s genius bends to earth* 


SECOND EPODE. 

Then too, ’tis faid, an hoary pile, 

’Midd the green navel of our Jfle, 

Thy (lirinc in ioiiie religious wood, 

O foul-enforcing Goddtls. ftood ! 

There oft the painted natives feet 
Were wont thy form ccleltial meet : 

Though now wirli hopelefs toil we trace 
Time’s barkwasd rolls, to find its place ; 
Wliether tne liery-treiLd Dane, 

Or Roman’s fclf o’cr-iurn’d the fane, 

Or in what he«ivi:n-h fr ate it fell, 

’Twerc hard for modern fong to tell. 

Yet ft 1 11 , if truth rhofc beams infiifc, 

Which guide at once and charm the Mufe, 
Beyond yon braiKled cloud tliat lie, 

Paying the li^ilir ernbiotdcr’d Iky : 

Amidft the bright pavilion'd j>Iains, 

The bcaureous model Hill remains. 

There happier than in iftands bleft, 

Or bowers by Sjjring or llebc dreft, 

I'he chiefs who fill our Albion’s Itory, 

In warlike weed'^, retir’d in glory, 

II ear their conforted Druids ling 
Tlieir tiiumphs to tli’ immortal firing. 

How may the poet now unfold 
What never tongue or numbers told } 

How learn, delighted .ind amaz'd, 

VV'^hat hands unknown that fabric rais’d } 

Kv’n now, bcfoie his favour’d eyes. 

In Gothic pride it Iccms to rife ! 

Yet Grecia's graceful orders join, 

Majcftic, thiough the mix’d dcftgn; 

The fecrct builder knew to choofe 
Kach fphere-found gem of riclieft hues : 
W'hate’er heaven’s purer mould contains, 
When nearer I’uns emblaze its veins ; 

There on the walls the Patriot’s fight 
May ever hang with frclh dcligb*^, 

And, grav’d with Ibmc piophctic rage, 
Albion’s fame rhrongJi every age. 
iSl'^^JUfj^divinc, ye laureate band. 

That near ncr insjoft altar ftaiid ! 

Now foothe her, to her blifsful train 
Blithe Concord's focial form to gain ; 

Concord, whofo myrtle wand can ftcep 
Ev’n Anger’s blood-lhot eyes in lltep : 

Before whofc breathing buforn’s balm 
Rage drops his fteel, and ftorms grow calm 5 
Her let our fires and matrons hoar 
Welcome to Bcitain’s ravag’d ftiorfe ; 

Our yojjths, enamour'd of the fau:, 

Play with the tangles of her hair; 

Till, in one loud applauding foupd, ^ 

The nations Ihout to her around— 

O, how fuprcmely art thou bleft, 

Tiiou, Lady, thou flijilt lulc the weft ! . 


And mourns tlie fatal day ; 

While ftain’d with Idood he ftrives to tear 
llnfcemly from his fea-grecn hair 
The wicaihs of cheerful May j 

riie thoughts which mufing pity pavs. 
And fond remembrance loves to lailc. 
Your faithful hours attend : 

Still Pancy, to hcrfclf unkind. 

Awakes to grief ihe fofLcn’d mind. 

And points the bleeding friend. 

By rapid Scheld’s defeendin^ wave, 

His country’s vow^s lliall bids the grave 
Where’er the youth is laid : 

That filled fpot ibe village hind 
With evciy fweetdl tuif ihall bind. 

And Peace protedt the lliade* 

O’er him, wbofe doom thy virtues grie^'e, 
Aerial forms ftiall fit at ere, 

And bend the pcnfive head; 

And, fallen to fave his injur’d land. 
Imperial Honour's awful hand 
Shall point his haicly bed ! 

The warliktj dead of every age. 

Who till the fair recording page, 

Shall leave the fainted reft : 

And, iialf reclining on his fpcar. 

Each wond’ring cliief by turns appear. 

To hail the blooming gueft. 

Old Edward's foil s,.un known to yield. 
Shall trowd fron Crefl'y's laurcl’d field. 
And gaze with fix'd delight: 

Again tor Britain’s wrongs iliey feel. 
Again they fniuch the gleamy fteel. 

And wilii th’ avenging fight. 

But, lo ! where, funk in deep defpair. 

Her garments tom, her bofom bare, 
■J’'j^Iyt-’tdoni lies ! 

Her matted iMrje s madly fp rea^ 

'\ o every fod w^C^TTvPapT liTe dead 
She turns her joy lei's eyes. 

Ne’er fhall fhc leave that lowly ground, 
I'ili notes of triamph burfting round 
Ptoclaii.i her reign reftor’d : 

Till W'llliam feck Ihc fad retreat, 

And, bleeding at her facred feet, 

Prvfenr the fated fword. 

If, w'eak to foothe fo foft an heart, 

Thcle pictur’d glories nought impart 
To dry thy conftant tear ; 

If yet, in So: row’s diftant eye, 
Expob’diind pale thou fcc'ft him lie, 

Wild war iiifulting near : 

Where’er from time thou court'ft relief. 
The Mufe fliall Hill, with focial grief. 

Her gentlett promife keep ; - 
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humble Harting^s cottag'd vale 
Shall team fad repeated tale, 

' And bid her ihepherds weep. 

‘f<so7. Ode t$ Evening, Collins. 

YP aught of oaten (top, or paftoral long, 

* May hope, chafte Eve, to foothe thy modeft ear, 
Like thy own (blcmn fprings, 

Thy fpnags, and dying gales ; 

O nymph rcienr’d, while now the bright-hair’d fun 
Sits in yon weftern tent, whole cloudy ikirts. 
With brede ethereal wove. 

Overhang his wavy bed : 

Kow air is hulh*d, fave wliere the weak-eyed batj 
With ihort Ihrill Ihrick flits by on katliem wing, 
Or where the beetle winds 
His fmall but fuilen horn, 

As oft he riles ’midft the twilight path, 

Againft the pilgrim borne in hccdlcfs hum : 

Now teach me, maid compos'd, 

To breathe fomc foften’d tirain, 

Whole numbers. Healing thro’ thv darkening vale, 
not unfcemly with its Hillnefs fuic, 

As, muflng How, I hail 
Thy genial lov’d return ! 

For when thy foldin^-ftar ariling Ihowa 
Hk paly circlet, at his warning lamp 
Tne fragmnt hours, and elves 
Who Hept in buds the day, 

And ma;ny a nymph who wreathes her brows 
with fedge, 

And Iheds the frcfliening dew; and, lovelier Hill, 
The pcalive plcafurcs fweec 
Prepare thy ihadowy car. 

Then let me rove (bmc wild and heathy fcenc. 
Or And fome ruin 'midH its dreary dells, 

Whole walls more awful nod 
, By thy religious gleams. 

Or If chill bluftcring winds, or driving rain, 
PrWenc my willing feet, be mine the hut, 

That from the mountain’s lidc V : * < 
Views wilds ahdJ Wcllin^ « 

And hamlets brown, and dim-difeover’d fpires, 
And hnars their fimplc bell, and markiS o'er all 
Thy dewy fingers draw 
‘The gradual dulky veil.- 

While Spring ihall pour his fiiow'rs, as oft he 
woor, 

And.batlie thy breathing trefies, meekeft Eve ! 
While Summer loves to fport 
Beneath thy lingering light ; 

While fallow Autumn fills thy lap with leaves, 

. Or Winter, yeUlng through the troublous air, 

V A^rights thy fltrinking train. 

And rudely rends thy robes ; 

to long, regardful of thy quiet rule, 

Fancy, Friendfhip, Science, fmilii^ Peace, 

’ Thy gentled influence own, I 

wee thy favourite iiamt h 


§ 208. Ode to Peace, CoLLiNa* 

^ THOU, who bad'll thy turtles bear 
^ Swift from his grafp thy golden hair. 
And fought’ft thy native ikies ; 

When war, by vultures drawn from far, 

To Britain bent his iron car, 

And bade his dorms arife f 

Tir’d of his rude tyrannic fway, 

Our youth fiiall fix fomc fedive day, 

His fullcn Ihrincs to burn : 

But thou, who bear’d the turning fpheres. 
What founds may charm thy partial ears, " 
And gain thy bled return ! 

O Peace, thy injur’d robes upbind 1 
O rife, and leave not one behind 
Of all thy beamy train : . 

The Britilh lion, Goddefs fweet, 

Lies dretch’d on earth to kifs thy feet. 

And own thy holier reign. 

Let others court thy tranlient fmilc, 

But come to grace thy wclkrn illt, 

By warlike Honour led ! 

And, while around her ports rejoice, 

While all her fons adore thy choice. 

With him for ever wed ! 


§ 209. Manners, An Ode* CoLLlNS, 

pAREWEL, for clearer ken dcfign’d 5 
^ The dtm-difeover’d trails of mind ; 

Truths which, from aftion’i paths retir'd, 

My filcnt fcarch in vain requir’d * 

No more my fail that deep explr}rcs, 

No more I iearch thofe magic fliorev, 

What regions part the world of foul, 

Or whence thy dreams, Opinion, lull : 

If e’er I round fuch fairy field, 

Some pow*r impart the tpcar and (hicld. 

At which the wizard pallions fly, 

By which the giant follies die ! 

Farcwel the porch, whofe roof is fecti 
Arcli’d with thUnltvcning olive’s green : 

Where Science, prank’d in tiiTucd veil. 

By Rcafon, Pride, and Fancy dred, 

Comes like a bride, lb trim array’d. 

To wed with Doubt in Plato’s lhadc ! 

Youth of the quick uncheated 
Thy walks, Obfervance, more invite ! 

O tnou, who lov'd that ampler range, 

Where life’s wide pmfpcfls round thee changv*^ 
And, with her mingled fons allied, 

Throw'd the prattling page afide : 

To me in converfe fweet impart 
To read in man the native heart, 

To learn where Science fure is found, 

From Nature as (he lives around : 

And gating oft, her mirror true « 

^ turns each Ihifting image view ! 

Till meddling Art's officious lore 
Reverfe the leffons taught before, 

Alluring from a fafer rule, 

To dream in her enchanted fchool $ 

Thou,"^ 
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Thou, Heaven, whate’er of great we boaft, 
Had blefs’d thib Ibciai fcicncc moft* 

Retiring hence to thoughtlefs cell. 

As p'ancy breathes her potent fpcll, 

]^oc vain flic finds the cheerful rp.fk, 
^4«^ygcant quaint, in motley malk, ‘ 

Ilcliold, licfore her mufing eyes, 

The rounilefs Manners round her rife ; 
While, ever varying as they pafs, 

'I'o ibme Contempt applies her giaf* : 

With thefe thc whitc-rob’d maids combine, 
And thofe the laughing fatyrs join ! 

Hut who is he whom now Die views, 

In robe of W'ild contending hues ? 

Thou by the palfions iiursM, 1 greet 
'I'he comic lock that binds thy feet ! 

O Humour, thou w'hofc name is known 
7^j Britain’s favour’d i(lc alone ; 

^Ic>too aniidfi thv band admit, 

There where the young-eyed healthful Wit 
(Whot'e jewels in his crilped hair 
Are plac’d each other’s beams to (hare, 

Wlioin no delights from thee divide) 

In laughter loos’d attends thy fide. 

By old Miletus ' , who lb long 
Has ceas'd his lovc-iinvovcn long j 
By all you taught the Tul'can maids, 

In chang’d Italia’s modern lhades ; 

By him f whofc knight’s diltinguifliM name 
Rclin’d a nation’s lull of fame \ 

Whofc tales e’en now, with echoes fwcet, 
Cadilia's Moorilh hills repeat; 

Or iiim J, whom Seine’s blue nymphs deplore, 
In watchet weeds on Gallia’s fiiorc, 

Who drew the lad Sicilian rarad, 

By virtues in her firt betray’d ; 

O Nature boon, from whom proceed 
Eacli forceful thought, each prompted deed ; 
If but from thee I hope to feel, 

On ail my heart imprint thy leal 1 
Let ibme retreating Cynic find 
Thofe off- turn’d Icrolls 1 leave behind, 

7'hc S|x>rts and I this hour agree 
To rove thy fcenc-full world with thee ! 


$ txo. Ihc PaJHions^ 




An Ode for Mujic, 

Collins. 

heavenly maid, was young. 
While yet in early 6recce fhe fung, 

The Palfions oft, t^hcar her (hell, 
llirong’d around her magic cell, 
plxulting, trembling, raging, fainting, 

Poffeft beyond the Mule’s painting ; 

By turns they felt the glowing mind 
Dilhirb’d, delighted, rais’d, refin'd. 

Till once, ’tis laid, when all were fir’d. 

Fill’d with fury, rapt, infpir’d, 

From th^ fupporting myrtles round ? 

They Ibatch'd her inftruxncnts of found, 


And as they oft had heard apart 
Sweet lelTons of her forcefdl art, 

Each, for inadnefs rul’d the hour, 
Would prove his own exprelfive pow*r« 


Firfl Fear his hand, its (kill to try. 

Amid the chords bewilder'd laid. 

And back recoil’d, he knew not why» 

Ev’ii at the found himfelf had made. 

Next Anger rulb’d, his eyes on fire, 

In lightnmn own’d his fccret (lings. 

In one rude clafli be ftruck the lyre, 

And fwept with hurried hand the firings* 

With woeful mcafures wan Defpair, 

Low fallen founds, his grief l^guilM a 
A fulemn, ftrangc, and mingled air, 

'Twas fad by fits, by fiarts 'twas wild. 


But thou, O Hope, with eyes lb fair. 

What was thy delighted mcafure ? 

Still it whifper’d promis'd pleafure. 

And bade the lovely fccnes at diftance hail f 
Still w'ould her touch the firain prolong, 

I And from the rocks, the woods, the vale, 

I She call'd on Echo dill through all the foilgj 
And where her fwceteft theme (he chofe, 

A foft refponfive voice.was heard at every clole^ 
And Hope enchanted fmird, and wav’d her gpiden 
hair. 

And longer had flic fung — but, with a frown. 
Revenge impatient role. 

He threw his bleod-llain’d (word in thunder 
down. 

And, with a withering look, 

I The war-denouncing trumpet took, ' 

^ And blew a blall fo loud and dread, 

' Were ne’er prophetic founds fo full of woe. 

' And ever and anon he beat 
I The doubling drum with furious heat ; 
f And though fometimes, each dreary paufe be* 
tween, 

Dcjefled Pity at his fide 
Her foul-fubduing voiee applied, 

Yet dill he kept his wild unalter’d mien; 
While each m’d ball of fight ieem’d burftlng 
from liisTficatl.'^*' • 

Thy numbers, JcaJouly, to nought were fix’d. 
Sad proof of thy diftrefsful ftacc ! 

Of diflering themes the veering fong was mixM, 
And now it courted Love, now raving ealfd 
on Hate. 

With eyes uprais’d, as one infpir’d, 

Pale Melancholy fat retir’d. 

And from her wild fequeftcr’d feat. 

In notes by difiance made more fweet, 

Pour’d through the mellow horn her penfive ibuh 
And dafhing foft from rocks around, 

Bubbling runnels join’d the found ; 

Thro’ glades and glooms the mingled mei&re 
ftolp, 


\ 


* Alluding to the MilefiSn Tales, ibme of the earlieft romances , f Cervantes, 

t Monfieur Li Sage, author of the ioiomparablt adTUturm of <eil iUl d* SaotiUanei who dleddn Paris ia 
rear I74S- 
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Or o’er fome haunted dreams with fond delay, 
Round an holy calm diflfufing, 

Love of peace, and lonely mudng, 

Tn hollow murmurs died away. 

But, O, how alter'd was its fj)rightlicr tone ! 
When Chcerfulnefs, a nymph of healthicft hue. 
Her bow acrofs her /houlder flung, 

Her bulkins gemm’d with morning dew. 

Blew an afpiring air, that dale and thicket rung, 
The hunter’s call to t'ann and Dryad known ; 
The oak-crown’d lifters, and their chaftc-cycd 
Satyrs and fylvan boys, were lecn [queen. 
Peeping from forth their alleys green ; 

Brown Exercife rejoic’d to licar, 

AndSport leapM up,and feiz’d his bccchcnTpear. 
Lad came Joy’s ccdatic trial. 

He, with viny crown advancing, 

Fird to the lively pipe his hand addrefs'd, 

But foon he faw the brifk-awakening viol,’ 
Whofc fwcet entrancing vcicc he lov’d the bed. 

' They would have thought, who heard the 
drain. 

They faw in Tempe’s vale her native maids, 
Amidd the fedal founding fhadcs, 

To fomc unwearied minftrel dancing, 

While, as his flying fingers kifs’d the firings, 
Love fram'd with Mirth a gay fantalHc round ; 
I^oofe were her trelfcs feen, her zone unbound, 
And he, amidd his frolic play, 

As if he would the charming air repay, 

Shook thoufand odours from his dewy wings. 

O Mufic, fphcre-dclccnded maid, 

Friend of plcafure, wifdom’s aid, 

Why, Ooddefs, why, to us denied, 

Lay’d thou thy ancient 1} rc aiide ? 

As in that lov^d Athenian bow'r, 

You learn ’d an all-commanding pow’r, 

Thy mimic foul, O nymph endear’d, 

Can well rccal what then it heard. 

Where is thy native fimple heart, 

Devote to virtue, fancy, art ? 

Aiife, as in that elder time. 

Warm, encrgic, ciiade, fublime ? 

Thy wonders, in that godlike age. 

Fill thy recording fider’s page — 

*Tis faid, and I believe Uie talc,# 

Thy humbled reed could more prevail, 

Had more of drength, diviner rage. 

Than all which charms this laggard age, 

Ev’n all at once together founa 
Cajcilia's mingled world of found — 

O, bid our vain endeavours c^afe. 

Revive the jud defigns of Greece, 

Return in all thy fimple date, 

Confirm the tales her Tons relate 1 


§ 211. An Epiftle culdrejfed io Sfr Hxmas Uanmer^ 
on bis Edition oj Sbakjpeatds t^orks, 

CoLLINSt. 

^HILE, bora to bring the Mufe^t hsppicr 
A patriot's liand protects a poet's lays $ 


While, nurs’d by you, die fees her myrtles bloom. 
Green and unwither’d, o’er his h6nour’d tomb : 
Excufc her dou.bts, if yet Ihe fears to tell 
What fecret tranfporis in her bofom fwell : 

With confeious awe die hears the critic’s fame. 
And blulhing hides her wreath at Shakefpeare’* 
name. 

Hard was the lot thofe injur’d dreams endur'd, 
Unown’d by fciencc, and by years obfeur’d : 

Fair Fancy wept; and echoing fighs confefs’d 
A fix’d dcfpair in every tuneful bread. 

Not with more grief th' afBifted fwains appear. 
When wint’ry winds deform the plenteous year j 
When lingering frods the ruin’d feats invade 
Where Peace lefortcd, and the Graces play’d. 

Each rifing art by jud gradation moves, 

Toil builds on toil, and age on age improves : 
The Mufe alone unequal dealt her rage, 

And grac’d with nobleft pomp her earlicd ftage. 
Preferv’d through time, the Ipcaking fcencs im- 
part 

Each changeful wifti of Phrpdra’s tortur’d heart : 
Or pai nt the curfc that mark ’d tlie Theban’s reign ■ , 
A bed inccduous, and a father flain. 

With kind concern our pitying eyes o’erflow. 
Trace the fad talc, and own anothei’s woe. 

To Rome remov'd, with wit fecure ro plcafc. 
The comic fidcrs keep their native cafi'. 

With jealous fear declining Greece beheld 
Her own Menander's art almoft exccll’d ! 

Hut every Mufc effay’d to raife in vain 
Some labour’d rival of her tragic drain ; 

Ilyllus’ laurels, though transferr’d with toil 
Droop'd their fair leaves, nor knew th’ un- 
friendly foil. 

As arts expir’d, refifilcfs DuIncE rofe; 

Goths, Pneds,orVandals — all werelearning’s foes. 

I Till f Julius fird recall’d each exil’d maid, 

And Cofmo own’d them in th’ Etrurian ftiadc. 
Then, deeply (kill’d in love’s engaging theme, 
The foft Pi eventual pafs’d to Amo’s dream ; 

With graceful eafe the wanton lyre he ftrung, 
Sweet flow’d the lays — but love was all he fung: 
The gay defeription could not fail to move.; 

For, led by nature, all are friends to love. 

But heaven, dill various in its works, decreed 
The pc^fc6t boadof time (hould lad fuccecd. 

The beauteous union mud appear at length 
Of Tufean fancy and Athenian drenin-F • 

One greater Mufe Eliza’s reign adorn, 

And cv’n a Shakfpearc to her fame be born ! 

Yet, ah ' fo bright her morning’s opening ray* 
Tn vain our Britain hop’d an equal day I 
No fccond growth the vvedem idc could bear, 

At once exhaufted with too rich a year. 

Too nicely Jonfon knew the critic’s part; 

Nature in him was almod lod in Art. 

Of foftcr mold the gentle Fletcher came, 

The next in order, as tbe next in name. 

With pleas’d attention 'midlt bis feenes Ve find 
Each glowing thought that warm^ the female 
mind; 


* The Oedipus of Sophodet, 


f Julius IL the bnmtdiate predeceflbr of Leo X« 


EaCi. 
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Each melting fijgh, and every tender tear, 

The lover’s wilhcs, and the virgin’s fear. 

His • every drain the Smiles and Graces own ; 
JBut ftrongcr Shakfpeare felt for man aloiie : 
Hjawn by his pen, our ruder paffions djiid 
unrivaird pidlurc of his early hand. 

VC^ith t gradual fteps,:ind flow, exafter France 
Saw Art’s fair empire o’er her fibres advance j 
Ey length of toil a bright pci feition knew, 
Corre^fly bold, and juft in all llic drew. 

Till late Corneille, with | Lucan^s fpirit fir*d. 
Breath’d the free ft rain, as Rome and he infpir’d : 
And tlalfic judgment gain’d to Iwcct Racine 
The temperate ftri.ngth of Marc’s rhafter line. 

But wilder far the Britifh laurel Ipread, 

And wreaths lefs artful cr«iJA’n our poet’s head. 
Vet he J\lone to every fceiie could give 
Th’ hiftorian’s truth, and bid the manners live. 
Wak’d at his call, 1 view with glad lurpeize 
Majpftic forms of mighty monarchs rile. 

Tlicrc Henry’s trumpets I'pread their hmd alarms, 
And laurcJl'd Comiueft waits her hero’s arms. 
Hci c gentler Kdward claims a pitying ligh, 
Scarce born to honours, and To foon to die ' 

Yet Ilia 11 thy throne, unhappy infant, bring 
No beam of c(nnfort to the guilty king: 

The time lliall come when Glo’fter’s heart (hall 
bleed, 

In life’s laft hours, with horror of the deed : 
When dreary vifions lhall at laft preient 
Tliy vengeful image in the midnight tent ; 

Thy hand unfeen the fecrct death Ihnil bear, 
Blunt the weak fvvord, and break th’ oppieirivc 
fpcar. 

Wlierc'cr wc turn, by fancy charm’d, wc find 
Some Iwcet illufion of the cheated mind. 

Oft, wild of wing, fhc calls the foul to rove 
With humbler nature, in the rural grove; 
Wlieie fwains contented own the quiet Iccne, 
And twilight fairies* tread the circled green : 
Hrcfs’tlby her hand, tlie wo<.k1s and valleys fmile, 
And I’prmg diftufive decks th’ enchained iflc. 

O, more than all in powerful genius bitft, 
Come, take thine empire o’er the willing brtaft! 
Whate'er the wounds th.s youthful heart lhall iVcl, 
Thy fongs lupport me, and thy morals heal ! 
Tlierc every thought the poet’s warimh may raife, 
Tjiere native mulic dwells in all the lays. 

O, iijig^i^,.lbme \crfc with happieft Ikill perfuade 
^xprcfllve Wdiurc to adopt thine aid ! 
vVhai wondrous draughts might rife from every 
• page ! 

What other Raphaels charm a diftanr age ? 

Methinks ev’n now 1 view fome free defign. 
Where breathing Nature lives in every line ; 
Chaltc and fubdued the modtft lights decay. 
Steal into lliades, and mildly melt away. 
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— And fee, where §' Anthony, in tears approv’d* 
Guards the pale relics of the chief he lov’d ; 

O’er the cold code the Warrior feems to bend. 
Deep funk in grief, iiikl mourns his murder’dfriend! 
Still as they prefs, he calls on all around. 

Lifts the torn robe, and points t) eblcedic.g wound. 

But II who is he whofe blows exalted bear 
A wiath impatient, and a fiercer air > 

Awake to 'all that injur’d worth can feel, 

On his own Rome he turns tli’ avenging ftcel. 
'i'et fhail not wads infatiatc fury ftlT, 

(So heaven ordains it) on the deftin’d wall. 

Sec the fond mother, ’midft the plaintive train, 
H.ing on his knees, and proilrate on the plain I 
Toucii’d to the foul, in \ain he ftiivts to hide 
'riic lim’s all'edioii in tlic Roman’s pride : 

O’er all the man conlliiling pallions nfc, 

Rage grafps the fword, while pity melts the eyes. 

'I'lius, generous (Jiitic, as thy bard in/pires, 
The fifter Aits fnall nurfe their drt-oping fires ; 
Each from his fccncs her ftores alternate bring. 
Blend the fan tints, or wake the vocal firing: 
Tljofe Sibyl-lcavcs, the fport of every wind, 

(For poets t\cr v.crc a carclefs kind) 

By thec difpfis’d, no farther toil demand. 

Bur, juft to nature, own thy forming hand. 

So fpread o’er Greece, th’ haimonious whole 
unknown, 

Itv’n Homer's numbers charm’d by p'^'ts alone ; 
Their own Ulvlfes karce had wander'd more, 
By winds and waters taft on every Ihorc : 

When, rais’d by fate, fome foi mci Ilanim r join’d 
Kach bcautroiis image of tlie: boundlefs mind ; 
And bade, like tine, lus Atliens ever claim 
A fond alliance with the Pact’s name. 


§ 2 1 z. D/r^r hi Oymhdine.ftoi^^ by Gw dans ar.d 
Arwa^iis over FideUyffipJojed to he dud, 

Collins. 

fair Fidel e’s grafiy tomb 
Soft maids and village hinds fliall bring 

Ldch opening fwcet, of earlicft bloom, 

And ride all the breathing Spring. 

No wailing gbofi lhall dare appear 
To vex with llirieks this quiet greve ; 

But (henherd If.ds aircmblc h.rc, 

And melting virgins own their iove. 

No wither'd witch lhall here be Iccn, 

No goblins lead their nightly crew ; 

The female fays fliall haunt the green, 

And drefi. thy grave with pearly dcw\ 

The red-breaft oft at evening hours 
Shall kindly lend liis little aid, 

With hoary mofs, and gather'd flow Vs, 

To deck the ground where thou art laid. 



* The^harafters are thus difiinguilhed by Mr, Dryden, . tr 

+ About the time of Shakfpeare, the poet Hardy wis iji' great repute in France. He wrote, according 
to Foiitenclle, fix hundred plays. The French poets aftei him fipphed themfeivc? in general to the correct 
improvement of the ftage, which was almoft totally difrcgardc^y thofe of our own country, Jonlon excepted. 
1 The favourite author of the elder Corneille. ^|f ^ ^ 

> Sec (h9 tragedy of Julius Cjefar. ' U Corinlanus. Sec Mr. Spence’s Dialogue on iJic 
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When howling winds, and beating; rain, 

In tcmpefts (hake thy fylvan cell; 

Or ’midft the chace on every plain, 

The tender thought on thee (hall dwell; 

Each lonely fccne (hall thee reltore. 

For thee the tear be duly (hed ; 

Belov'd, till life can charm no more ; 

And mourn’d, till Pity’s felf be dead. 


213. Oik on the Death of Mr, Ihomfin, 

Collins. 

^be Scene of the foilinving Stanzas is fupfffeil to 
lie on the Thames ^ near RicbmomL 

•jN yonder grave a Druid lies, 

* Where now ly winds the (dealing wave ! 

The year’s beft (weets (hall duteous rife, 

To deck its Poet’s fylvan grave ! 

In yon deep bed of whifpering reeds 
His airy harp - (liall now be laid, 

That he, wliolc heart in forrow bleeds. 

May love througli life the foothing (hade. 
Then maids and youths (hall linger here. 

And, while its founds at diftance fwcll, 

Shall fadly feem in Pity’s ear 

To hear the woodland pilgrim’s knell. 

Remembrance oft (liall haunt the (liore 

When Thames in lummer Wreaths is dreft, 
And oft furpend the <iaihing oar 
To bid his gentle fpirit reft • 

And oft as Eafe and Health ictirc 
To breezy lawn, oi:„foreft deep, 

The friend (hall \icw yon whitening f fpirc, 
And 'mid the varied landfcapc weep : 

But thou, who owT.’ft that earthy bed, 

Ah ! wliatwill every dirge avail > 

Or tears, which Love and Pity (lied, 

That mourn beneath the gliding i'ail f 

Yet lives there one whofc hcedlefs eye 

Shall fcorn thy pale (hrinc glimmering near ? 
With him, fwcet bard, may Fancy die. 

And Joy dcfcrt the blooming year. 

But 4100710111 dream, whole fullen tide 
No fedge -crown'd lifters now attend, 

Now waft me from the green hill’s fide 
Whofc cold turf hides the buried friend ! 

And fee, the fairy valleys fade, 

Dun Night has veil’d the folcmn view ! 

Yet once again, dear parted (hade, 

Meek nature’s child, again adieu ! 

% The genial meads affign^d to blcfs 
Thy life, fliall mourn thy early doom ? 
Their hinds and Ihephcrd girls (hall drefs 
With funple hanas thy rural tomb.' 

Long, long, thy ftonc and pointed clay 
Shall rntlt the mufmg Briton’s eyes : 


extracts, 

) vales, and wild woods, (hall he fay, 
in yonder grave your Druid lies ! 

§ 214. retfes •written on a Paper lobirh ron-t 
tained a piece of Bride-Cake. CoLL 1 N . 

curious hands, that, hid from vulgar eywa, 

* By (earch profane (liall find this hallow’d 
cake, 

With virtue’s awe forbear the facred prize, 

Nor dare a theft for love and pity's fake ! 

This precious relic, form’d by magic pow’r, 
Beneath the (hepherd's haunted pillow laidj 
Was meant by love to charm the filcnt hour, 

The fecret prefent of a match lefs maid. 

The Cyprian queen, at Hymen's fond requeft. 
Each nice ingredient chofe with liappieft art; 
Fears, fiv^hs, and wiflics of tlf enamour’d breaft. 
And pains that pleafe, are mix’d in every parO 

With rofy hand the fpicy fruit (he brought, 

Fiom Paphian hills, and fair Cytheria’s iHe; 
And temper'd fwcet with thefc the melting 
thought, 

The kifs ainbrofial, and the yielding fmile. 

Ambiguous looks, that fcorn and yet relent ; 

DeniaK mild, and Him unalter’d truth. 
Reluctant pride, and amorous faint conlent, 

I And meeting ardours, and exulting youth. 

Sleep, w'ayward God • hath fworn, while theftf 
remain, 

Wiih nattering drcaitis to dry his nightly tear; 
And cheerful hope, fo oft invok'd in vain. 

With fairy fongs (hall footh his pcnfivc ear* 

If, bound by \ows to friendfliip’s gentle Hde, 

Ami fniid of foul, thou liop'ft an equal grace, 
!f ycAith or mr.id thy ]oys and griefs divide, 

O much entreated leave this fatal place. 

S\ve*et Peace, wdio long hath (liunn’d my plain* 
live day, 

Confents at length bring me (hort delight ; 
Thy carelefs fteps may fcare* licr doves away; 
And Grief with raCen note ufurp the night. 


§215. To a Mcitfe, on turning her up in her nejt 
•with the Plough t Ncrotniber 17S5. Burns* 
(leckit, cow-iin, tini’rous bcaftjc,- 
O, what A par.nic’s in thy breattie 1 
Thou need na ftart awa fac hafty, 

Wi' bickering brattle ? 

I wad be laith to rin an’ chafe thee, 

Wi' murd’ring/!«///t’/ 

I’m truly forry man’s dominion 
Has broken nature’s focial union, 

An’ juftifics that ill opinion, 

WhLh makes thee ftartle 
At me, thy poor earth-born coitipaniimt • 

An* fedow-moriai 1 • 


The hatp of ^olus, of which fee a defeription in the Caftle of Indolence* 

^ Thomfon m^s buried in Richmond church. 

4 Mr. ThpiRfon reiided in the neighbourhood of Richmond fone time before his death. 


](^ doubt 
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jr doubt na, whylcs, but thou may thieve j 
\Vhat then ? poor beaftic, thou maim live ! 

A diamen-icker in a ibravc 

'S a l^na’ leipicft j 
I'll get a blflhn wi’ the lave, 

* An’ never inifs’t! 

Thy wee bit boiffie^ too, in ruin ? 

.Its filly wa‘s the wins arc ttrewin j 
An’ nacthiiigj now, to big a new aiie 
green ! 

An’ bleak Dccembir’s wind, enfuin, 

Baith fncll and keen ! 

Thou faw the field laid bare and wafte^ 

An’ weary winter comin faft, 

An’ cozie here, b'-ncath the hiaft, 

Thou thought to dwell* 

Till, crafli ! the cruel ronlttr paft 
Out thro’ thy cell. 

That wee bit heap o' leaves an’ ftibblc, 

Has coft thee monic a weary nibble ! 

Now thou’s turn’d out, for a’ thy trouble* 

But hoLife or bald. 

To thole the winter’s fleciy dribble* 

An' cranrcuch cauld ! 

Bur, Moufie, thou art no thy lane, 

In pr()iingyfV(//^«/)/ may be vain : 

The beft-laid Ichemes o’ mice an’ meft 
Gang aft a-glcy, 

An’ Ica’e us noiiglit but grief an’ pain* 

For promis’d joy ! 

Still thou art blcft, compar’d wi’ met 
The prefent only toucheih thee : 

But, Ocli ’ 1 backward caft my e’e 
On profpedts drear ! 

An’ forward, iho’ I canna Jeey 
T ptefi an’ fmr, 

J zi6. T*o a Mountain Daijy, on iUrtjinyr vne 
dtrtvn ivith the Plough^ i n April 1786. BuRNs. 
X^EE, modeft, ciimfon-tipped flow’r, 

Thou’s met me in an evil hour j 
For 1 maun cruih amang the ftoure 
Thy flender flem : 

To fparc thee now is paft my pow’r* 

Thou bonic gem. 

Alas ! its no thy neebor fweet 
T b. >onic lark, companion meet ’ 

% Bending thee 'mang the dewy weet ! 

Wi’ (breckl’d breaft, 

When upward-fpnnging, blythe, to greet 
The purpling eaft. 

Cauld blew the bittcr^biting north 
Upon thy early, humble birth ; 

Yet cheerfully thou glinted forth 
Amid the ftorin. 

Scarce rear'd above the parent-eaith 
• Thy tender form. 

The flaunting flow’rs our gardens yield, 

High (heltering woods an* wa’s maun Ihicld j 
But thou* beneath the random bicld 
^ O’ clod or ftanC| 


Adorns the hi flic ftibhk-ficld, 

Unfeen, alane. 

There, ih thy fcanty mantle clad, 

Thy lhawie boibm fnti-wiird fpiead* 

I'hou lifts tliy iinafluming licad 
Tn humble guile; 

But now the Jharc up tears thy bed* 

And low thou lies ! 

Such is the fate of artlefs maid, 
bweet JioiuTft of the rural lliade I 
By love’s fimplicity betray'd, 

And guilelefs truft, 

Till Ihe, like iliee, all foil’d, is laid 
Lew 1' the diift. 

Such Is the fate of fimjilc bard, 

On f-ife'b rough ocean lucklefs ftarr’d j 
Unikilful he to note rhe card 
prudmt lore. 

Till billows rage, and gales blow bard* 

And whelm him o'er! 

Such fate X.o kffaing H’or/b is giv’n, 

Who long with wants and woes has ftriv’n* 
^ By human pride or cunning driv’n 
To Mis’ry’s brink, 

Till wrench’d of every ftay but Heaven* 
He, ruin’d, fmk ! 

Rv’ii thou who mourn’ft the Daify’s fate, 

7 bat fate /'.' tbine — no dittant date; 

Stern ruin’s plouglt-Jhare drives, date, 

F ull on thy bloom, 

Till, crufti'd beneath tnc furrow’s weight* 
Shall be thy doom I 


§ 217. An Epijlic to Thomas Lambard, 

Fenton. 

^^Cmnia me tug ; (Vd maxime, maxima luhi firlrt ii* 

amicitia, confikiuin, Eravitas, CDnftantia ; turn 
** litcrac.” CICERO, £p. xkvu. Lib, xl» 

S LOW though I am to wake the flecking lyre, 
Yet Ihouhfthe Mufe fome happy long inlpire* 
Fit for a fiiend to give, and worthy thee. 

That favourite verlc to Lambaid 1 decree : 

Such may the Mufc infpirc, and make it prove 
A pledge and monument of laftiiig love ! 

Meantirtie, intent the faired plan to find, 

To form the manners, and improve the mind, 

Me the fam’d wits of Rome and Athens plcale, 
By Orrery’s indulgence wrapp’d in cafe ; 

Whom all the rival Mufes Itrlve to grace 
VV’^ith wreaths familiar to his letter’d race. 

Now Truth’s bright charms employ my ferioua 
thought, 

In flowing eloquence by TuUy taught : 

Then from the lhades of Tufculum 1 rove, 

And ftudious wander in the Grecian grove 5 
While wonder and delight the foul engage 
To found the depths of Plato’s leered page 5 
Where -Science in attractive fable lies, 

And, veil’d, the more invites her lover’s eyes- 
"i'ranfportcd tlience, the ,flow’ry heights I gain 
Of Pindus, and admire the warbling train* 

J i I WlwfQ 
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VC^hofc wines the Mufe in better ages prun'd. 
And tbeir fwcet harps to hnorai airs attun’d. 

As night is tedious while, in lovt betray'd, 

The wakeful youth expedts the faithltls maid ; 
As wearied hinds accnll the hngeiir.g fun. 

And heirs impatient wifa for twenty -one: 

So dull to Horace ■ did the moincMUs gbde, 

Till his free Mule hcj fpriglitly force employ’d 
To combat vice, and follies to ex f ole, 

In cafy numbers near allied to prole: 
Guiltblufti’d and trembled when Ihe heard him fing, 
He Imil'd reproof, and tickled with his lung. 
With luch a graceful negligei ce t xprcls’d, 

Wit, thus applied, n ill ever Itand the tell ; 

But he who blindly led by whimiy (liny'?, 

And from grofs images v.ould merii ]>taii'c, 

When Nature lets the iioblclf Jlnics in \icw, 
Affedls to poiilK copper in Peru : 

So while rlie lens on banen lands :jrr c.:lV, 

The laltricU of their wa\f.s olfi nd . il'.r taiU* : 

But, when to heaven exhal'd, m fruitful rain, 

Fn fragKint dews they fall, to cln n the fwain, f 
Be'vive the faintir.g ficw'rs, and Iwell the f 
meager J 

Be tl'.is tiich care, w'ho, ftiidious of renown, 
Toil up th’ Aofian deep to rencU the ertn* n 5 
Siiihcc it me, that (having fpeni my j^nme. 

In picking epithets, and yoking rhyiTc) 

To dcadier rule my thoughts 1 now cympofe, 
And prize ideas clad in honeft prola. 

Old Dryden, emulous of Crclar’s pudfe, 

Cover’d his baldnef'i with immortal ba\sj 
And Death perhaps, to Ipoil poetic Iport, 
Unkindly cut an Alexandrine Ihoic: 

His ear had a moic hilling itch than mine, 

For the fmooth cadence (d'a golden line: 

Shci^tl I’^Tt of verfe pic\,dl, and urge the iiun 
To run the iiifling race the boy begm?, 

Mcllow'’d with fixty winters, you luight lee 
My circle end in I'ccond infancy. 

T might ere long an .ankward humour hate. 

To wear my bells and coral to the griwc ; 

Or round my roc::; alternate take a eourfc, 

Now mount my hobby, then the Mufts’ liorfe. 

Let others wither gay, hut I’d aj pear 
A\'ith lage deco; urn in my eal'y einiir; 

Grave as Libanius, numbering o'er the laws, 
Wliiift gold and .parry zeal decid*: the caufe. 

A noblcf talk'o.'jr riper age aflbrds 
Than icanning lyllabki^, and weighing words. 

To make his hours in even meal’uves liow', 

Nor thijnii fonie* Pcet t<)o fjft, and fome too flow j 
Still equal in himlclf, and free* to tatle* 

The Now, without repining at the Pafl j 
Nor the vain prcfcience of the* fplceii ,t' employ. 
To pall the flavour of a promis’d yty ; 

To live tenacious &f the golden mean, 

In all events of various fate ferene* ; 

With virtue llcerd, and fteady to I'urvey 
Age, death, difeafe, or want, without dilmay— 
Theie* arts, my l.ambard ! ufcfui in their cud^ 
Make man to othcis and himfclf a friend* 


X T R A C T S, 

Ilappieft of mortals he, who, timely udfe, 

Fn the calm walks of Tnirh his bloom enjoy a j 
Wirli books and patrimonial plenty bicll, 

Health in his \eins, and quiet in his bread F 
Him no vain hopes attrafl, no fear appals, 

N<ir the gay lliviiude of courts enthrals, • 

Unknow'ing liovv to malk concerted guile 
With a fall'c cringe or undermining fmilej 
His manners pure, from aftetVation free, 

And ptudence fliincs through clear iimplicity. 
Though no ricli bbouis of the Pcrfinn loom, 

Nor the nice fculptnr’s art, adorn liis room. 

Sleep unproNok’d will foftly leal his eyes, . 

And innocence the want of down fupplics; 

Health tempcis all Ins cups, and at his board 
Reigns ‘die cheap luxury ihe fields afford : 

Like the giL.it Trojan, mantled in a cioud, 
Hmilelf nidbtn l.e fees the labtmring crowd, 
Wiicrc all indiillrious to their ruin run, 

Sw ift to piirfuc w'hcit tnt^d they ought to fliuii. 
Some, b) the foidid third of gain controi’d, 

Starve in their llorcs, and cheat thcmfelvcs for 

Prelor^'c the precious banc with anxious care 
In vagrant lufts to feed a lavilli heir; 

Orhc s devour Ambition's glittering bait, 

To fwcar in purple, and repine m date ; 

Devote their povv’rs to every wild extreme 
Per tlic fhort pageant of a pompous dream ; 

Nvu* can tin* mind to full pcrfei‘,iion hiing 
The fruits it early promis'd in the fpiiug; 

But in a public fpkere ihofe virtues Ldc, 

Whicli npcn'tl fiir llourilli'd in the fliadc: 

So vvlule the Night liCi ebon feeptre I'ways, 

Her fragrant bIor>nii> the f Indian plant difplays; 
But the full day the Ihort-liv 'd beauties Ihun, 
kludc our hopes, and licken at the fun. 

Fantaiiic joys in diftant views apiiear, 

And tempt the man to make the rahi career. 
I^’ame,Pow’r,and Wealth, which glitter aitiie goal, 
Allure I’.is eye, and fire his eager foul ; 

For thole are cafe and innocence refign’d, 

For ihelc he drips; farevyel the traiiciuil mind ’ 
Hcaddroiig li.j ii.ges on till vigour fails. 

And grey experience ( but too late •) prevails . 
But, 11) his e\Lniiig, view the h<»ary fool, 

Wlicn tlic nerves llacken, and the "ipirits cool; 
Wlicn joy and blulhy youth fovlUke liis face, 
Sickbed wirli a »c, and four with fcif-dilgracc * * 
No flavour thtn the Iparkling cups retain, 

Mulic is hailli, the Syren fings in vain j 
To him what healing balm cim’art apply, r 
Who lives difeas’d with life, and dreads to die ? 
In ih^t laft fccnc, by Fate in fables drefs’d, 

Thy power, triumphant Virtue ! is confefs’d ; 
Thy veflal flames diffufe cclcftial light 
Through Death’s dark vale, and vanquifti total 
night ; 

Lenient of angui^ o^er the bread prevail, 

When the gay- of ‘flattering Fottune fSil. 
Such, liappy^ T^iliicn ! (ever be thy name 
Mourtv'd by thcMufe, aud fair in dcathlefs fame I )‘ 


* Epill. Lib. i« 


f The nurf-trec. 


Whijtw 
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Wliile the brij^ht cflluence of her glory flione, 
Were iliy laft hours, and lucli I wifli my own : 

So cjfiia bruis’d cxhules her rich perfumes, 

And incenfe in a fragran’- clouil conlumes. 

Moftlpoil the boon that Natu re’s pleas’d t’inipart, 
By too much varnifti, or by want of art ; 

By folid Iciencc all her gifts arc grac’d, 

Like gems new polilh’il, and witli gold enchas’d. 
Votes to th’ unletter’d 'Iqiiirc the Jaws allow, 

As Rome receiv'd dnftarors* from the plough : 

B.iit arts, addrels, and force of genius, join 
7'o ii]ake a Hanmer in the hnate fiiine. 

Yet one prcfiding pow'r i.i c\ery breall 
Receives a ftroivaT fandtion than th.e reft; ^ 

And they who ftudy and diften^.ii well, 

At\ unreilrain'd, wirhout dcligUrVxrel, 

But court CO itempt, and err wii .out redrds, 
Mifting the iTicifte. -t-dent thev pofi'el's. 

Wliifton perhaps in Euclid may luccccd. 

But fhail J null him to rdbim iny creed > 

Jn fweer afi’embl igc everv bloomi-ig grace 
F’x ].(A'e’s bright throne in 'reraminta's face. 
With which her faiiltltl’s fliapc and air agree, 

But, w'ancing wit, fiie Itrivcs to repartee; 

And, ever prone her matclilers form to wrong. 
Left Knvy IbouLl be dumb, flic lends her tongue. 
By long experience D — y mav, no doubt, 

Lnfnare a g?^dgcon, or fometimes a trout: 

Yet Drydcn ^nce exclaim’d (in partial I’pitc !) 

}Ie filh, been life the man attempts to w'rite. 

O, if the Water-nymphs were kind to none 
But thofe the Mufes bathe in Helicon, 

In whit far diftant age would Belgia raife 
One happy wit to net the Britifli fcas*^ 

Nature permits her various gifts to fall 
On various climes, nor fmilcs alike o^^jall : 

The Latian \ales eternal verdure W'car, 

And flovv’rs fpontaneous crown the fmilingycar; 
But who manuics a wild Norwx’gi<’»^ ftill, 

To raife the jafmine or the coy lil } 

Who finds the peach among tlic fava.e floes, 

Or in bleak Scythia fecks tlie blufhing roft' 

Ileic golden giain waves o'er il)c teeming -^iClds, 

, And there jthe vine her racy piwj)lc yields. 

High on the*clilis the Britilh oak afrc.ids, 

Pioud to furvey the feas her jujw’r defends; 

^Her fovcrcign title to the flag Ihc proves, 

Scc’*nful of foftcr Indii^s fpicy gio\es. 

Thcfc inftances,®w'Iiich true in faft \vc find, 
Apply we to the cultOrc of the mind. 

TJiis foil, in carlj^you'tK* improv’d with care, 

The feeds of gentle fcicncc beft will bc.y; 

That with more particles of flame infpir’d, 

With glittering aruis and thiift of fimic is fir’d; 

' Nothing of greatnefs in a third will grow. 

But, barren as it is, ’twill bear a beau. 

If thefe from nature’s genial bent depart. 

In life’s dull farce to play a borTO\v’d part; 

Should ftic fage drefs, and 'flutter* iit^thc Mall,* 

Or leave his problems for a hijtthjifight ball ; 
Should the rough homicide uhthealth his pen. 

And ip heroics only murder men ; 

the foft fop forfake the lady’s chaims, 
'^jTacc the foe with inoffenfive armf; 


SCELfc’ANEOUS. a6'i 

Each would v;j) \cty of arts afford, 

Kir for fome new Ccrvante<. to recoid, 

V\niiihcr, vop sry, tends all this diy dlfcaurfe? 
T(» prove, like Hudibrrn,, -i man’j, r.o lior.e. 
r look’d for fparkling lines, and fomeihuig o-ay 
To fiifk my fancy w iiJi ; bur li>oLli, lo fiiyl ^ 

Fiom her Apollo now t!ie Muf’e elopes, 

And tiades 4n fyllogifms moic than tropes. 

Faith, 5jir, 1 fee you nod, but can't forbear; 

When a friend reads, in htmour you muft hear: 
For all enihufiafU, when the fir i.s ftumg. 

Indulge a vnlMj)iIi,y of lo^.‘gue 

rheir furv triumplis o’er the men of phlegm, 

And, caiuiu 11 -proof, will never baulk a theme. 

So Burgvfs f»n his fipod riv'd the more, 

When lound him lialf iJie.Viints I'egaii to fnore. 

To lead 11 > fife thro'if,Ja Error's i horny maze, 
Rcafim cxcii.s her jmre etliereal rays ; 

But that biig it daeglWvt of eternal day 
Molds in (.iir mortcil frame a dubious Avay. 
Thoiigli no kr -irgic fn ics tin biain inveft, 

.‘^nd op:ue all her active pow’rs to reft ; 

TIumgb on ihjt maga/.i le no^fto ers iciic, 

To calcine all her beaiuyous iifiages : 

bau'.fli’d 1,0111 tl'.c rea^'sjiy right her o'- 
Pauion, a blind ufurper, iieiums the throne: 
t)'r> to known good prcf;,,.jn^JpfT.iaus ill, 

Beafon becomes a cul !y ioth^ViJl:, 

I’lius man, peivirf’ely fond to'^oam aftray, 
Hoodwinks the gu.-dc afll;;n’d 16 ihew the w^ay; 
And in life’s voya ,e hke dic pilot faies 
Wlio breaks the comp^fs, and comamns the iWs, 
To ftetr by meteors wliidi at random iiy. 
Preluding to a tempell in the fl;v. 

Vain of his Ikiil, a^id IkPAv varuais view's,- • ^ 
Each to his end a difteivnt path purfiics : • \ C 

And feldoni is one wretch ib liumhle known 
To think his friend’s a hi tra* than his owi. * 
rile boldeft they who leaft partake the light, '' 

As game-cocks in the claik are train V. nuighr. 
Noi (li.iine, nor ruin, can our pride abite, 

Bur Vviiat iiecame our clioirc wc call our fate. 
Villain, Lid Ze»H) to his pilfeiing flavr, 

What icugal Nature needs, I freely vave ; 

With thee my trc.ifurc 1 depos’d in tiuft, 

What could jnovokc ihee now to prove unjuft ? 
Sir, blame the ftars, iclonu/us culprit, cried; 

Wc’ll b\ the flntu.c of the ft'ars be tried. 

If their fiiong injiueiictJ(Rl our^a^.t^Oi^s urge, 

Some arc foredoom'd to Iteai — and i'ome to 
feourge : ' ' 

The be.tdlc nuift obey tb’e Fates’ decrce,i 
As powerful Dcftiny prevail’d with thee. 

This hcaihen logic feems to bear too hard 
On me, and m.any a harmlefs modern bard : 

The ciiiics hence may think tlKinfclvcs decreed 
To jerk the wits, and rail at all they read! 

Foes to tlic tribe fiom which they trace their clan, 
As monkeys draw their pcdigie# from 'mail; 

To whiph (tho’ Iw the b;recd our kind s difgrac’d) 
We grant fupcriJr clcg-ance of tafte ; 

But in their owm dcfincc the wits obferve 
1 hat, by impulfc from Keaven, they write and 
ftiirvt ; \ 

» 3 Their 
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Their patron-planet, wiih refiftleis pow'r, 
Irradiarcs every poet’s natal hour 
Engendering in his head a Iblar heat 
For which tnc college has no iiVrc'Tcccipt ; 

Elfe from their gancts would they ibon withdraw, 
And leave the rats to revel in the draw. 

Nothing fo much intoxicates the brain 
As Flattery’s Itnooth infinudiiug b:ir^‘ : 

She on th’ unguarded eai employs her art, 

While vain felt- love ufilocks the yielding heart; 
And Reafon oft fubmits wlien both iiuadc. 
Without alfaulted, ant^within betray'd. 

When Flattery’s magic mids fuii'ufe the fight, 
The don is aftivc, and the boor polite ; 

Her mirror flicws perR^tinn tlirough the whole, 
And ne’er leHefts a or a mole ; 

Each charadlcr in gay ct/ifufion lies, 

And all alike aie virtu<Wis, brave, and wife s 
Nor fail her fulfome arts to footh our pridct 
Though praife to venom turns, if wrong applieiL 
Me thus fhc whifperR while I write to vou : 

Draw forth a banner’cf'hoft in fair review! 

‘‘ Then cvciy Mufe invoke thy vo<ce to laifc. 
Arms and the uvaU to fing in lofty lays : 
^‘W’hofe aftive blgoin h^roul deed.s employ, 

Mch as the fon ft ihttis ’ fung at Tioy ; 

** When his highAjpunding lyre his valour rais’d 
“To emulite the^mi-gods he prais’d. 

Like him ti>e/iriton, warm ai^honour’s call, 
At fam'd Blaragiiia cpicU’d thi bleeding Gaul; 
** By France the genius of the' fight confcl’s’d, 

“ For which our patron faint adorns liis bread.” 

Is this my friend, who fits in full content, 
Jovial, and joking with his men of Kent, 
jjrvd never any fccne of Slaughter fasv, 
ly'tHftolc who fell by phyfic or the law ? 

®wl^ h» he for exploits In war renownM, 

Dcck’ji with a ftar, with bloody laurrls crown’d r 

0 ofreh prov’d, and ever found fincerc ! 

honed js ihy heart, thy fenfe trxj clear. 

On thefe encomiums to vouchfafe a fmile, 

Which only can belong to great Argyll. 

But mod among the brethren of the bays 'J 
The dear cnchantrcfs all her charms difpUiys, V 
In the fly commerce of alternate praife. J 
If, for his father’s fins condemn’d to write, 

Some young half-feather’d poet takes a flight. 
And to my rouchdone brings a puny ode, 

Which Swift, and Tope, and Prior would ex- 
plode : 

Though every danza glitters thick with dars, 
And goddeffts defcencl in ivory cars : 

Is it for me to prove in every part 
The piece irregular by laws of art ? 

His genius looks but auk ward, yet his fate 
May raife him to be premier bard of date ; 

1 therefore bribe his fuffrage to my fame, 

Revere his judgment, and applaud his flame ; 
Then cry, in fcemlng tranfport, while I fpeaky 
*Tis well for Pindar that he dealt in Greek ! 

He, ednfeious of defcrc, accepts the pi aiie, 

And, courteous, with incrcafc the debt repays : 


Boilcaii *s a mufliroom if compar’d to me, 

And, Herat e, L dil'putc the palm with thee ! 

Both raviih’d fing Tc Phabum for fucctfs; 

Rilif fwift, ye laurels* boy, befpeak the prcl's. 
rhus on imaginary praife we feed ; # 

Each writes till ail refufe to print or read : 

From the records of fimc condemn’d to pals 
To t Brifquet’s calencldr, a rubric afs. 

Few, wondrous few ! are eagle-eyed to find 
A plain difeafe or blemifti in the mind : 

Few can, tho’ wifdoin ihould their health in* 
fare, 

Dirpalfionatc and cool attend a cure. 

In youth dilus’il t’ obey the needful rein, 

Well pleas’d a lavage liberty to gain, 

We fare the k^^^^delirc of every fenfe, 

And lull our aj^ in thougbtlcls indolence: 

Yet all are Solons in their own conceit ; 

Though, to fupply the vacancy of wit, 

Folly and Pride, im|>aricnt of control, 

The fifler-twins of Sloth, poflefs the Icul. 

By Kneiler were tlie gay Puniilio drawn. 

Like great Alcides, with a back of brawn ; 

1 fcarccly think his picture would ha\e powV 
To make him fight the champions of the TowV } 
Though lions there are tolerably tame, 

And civil as the court from which tliey came. 
But yet, without experience, fenfe, os arts, 
Punulio boafts fufficiency of pans ; 

Imagines he alone is amply fit ' 

To guide the flare, or gi\e the flamp to wit ; 
Pride paints the mind with an heroic air, 

Nor finds he a defe£f of vigour there. 

When P.hilomcJ of old elTay’d to fing, 

And in his tofy progrefs had’d the fpring, 

Th’ aerial fongfters fifl’ning to the lays. 

By filcnt ccSafy confefs’d her praife. 

At lepgth, to rival her enchanting note, 

The pcaco^jc flrains irhc difcord of Ids throat, 

In hope his u fliricks would grateful prove 1 
But the nicJ audience hogt him through thg 
» 

Confei^ms of watt’d worth, and juft difdain, 
f.ow’ring his ere® he creeps to Juno’s fane : 

To his proteftrcls there reveals the cale, 

And for a fwceter voire devoutly prays. 

Then thus replied the radiant goddefs, known 
By her fair rolling eyes and rattling tone : 

My favourite bird ! of 511 xhf feather’d kind^ 
Each fpecies has peculiar g^ts aflign’d : 

The tow’ring eagles to tiu- realms of light 
Bjr their flrong pounces claim a legal right ; “ 

1 he fwaiJ, contented with an humbler fate. 

Low on the filhy river rows in flate ; 

Gay ftarry plumes thy length of train bedeck^ 
And the green em’rafd twinkles on thy neck ^ 
But the poor nightingale, in mean attire, 

Is made chief warhler of the woodland choir^ 
Thefe various bountips were difpos’d above, 

And ratified th’ unchanging will of Jove ; 

Difeern thy talent, and his laws adore ; 

Be what thou wert defigu’d, nor aim at xnoye. 


* Iliad ix, / 4 Drifi^uet, jefler to Francis 1. pf France, kept a calendar of fools* 
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§ Z18. An OJe to the. Rf^bt Honourable Lord 
John Go w er . Written in the Spring of 1 7 1 G. 

Fenton. 

Q ’ER Winter's long inclement fway 

At length the lully Spring prevails ; 

And, fwift to meet the liniling May, 

Is wafted by the weftcni gales. 

Around him dance the roly hours, 

And damalkiiig the ground with flow Vs, 

With ambient Iwccts perfume the morn : * 

With iliadowy verdure flourifh’t^ high, 

A fudden youth the groves enjoy ; 

Wlicrc Philomel laments forlorn. 

15y her awalc’d, the w(^odland choir 
To hail the coming god prepares ; 

And tempts me to refume the lyre, 

Soft ^\a^bling to the vernal airs. 

Yet once more, O ye Miifcs ! deign 
For me, the mcaneft of your train, 

Unblam’d t’ approach your blcft retreat: 

Where Horace wantons at your fpring, 

And Pindar fweeps a bolder ftring ; 

Whofe notes th’ Aonian hills repeat. 

Or if invok’d, where Thames’s fruitful tides, 
Slow through the vale in filvcr volumes play; 
Now your own Pluebus o’er the month pi efides. 
Gives Love the night, and doubly gilds the day : 
Thither, indulgent to my pray’r, 

Ye briglit harmonious nymphs, repair, 

To fwell the notes 1 feebly raife : 

So, with infpiring ardours warm'd, 

May Gower’s propitious car be charm’d, 

To liflen to iny lays. 

Beneath the* Pole, on hills of fnow, 

Inke Thracian Mats, tli’ undaunted Swede 
To dint of fword defies the foe ; 

In fight unknowing to recede : 

From. Volga’s banks th’ imperious Czar 
Leads forth his furry troops to war; 

Fond of the foftcr fouthern fky : 

The Soldan gauls th’lllyiian cuafl ; 

But foon the mifcrcant moony hotl 
Before the viftor-crofs fliall fly. 

Bur heie no clarion’s (hrilling note 
The Mule’s green retreat can pierce ; 

The grove, from noify camps remote. 

Is only vocal with my veife : 

Here, wing'd with innocence and joy. 

Let the foft hours ^hat o'er me fly 
P/op freedom, health, and gay defircs t 
While the biiglit Seine, t' exalt the foul. 

With fparkling plenty crowns the bowl. 

And wit and locial mirth infpires. 

Enamour'd of the Seine, celeftial fair, 

The blooming pride of Thetis* azure train, 
Bacchus, ^o will the nymph who caus’d his care, 
Lafli'd his fwift tigers to the Celtic plain ; 

Thtre, fecret in her fapphire cell, 

He with the Naiads wont to dwell ; 

J.eavine the neftar’d feafts of Jove : 

And where her mazy waters flow, 

^^e gave the mantling vine to grow, 

A trophy to hi& love* 


Shall man from Nature’s fanflion ftray, 

With blind Opinion for his guide ; 

And, rebel to her rightful l\vay, 

Leave all her Ixmntits unenjoy’d ? 

Fool ! Time no change of motion know, ; 

With equal fpecd the torrent flows, 

To fvveep Fame, Pow’r, and Wealth away ; 

The pad is all by Death poirefs'd ; 

And frugal Fate that guards the red, 

By giving, bids him live to-day. 

O Gower ! through all that dedin'd fpacc 
What breath' the pow’rs allot to me, 

Shall fing the virtues of thy race 
U nited and complete in thee. 

O flow’r of ancient Englilh faith, 

Furfue th' unbeaten patriot-path, 

Jn which confirm’d thy father fhunc: 

'Fhc light his fair example gives 
Already from thy dawn receives 
A ludre equal to its own. 

Honour'sbnghtdome,onladingcolumnsrear'd, 
Nor envy ruds, nor rolling years confume ; 

Loud pagans echoing round the roof are bear'd. 
And clouds of incenfe all the void perfume. 
There Phocion, Laelius, Capel, Hyde, 
With Falkland Icated near his fide, 

Fix’d by the Mule, the temple grace ; 
Prophetic of thy happier fame. 

She, to receive thy radiant name, 

Sclcdts a wider fpace. 


§ 219 . An EJfi^ upon unnatural Flights in Poetry m 
* Lansdowne. 

A S when fomc image of a charming face, « 

^ In living paint, an artid tries to trace. 

He carefully confults each beauteous line, 
Adjufling to his obje‘.t his defign ; 

We praife the piece, ami give the painter fame. 
But as the bright refemblance fpcaks the dame : 
Poets are limners of another kind. 

To copy out ideas in the mind ; 

Words are the paint by which their thoughts are 
fliewn, 

And Nature is tlicir objeft to be drawn ; 

The written pidtuiv we applaud or blame 
But as the jud proportions arc the fame. 

Who, driven with ungovernable lire, * 

Or void of art, beyond thefe bounds afpire. 
Gigantic forms and mondrous births alone 
Produce, which Nature ihock’d difdains to own. 
By true reflection I would fee my face, 

Why brings the fool a magnifying glafs.> 

But poetry in fiCiion takes delight, 

« And mounting in bold figures out of fight, > 
LeavesTruth behind in her audacious flight : j 
“ Fables and metaphors, that always lyc, -i 
And ra/b hyperl^lcs tliat foar fo high, ' V 
^nd ev’ry ornament of verfe mud die.** J 
Midakc me not : no, figures I exclude. 

And but forbid intemperance, not food. 

Who would with care fontt happy fiction frame. 
So mimics tnuhj^ it loolu tXe. very dime 

s 4 Not 
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Not rais’d to force, or feign’d in Nature’s fcorni 
Bat meant to g.^cc, illuftrate, and adorn. 

^ Imponanr tiuths ftiil Itt your fables hold. 

And moral niyftcries with an unfold : 

Ladit^ and beaux to plc.ifc, is all the talk; 

But t!ir lha'*p critic will iiilhu 6 lion aik. 

As veils tranlparcnt cover, but not hide, 

Such metaphors appear, wlieii right applied ; 
When througlt the phrafe we plainly fec the renfe, 
Truth with iuch obvious mejnings will dilpcnle. 
The icadei wi.at in reafon's due believes, 

Nor can wc call that falle winch not deceives : 
Hvucrbolt s lb daring and lb bold, 

D flaining bounds, arc yet by rules conrroul’d; 
A- o\e the clouds, bur )ct within our light, 

Tl In y mount with Trutli, and make a tow’ring 
Pp lenting things im})oHible to view, [fliglir, 
They \\andLr thiough incredible to true : 
Fairelit.o.ls thus mix'd like inctaU are refin’d; 
And truii'., like filvcr, leaves the drols behind. 
Thus Toeirv has ainpb fpace to Ibar, 

Nor nccdi r . nddtn legions to explore; 

Such vaunvb as his v .o can witli patience read, 
Who thus deferibes hl^ hero when he’s dead — 

“ Tn lir'-.t of a^iion flaiii, }ct f;fTns to fall, 

“ But itill maintains the vv ar, and fights at — All?*' 
The noify culvcrip, o'cr-cli. rg’d, lets liy, 

And burfts, uaaiming, in the rendecl ficy ; 

Such frantic Ibglits art like a madman’s dream, 
And Nature fudcis bi the wild extreme. 

The captite camiiudl, oppreft with chains, 

Tct bra\cs his foes, reviles, provokes, dil'dains; 
Of nature fierce, untaincdblo, and pioud, 

He bids defiance to tiie gaping crowd ; 

And fpent at lal>, and fptechlcfs, as he lies. 

With fiery glances mocks iluir rage, and dies. 
This is the utmolt llretth tluit Nature c'ln, 

And all beyond is fullbmc, frilfe, and \ain. 

7 '‘hc Roman wit, who imj>ioufly divides 
His heio and his gtxls to difVeicnt Tides, 

I w'ould condemn, but that, in fpiic of fenfc, 

Th’ admiring world ftill ftands in his dctenec ; 
The gods permitting tmitors to fuccccd, 

Become not panics in an impious deed ; 

And, by tlie tyrant’s murder, we may find 
That Caro and the p<jds were of a nund. 

Thus foicing truth with luch prepoli’ious praife, 
Our characters we leiTen when we’d rail'c ; 
lake caftlcs built by magic art in air,' 

That vanifh at approach, luch thoughts appear; 
Bur, rais’d on truth by fome judicious hand, 

As on a rock they lhall for ages ftand. 

Our king return’d, and b inifh’d peace redor’d. 
The Mufe ran mad to fee her exil'd lord; 

On the crack’d ftage the Bedlam hciocs roar’d, 
And fcarce could fjitak one rcafonablc word; 
Pryden himfclf, to pitafe a frantic age, 

Was ffTc’d to let his judgment fioop to rage ; 
To a wild audience he conform’d his voice, 
Complied to cullom, but not err’d through clioicc. 
peem then the people's, not the writer’s (in, g 
Alnanibr’s rage, ajid rants of Maximin ; 


EXTRACTS, Book IV.. 

That fury Ibent in each elaborate piece, 

He vies for fame with ancient Rome and Greece. 
Rofeommon lirft, then Mulgraye rofe, like light. 
To clear our darknefs, and to guide our flight ; 
With fleady judgment, and in lofty founds. 

They gave us patterns, and they fet us bounds. 
The Stagyritc and Horace laid afidc, 

Inform’d by them, we nt-td no fo cign guide ; 
Who feck from poetry a lafting name, 

May from their Icllons learn the road to fame; 
But let the bold adventurer be fure 
That ev’ry line the tell of i.uth endure ; 

On this foundation mav riie lubric life 
Firm and unfhaken, till it touch the Ikies. 

F»‘om pulpiir. banilh’d, ftoin tiie court, fmm love. 
Abandon'd Truth f cks fhcltei in the grove ; 
Chciila, \e Mutes, the forfaken fair, 

And take into your tram this bcauicous wanderer. 


§ 2io. To M/‘. Sf'mre, pYcf.Xtd to ihr r.fluv 0.% 
Popes (Javjfty, Pi 1 1 . 

’''pIS done — rjftor'd by iliy immortal pen, 

The c/iiic’b noble name reviles again ; 
Once rraTc ih.n great, that injur'd name wc fee 
Shine forth alike in Addilbn and thee. 

Like curs, our cities haunt the poet’s fcaft. 
An J feed on Icraps refus’d by ev’ry gueft ; 

From t .cold Thracian ■ d('g they learn 'd the way 
To (nail 111 w'am, and grumble o’er their prey. 
As though they giudg’d tlHiiii’eJvcs the joys tney 
feel. 

Vex’d to lie charm’d, and pleas’d againft their will. 
Such ilicir inverted taftc, th.at we expert 
For fauirs their thanks, for beauties their neglert \ 
So the full Inakc reierts the fragrant flow 'is, 

111 cv’ry poifon of the fvdd devours. 

lake bold Longinus of immortal fame, 

You lead your poet w'lth a poet’s flaine; 

VV'ith his, \our gen’rous raptures ftill alpirc; 
The critic kindles when the bard’s on (ire. 

But wd en Ibmc lame, fome limping line demands 
The faendly fuccour of your healing Ijands ; 
The feather of your pen drops balm mound, 

And plays, and tickles, while it cures the* wound. 
While Pope’s immortal labour we Ihrvcy, 

We Hand all dazzled with excels of day, 

Blind w'ith the glorious blaze — to vulgar fight 
’Twas one bright mafs of uudiftinguilli’d light j 
But, like the row'iing eagle, you alone 
Difccrn’d the* fpots and fplendors of the fun. t. 

To point out faults, yet never to offend ; 

To play the critic, yet preferve the friend j 
A life wtII fpent, that never loft a day j 
An cafy fpirit, innocently gay ; 

A ftrirt integrity, devoid of art ; 

The* fwceteft manners, and fincerclt heart; 

A foul, w'here depth of fenfc and fancy meet; 

A judgment brighten'd by the beams of wit-^' 
Were ever yours : be what you were before. 

Be ftill yourfclf ; the world can alk no mojrc. 



* Zeilus, fo called by the ancients* 



Book IV 

* 5 On Freedm. 

T O thcc, fair Fn-cclom ! I retire 

From Mait’ry, cartls and dice, and din 5 
Nor art thou found in manfions higher 
'Than the low cot, or humble inn. 

•Tis here with boundlefs pow’r T reign ; 

And ev’ry health which I begin, 

Converts dull port to bright champaign ^ 
Such Freedom crowns it at an inn. 

J fly from pomp, I fly from plate » 

1 (fy from falfehood’s fperious grin ; 
Freeriom I love, and form J hate \ 

And choofe niy lodgings at an inn. 

Here, waiter ’ take my fordid ore, 

Which hiaiueys cll’e might In-.jK- to win; 
It buys what courts hav«* not in flore, 

It buys me freedom at an inn. 

Whoe’er has trav til’d lift’s dull round, 
Whcic’ci his llages mav have been ; 

M .IV figh to think he flill has found 
The wannett welcome at an inn. 


§ zai* Thd Pious Sailor. An Ode. 

^’pIlF man whofe heart from vice is clear, 
Whofe deeds are honeft, true, fiiuxie, 
Whom God and viitue guide; 

With cautious circumfptdtion wife, 

T he dang’rcus wrecks of life defies, 

And ftems the mig'.ty tide. 

He hears the ftorms of fortune rife, 

Jn adverfe combat inidll the Ikies, 
li'Jt hears without difmay; 

His pilot, God, the \tlfcl guides, 

^Vnd o'er the fteady heini prefidcs, 

And points the deftin’d way. 


In vain the Syrens tunc the fling 
Vv^ith treach’rous iiudic’s luring tongue; 

He ftill maintains his road : 

In vain they glance their bcck’ning guiles, 
Dcllru£tivc cliarms, and wanton w»les ; 

His ftAil is fix'd — on God. 

At length he kens the proniis’d land, 

And hi ils aloud the wilh'd for ftrand, 

With heavenly ioy poflett ; 

And ’midil the jiltiuy of liis (lore, 

His lalicmr j^fr, hib toil no more, 

Enjoys the port of left. 

§ 223. T.he Euquhy. Wrliit^n in the laji Ctntu^» 

A MONGST the myrtles as 1 >valk’d, 

Lo\c and my fighs thus iiuei talk’d : 

* Tell me, faid I, in detp diftrefs, 

* Where may J iiiul my fhrpherdefs ?’ 

“ Thou fool, laid ho*, e, kiiow’ft riiou not thisF 
‘‘ In cv'ry thing that’s good, flic is; 

“ In yonder tulip go and feck, 

“ There thou mav 'ft hnd her lip, her cheek j 
“ In yond cnamcH'd panly by, 

“ There thou lhalt ha\c her curious eye ; 

In bloom of peach, in rofy bud, 

TI.ere wea\c thi ftrvamers of her blood j 
“ In biighteft lilies il:at tlicie ftand, 

‘‘ I’he emblems of 1 er winter hand ; 

“ In yonder riling hill there fmcll 
“ Sueh fwcets as in her bolom dwell : 

“ ’'I'ls true,” faid he. And theauiioa 
f went to pluck them one by one, 

To make of pans an union ; 
liut on a hidden all wm; gtnic. 

With that L ftopt. Said Jaivc, Thefe bcp 
“ fond m.m, 1 eremblances t'f thee; 

“ And as tliefc flow Vs thy joys fliall die, 

E’en in the twonklirg of an eye ; 

“ And dll thv hopes of her fli.dl wither, 

« Like thefe ihoit fvsects that knit together.** 
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BOOK THE FIFTH. 

CONSISTING OF 

LUDICROUS Poems, Epigrams, Epitaphs, Odes, Claffical Songs, Ballads;, 
Prologues and Epilogues, and various other little Pieces calculated for Re- 
creation. 


§ 1 . 7/v tlrjn tin^ Htflot \ of John ; Jh( . 

bo u ht luni iauher than bf niUuu and turte 

fije honit' aj am, Co W J* i R. 

J OHN GILPIN was a citizen 
Of credit and renoun, 

A train-band (attain eke was he 
Of famous London town. 

John Gilpin’s fpoufe (aid to her dear, 

1 hough wtddtd we have been 
Thclc twice ten tedious years, yet \\c 
No holiday have lecn. 

To-morrow is our wedding-day, 

And we* will then repair 
Unto the Bell at Ldmonton, 

All in a chaife and pair. 

My fiftcr and my fifter’s child, 

Myfclf and children three, 

Will hli the ehaiie, fo you muA ridi; 

On hoifeback after we. 

He foon replied, 1 do admire 
Of womankind but one ; 

And you are ihc, my deareft dear. 

Therefore it iball be done. 

J |m a linen-draper bold, 

As all the world doth know, 

And my good friend the callender 
Will lend hi& horfe to go. 

Quoth Miftrefs Gilpin, That’s well ftid j 
And, for that wine is dear, 

We will be furni/h’d with uur own. 

Which is both bright and clear, f 

John Gi\p^a Vafs A his Aovmg wife j i 

O’erjoy’d was he to And ] 

Thar, though on pleafiA 0ie vas bew* I 

^he M a frugal iiiii|d^ | 


The morning came, the chaife was bi ought,, 

But yet was not allow’d 
To drive op to the door, left all 
Should fay that fhc was proud. 

So three doors off the chailc was lla) *d, 

Whtrt they did all get in, 

Six precious louh, and all agog 
To dalh thiough thick and thin. 

Smack went the whip, round went the wheel 
Weie never folk fo glad ; 

The ftones did rattle underneath 
A'* if Cheapfule were mad. 

John Giljjin at his horfe*s fide 
Seiz’d raft the flowing mane i 
And up he got in haftc to ride. 

But foon came down again ; 

For faddic-tree fcarce reach’d had he,, 

His journey to begin, 

When, turnin ' round his head, he favv 
Three cuftonicrs come in. 

So down he came ; for lofs of time, 

Although it gnci’d him foic, 

Yet lofs ot pence, full well he knew> , 

Would trouble him much more. 

Twas long before the cuftomeT-: 

Were fuitcd to their mindj 
When Betty fcrcaming came down ftanrs^ 

“ The wine is left behind !** 

Good lack ! quoth he— yet bring it mCn 
My leathern belt like wife, 

J)i which I bear my trufty fword 
When I do exercife. 

Nc™ Miftrefs Gilpin, careful foul I 
ftonc bwtics found, 

* j , *'** tlwt flic lov’d. 
Andke{pitfafeandf<^„d. 


Book V. LUDICROUS PO'^i^MS, &e. 


a^7 


£ach bottle had a ciirUnj^ car, 

Through which the belt be drew. 

And hung a bottle on each fide, 

To make his balance true ; 

Tthcii over all, that he might be 
Kquipp’d from top to toe. 

His long red cloak, well brulk’d and neat, 
He manfully did throw, 
l^ovv fee him mounted once again 
Upon his nimble Herd, 

Full ilowly pacing o’er the ftonea 
With caution and good hetd. 
lint finding foon a linoother road 
Beneath his well-lhod feet, 

The I'norring head began to irtffij 
Which gall’d him in his feaiw-'' 

So, fair and foftly, John he erica. 

But John he cried in vain ; 

That trot became a gallop foon, 

Jii fpite of curb and ivin. 

So (looping down, as needs he mud 
Who cannot (it upright, 

He grafp'd the mane with both his handS| 
And tkc with all his might. 

His horfe, who never in that fort 
Had handled been before, 

What thtn^iipon his hack had got 
Did wonder more and more. 

Away went Gilpin, neck or nought, 

Away went hat and wigj 
He little <lreamt, when he fat out, 

Of running fuch a rig. 

The wind did blow, the cloak^did fly, 

Like dreamer long and gay, • 

Till» luop and button failing both, o 
At lad it flew away. ^ 

Then might all people wclI^difccrA * 

The bottles he had (lung ; -pif 
A bottle (winging at each tide, ' •' 't\ 

As hath been laid or fung. ^ 

The dogs did bark, the childreit/cream'd} 
Up’ flew the windows all ; 

And ev’ry-‘foul cried out, WclFtlone I 
As loiid ds he could bawl. 


Away went Gilpin— who but he; 

His fame l(30ii fpread around— 
He carries weight! besides a race J 
'Tis for a thoufand, pound. 

And dill as fad as"* he drpw near, 
**Twas wonderful to view 
How in a triceS^g^ turnpike men 
Their gates wioS^^n threw. 


And now as he went bovp^g down 
His reeking head full lo^ 

The bottles twain behind his back 
Were (batter’d at a blow. 


1} 


Down ra*n the wine into the road. 

Mod piteous to be feen, 

XVhich made his horfe’s flanks to fmok^ 
A^iey had haded been. 

he fee m’d tq cany weight, 
WUh leathein giidlt htac’U II 


For all might fee the bottle-necks 
Still dangli^ at his waid. 

Thus all through merry Illington 
Thefc gambols he did play, 

And rill he came unto the Wafh 
Of Edmonton fo gay. 

And there he threw the walh about 
On both fldcs ofothe way, 

Jud like unto a trundling, mop. 

Or a wild goofc at play. 

Ac Edmonton his loving wife 
From balcony clpicd ^ 

Her tender iiulband, woiurring much 
To fee how he did ride. 

Stop, dop, John Gilpin ' lire’s the houfe-^ 

They all at once did ^ry i 
The dinner waits, and wji arc tir’d ; 

Said Gilpin — So am 1. 

But yet his horfe was rfbt a whit 
Inclin’d to tarry there : ^ 

For why ? Ids owner hai a houlb 
Full ten miles off, at Ware. 

So like an arrow fwift h? fleW, f 

Shot by an archer llrofig ; ^ 1 

So did lie fly — which brings ihy td 
The middle of my 
Away went Gilpin, oiu'ofbrteh. 

And lore agamft his will, 

Till at his friend'sgthe callcrtdcir’i 
His hoi ft at lud flood flill. 

The Callender, amaz'd to fee 
His neighbour in fuch trim, 

I.aid down his pipe, flew to the gate, 

And thus accofted hiifl*:* ^ 

W’hat nc\\«^! what news- ! your tidings lell>^* 0 
Tell me you mull and fhall— 

Say ^^hy^ bare-headed you arc come. 

Or why you come at all ? 

Now Gilpin had a pleafant wit, 

And lov’d a timely joke; 

And thus unto the callcnder 
In merry guife he fpoke : 

1 came becaufe your horfe wopld come: 

And, if I well forhode, 

My hat and wig v ill foon be here. 

They arc upon the road. 

The Callender, right glad to find ^ 

His friend in merry pin, 

Return’d him not a finglc word, 

Bur to the houfe went in ; 

Whence ftraight he came with hat and wig, 

A wig that flow'd behind, 

A hat nor much the woi fe for wear, 

Each comely in its kind. 

He held them up, and in htt> turn 
' Thus ihew'd his ready wit: 

My head twice as i»ig ah y^uun. 

They therefore neccisi mull fit. 

But let me ferape the dirt away 
That hangs upon your face ; 

And (lop and cat, tor wcU\o\i 
Be ip B hungry cafe. ' 0 

i s«hi 
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Said John, It is my wcdding-d^y i 
And all tlic world would ftarc,® 

If wife ll'.o\ild dine at Edmontpn^ 

And I ihould dine at Ware. 

So turning to his horfc he faid 
I am in hafte to dine : 

*T\vas for your plcafurc you came here. 
You (hall go back for minC. ^ 

Ah lucklt fs fpeoch, aifd l3ootlcfs boaft ! 

For which he p-jid full clear ; 

For while he fpake a {paying afs 
Did ling moft loud and clear; 

Whereat his horfe did fnort, as he 
Had heard a lion ro ir ; 

Amf gallop’d off wit^aU his might. 

As he had done btf^^:. 

Away wtnr Gilpin, and away 
Went Gilpin’s hat anii v ig ; 
lie loft them fuonA than at hrft. 

For why ? they werAoo big. 

^ow Miftrefs Gilpin, when (he faw 
\ Her huihand porting ^owii 
the country ^r away, 
bhe pull’d out cro\vn ; 

And thus unto th^^q^Tii fhc fsid 
That dro^ them to the Bell, 

This fliall be yov\rs when you Irting back 
hufhand fafe aud w'ell# 

The youth did ride, and foon did meet 
John coming back amain, 

Whom in a trice he tried to f^p 
^ ^y catching at his rci^p ; 

^%Lnot pcrfonniTig what he meant, 

'^“Ard gladly would have done, ^ 
Thc.6‘ightcd ftced he frighted more, 
^nd made him fafter run. 

'^Away went Gilpin, and away 
Went poft-boy at his hccl«. 

The poft- boy's horfc right glad to mifs 
The lumb’ring of the whte's. 

gentlemen upon the road 
Thus feeing Gilpin fly, 

■With poft-boy fcamp'iing in the rear, 
They rais’d the hue and cry ; 

Stop thief? flop thief! — a highwayman 1 
Not one of them w as mute ; 

And all and each that pafs'd that way 
Did join in the purfuit. 

And now the turnpike gates again 
Flew open in Ihort fpace ; 

The toll-men thinking, as before, 

That Gilpin rode a race. 

And fo he did, and won it too. 

For he got firft to town, 

Nor flopp’d till where he firft got up 
He did again get down. 

Now let us fing. Long live the king. 


J £. An E^vfnin^ Contcnil'Iafinn in a Collega ; 
in Imiiiiiion of Gray's in a Couniry 

Cbiorb-yn) D u N c OM B f • 

^HE curft'W tolls the hour of clofing gates ; 

**■ With jarring Ibund tl\c }V)rtcr turns the key; 

I Then in his dreary minlion {lumbering waits, 

I And flowly, llcrnly guits it, though for me. 

I Now Ihinc the fpi>vs bcncdtli ihc paly moon, 

I And thro’ the clolhers' •^'e^cc nud filencc reign;- 
I Save where Ibmc iidlcr ferapes a drowfy tune. 

Or copious bowls infpire a jovial ftraiii ; 

Save that in yonder cobucb-mantlcd room. 
Where lleeps a ftudent in profound repofe, 
upprefs’d with de. wide eel iocs thro’ the gloom 
Tile droriiiC^iufic of his vocal iiofe. 

Within thofe walls, where thro’ the glimmering 
fhade 

Appear the pamphlets in a mouldering heap, 
Each in his narrow bed till moining laid, 

. The peaceful fellou s of the college ftcep. 

The tinkling bell proclaiming early pray Vs, 

The noifv fervants rattling o'er their head. 
The calls of bufincfs, and domcftic cares, 

Ne’er roufe thefe fleepers from their downy 
bed. 

No chattering females crowd their foVuil fire, 

No dread have they of di (cord and of ftrife, 
Unknown th6 names of hu{l>and and of fire, 
Uiifelt the plagues of niatrimonifil life. 

Oft have they baHc’d beneath the funny walls. 
Oft have the jjcnches bow’d beneath their 
u^eigh^ 

How jocund are their looks when dinner calls ? 

Hmv fmffe the cutlets on their crowded plate! 
O ’ let not tempc^ncc, too difdainful, hear 
How lonjT theii^ftftfts, how long their dinners 
laHis tk'p 

Nor let thc^ciir, with a contemptuous fneer. 

On tlirit unmarried men rt*fle£fions raft ' 

The fjflcndid nc and the beauteous fticc 
(Themfclv'cs c^Afefs it, and their lire'* bemoan) 
Too foon are caught by fcarlct and by lace ; 

Thcfc fons of Icicncc fliine in black alone. 
Forgive, ye fair, th’ involunta^ fault, 

If thefe no feats of gaiety difplay, 

Whero through proud Ranelagn’s wide-echoinc 
vault 


echoing 


And Gilpin, long ly^e he ; 
Lnd when nc neji d(^h ride 
May I be thtflko 


ride abroadt 


Melodious Frail trills her quavering lay. 

Say, is the fword well fuited to 5 band ? 

Docs broidcr’d coat agree left fable gown ? 
Can Mechlin laces ftiavlf d churchman’s hand > 
Or learning’s votaries ape the beaux of town f 
Perhaps in thefe time-tottering walls refidc 
Some who were once the darling of the fair. 
Some who of old could taftes and falhioift guide^ 
Control the manager, and awe the player. 

But Science now has fill’d their vacant mind 
With Rome’s rich fpoils, and truth’s eV alted 
views, ' 

Fir’d them with tranfports of a nobler kind; 

And badethemflightailfeinsiles«»butthcmure. 

<fuU 
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FulirfflPliy a lark, high towering to the fky, 
Unheard, unheeded, greets th’ approach of light ; 
Full many a ftar, unfeen by monal eye, 

With twinkling luftre glimmers through the 
night. 

Some future Herring, who, witli dauntlefs breaft, 
Rebellion’s torrent (hall like him oppofc. 

Some mute, unconiciuus llardwicke here may 
reft, 

Some Pelham, dreadful to hts country’s foes. 

From prince and people to command applaufe, 
’Mijlft ermin’d peers ro guide the high debate. 
To Ihield Britannia’s and Religion’s laws, 

And fietr with, ftcady courfe the helm of ftate — 

Fate yet forbids ; nor circumfcribes alone 

Their gi owing \irtues, but their crimes con- 
iines ; 

I'oibid^ in Freedom’s veil t infult the throne, 
Beneath her mal'tjuc to hide the worll delignsj 

To fill the madding crowd's perverted mind. 
With “ pcnfions, taxes, marriages, and Jews j” 
Or (hut the gates of heaven on loft mankind, 
And wreft tlicir darling hopes, their future 
views. 

Far from the giddy town’s tumultuous ftrife, 
Tiicir wifhes yet have never learn’d to ftrayj 
Content and happy in a fingle life, 

They keep ilie noilllcfs tenor of their way, 

Ev’n now, their books from cobwebs to protcdl. 
Inclos’d by doois of glafs in Doric ftylc 
On pohfii’d pillars rais d witli bronves deck’d, 
Tliey claim the pdhng tribute of a I’milc: 

Oft uio the authors’ namei , though richly bound, 
Mil-fpelt by blundering binders’ want of cart; 
And many a caialogue is itrcw’d around. 

To tell ih’ admii ing gueft what books arc there. 

For who, to thoughtlels ignorance a prey, 
Niglffts to hold fttovt ilalliancc with a book? 
Who there but wilhes to prolong his ftay, 

And on thole cai'ts calts a lingering look? 

Reports atsrraiSf the lawyer’s parting eyes, 

Novels Lord Fopling and Sir Plume require, 
For Songs and Plays tlic voice of Beauty cries. 
And beiilc and Nature Grandifon delire. 

For thee, wdto, mindful of thy lov’d compters, 
Doft in thefe lines their artlcls tale relate, 

If chain e, with pijing fearch, in future years, 
S^ome antiquarian ihould enquire thy bee ; 

Haply Ibrnc frici^may (hake his hoary head. 
And fay, ** EaN^^rn unchill’d by fiofts he 
ran, 

« With hole ungarter’d, o^^on turfy bed, 

“ To I each the chapel ere tlie pfalms began; 

«« Tlicie, in the arms of that lethargic chair, 

“ Whi^i rears its old moth-eaten back fohigh, 
** At noon he quaff'd rliree glaffcs to the fair. 
And poi’d upon the news with curious eye. 

« Now Ay the fire engag’d in ferious talk, 
«‘g#mirthful convtife, would he loicer’uig 
^ <‘llaxidi 


“ Then in the prden chofc a funny walk, 

« Or launch’d t'uc polilh’d bowl with ftcadr 
“ hand. 

“ One mom we mifs’d him at the hour of pray V, 
“ Nor in the hall, nor on his favourite green: 
Another came ; nor yet within the chair, 

« Nor yet at bowls or chapel was he Iccn. 

‘‘ Tlie next we heard that, in a neighbouring 
“ (hire, 

“ That day to church he led a blufftiug bride, 
** A nymph whole Inowy veft and maiden fear 
** Improv’d her beauty while the knot was tied. 

Now, by his patron’s bounteous care remov’d, 
“ He rosC's cnraptuvVi ihro’ the fields of K-ciiti 
“ Yet, ever mindful of the place lie lov’d, 

** Read here the letter which he lately fent."* 

7'bf Lc/!n\ 

IN niral innocence fccure I dwell. 

Alike to fortune and to fame unknovm ; 
Approving confciencc cheevs my humble cell. 
And Ibcial quiet marks me for her own ; 

Next to the blcflings of religious truth, 

Two gifts my cndlcfs gratitude engage— 

A Wife, the joy and tranlport of my "youth; 
Now with a Son, the comfort of my age. 

Seek not to draw me from this kind retreat, 

In loftier fpheres unfit, untaught to move; 

Co Item with calm domcftic life, where meet 
The fweets of friend (hip, and the fmilcsof love. 


§ 3 . Tbr Three A 

By M'j. Tiirale. 

'T^HE tree of deepeft root is found 
^ Lcrtft willing ftill to quit the ground ; 

’T\ras therefore faid by aiiLient fages, 

7"h:it love of life increas’d with years 
So much, t'aat in our latter ftages, 

When pains grow (liarp, and lickncfs rages, 

The greateft lo\c of life appears. 

This great affcftion to believe. 

Which all cor.fcl’s, buf few perceive, 

If old affertions can’t prevail, 

Be pleas’ll to liear a modern talc. 

When fports went round, and all were gay, 

On iieighljour Dobfon's wedding-day. 

Death call’d afidc the jocund groom 
With him into another room ; 

And looking grave — * You muft,’ fays he, 

‘ Quit your Iweet bride, and conic with me.* 

‘ With you ! and quit my Sufan’s fide ? 

‘ With you ?’ the hapkfs hufband cried : 

‘ Young as I am, ’tis monrtrous hard ! 

‘ Beiidcs, in truth. I’m not prepar’d ; 

* My thoughts on other matters go ; 

« 1 his is my w'cdding-night, you knovV.** 

What more he urg’d I have not heard, 

His rcaibns could not \yeU ^ ftronger; 

So » 
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So death the pdor ciclinquent fpar*d, 

And left to live a little longer* 

Yet calling up a ferious Io(»k, 

His hour-glals trembled while he Ipokc — 

* Neighbour,* he laid, ‘ farewel ; no more 

* Shall Death diduib your mirthful hour: 

* And farther, to avoid ail blame 

* Of cruelty upon my name, 

* To give you time for prepararion, 

. * And lit you for your future Itation, 

* Three fcveral warnings you Hiall have, 

* Before you're fummon’d to the grave : 

‘ Willing for once I’ll quit my prey, 

‘ And grant a kind reprieve ; 

* In hopes you’ll have no more to fay, 

* But, when I call again this v/ay, 

‘ Well pleas’d the world will leave.* 

To thele conditions both cunfented, 

And parted pcrfetlly contented. 

Wliat next the hero of our tale bcfel. 

How long he liv’d, how wife, how well, 

How roundly he purlued his courlc, 

And fmok’d Lis pipe, and ftrok’d his horfe. 
The wiliii g mule fli ill tell : 

He cHafFer’d then, he bought, he fold. 

Nor once perceiv’d liis growing old, 

Nor thought of Death as near; 

His friends not fali’c, his wife no llirew. 

Many his gains, his children few'. 

He pafs’d his hours in peace : 

But while he Vtcw'cl liis vvtriltli incrcafr, 

W^hilc thus along Life's dufty road 
The beaten track content lie nod, 

Old Time, whofe halh* no mortal fpares, 
VncalLd, unheeded, unawares, 

Brought on his eightieth year. 

And no-.v, one nighr, in inufing mood, 

As all alone he fate, 

Th* unwelcome nielfengcr of Fate 
Once more befoie him ftood. 

Half kill’d with angei and furjirifc, 

‘ So Toon return’d ’’old Dobfon cries. 

‘ So foon, d’ye call it ’’ Death replies; 

* Surely, my friend, you’re but in jeft ! 

‘ Since 1 was here before 
‘ ’Tis fix-a:id-thirty years at Icaft, 

^ And you are now fourfeore.’ 

* So much the worfe,’ the clown rejoin’d ; 

* To fpare the aged would be kind : 

* However, fee vour fearch be legal j 
‘ And your autfionty — is’t rcgil ? 

* Elfc you are come on a fool’s errand, 

‘ With but a Secretary’s warrant. . • v 

* Befides, you promis’d me Tlirc*e Warnings, 

‘ Which 1 have look’d for nights and mornings! 
‘ But for that lofs of time and calc, 

‘ 1 can recover damages.’ 

‘ I know,* cries Death, ‘ that, at the beft, 

« I feldom am a welcorne guelt ; 

* But don’t be captious, friend, at lead : 

< I little thouglu you’d ftill be able 

< To flump about your farm and flable ; 

* Your years have run to a great length ; 

« I wilh you joy, th .’, of your ftrength 

* Hold,* fays the’ farmer, ‘ not fo faft ! 

« I have been iamc^thufe four years paft,* 


‘ And no great wonder,* Death replies j" 
^ However, you flill keep your eyes; 

* And lure, to fee one’s loves ami friends, 

‘ For legs and arms would make amends.* 

‘ Perhaps,* lays Dobfon, ‘ fo it might, 

‘ But latterly I’ve loft my fight.’ 


s Death : 


‘ I warrant you hear all the news.’ 

‘ There’s none,’ cries he ; ‘ and if there werc^ 
* I'm gnnvn lb deaf, 1 could not hear.* 

‘ Nay, then !* the fpeftre fteni rejoin’d, - 
, ‘ Thcfe arc nnjuflifiable yearnings ; 

* If you arc Lame, and Deaf, and Blind, 

* You‘vehadyourThreefufficientWarningSi 
‘ So come along, no more we’ll part 
He laid, and touch'd him with his dart; 

And now, old Dobfon turning pale. 

Yields to his fate — fo ends rny talc. 


§ 4. T/v CV/'s CoMnny Box, LloyD# 

Vos fapere, et r(>li>s aio btne wiveir, quorum 
Confpicitur nitidis fundata prciinia villii. 

'T'HE wealthy cit, grown old in trade, 

^ Now' willics foi the runl lhade, 

And buckles to his one-horfe chair 
Old Dobbin, or the foun<lcr*d mare; 

While, wedg’d in clolely by his fide, 

Sits Madam, his imwiehly bride, 

W’ith lacky on a floc'! be foie ’em. 

And out they jog in due tUcoriini. 
bearre paft ihe turnpike half a mile, 

‘ JJow all the coumiy lecius to fiiule !* 

And as they Howdy jog logctliLr, 

The cit commcncU the ru.id and weather} 
While Madam doais upon The ti%es, 

And longs for cv’ry houle Ihe Ices j 
Admires its view's, its fituation, 

And thus Ihe opens her oration : 

‘ WHiar ligniiics the loads of vvealth, 

‘ Witliout Thai iicht'lt jewel, health .* 

‘ Kxcule the fondnefs of a wife, 

* Who doats upon your precious life ! 

‘ Sucli ccafclefs toil, fuch tonflant care, 

* Is more than human llrcngtii can bear % 

‘ One may obferve it in y;ur face — 

‘ Indeed, my dear, jou bre.'ik apace; 

‘ And nothing can your hcalrh repair, 

‘ But excreife, and country air. 

‘ Sir Traffick has a houft, you know, 

‘ About a mile from Clicnty-row; 

* He’s a good man, indeed, 'tis rrlle ; 

* But not fo warm, niy dear.. •"Ii yriii ; 

‘ And folks arc always fneer— j 

I * One would not bc^^-dont, niy dear!* 

Sir Traffick 's name, lb well a)>plicd, 

I Aw'ak’d his brother merchant’s pride j 
And Thrifty, who had all his life 
Paid uimoft deference to his wife, 

Confefs'd her arguments had reafon; 

And by ih* approaching fummer feafon 
Draws a few hundreds from the flockSf V 
And purchafes his Country Box. 

Some three or four miles out of towit 
(An hour’s ride will bring you down) 
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iHc (incs^on his choice abDcHc) 

Not half a furlong from the roadj 
And fo convenient does it lay. 

The (lages pafs it evVy day : 

And then fo fnug, fo mighty pretty, 

*Ti9 have a houTe fo near the city ! 

Take but your places at the Boar, 

'Vou ’re fet down at the very door* 

Well then, fuppofc them fix’d at Lilt, 
Whitc-wafliing, painting, ferubbing part j 
Hugging thcmfcfvcs in eafe and clover, 

With all the fufs of moving over ; 

Lo) niew heap of whims are bred. 

And wanton in my lady’s head ! 

* Well y to be lure, it muft be own'd, 

* It is a charming I'pot of ground : 

’ • So fwevt a diftance for a ride, 

* And all about fo country fied } 

* 'Twoulcl come but to a trifling price 

* To make it quite a paradife ! 

* I cannot bear thofc nafty rails, 

* Thofe ugly, broken, mouldy pales : 

< Suppofe, my dear, inftead of thefe, 

« We build a railing all Chinefe ; 

* Altho’ one hates to be expos’d, 

< *Tis difmal to be thus inclos’d : 

* One* hardly any objects fees^ 

« 1 wilh you’d fell thofc odious trees. 

« Objects continual palling by, 

* VVerc foriicthing to amufe the eye ) 

< But to be pent within the walls, 

* One might as well be at St. Paul’s. 

* Our houfc beholders would adore,. 

« Was there a level lawn before, 

* Nothing its views to incommode, 

< But quite laid open to the road ^ 

< While cv’ry traveller, in amaze, 

* Should on our little manfion gazej 
‘ And, pointing to the choice retreat, 

‘ Cry, “ That’s Sir Thrifty’s country-feat !” 

N«> doubt her arguments prevail, 

For Madam’s tast t can never fail. 

Blcft age I when all men may piocure 
The title of a connoilfcur; 

When noble and ignoble herd 
Are govern’d by a iingie word ; 

Tho’, like the royal German dames, 

It bears an hundred Chriflian, namcs->- 
As Genius, Fancy, Judgment, Gout, 

Whin\, Caprice, Jc ne l<jai qiioi, Virtu : 
Which appellations all deferibe 
Taste, apd the modern talleful tribe. 

Now brick la jgrs, carpenters, and joiners. 
With Chinefe an^jj^d dcfigners, 

Produce their fcheine^i(^teration. 

To work this wondrous i?1S(^mation. 

The ufeful dome, which fecret Hood, 
Embofom’d in the yew tree’s wood, 

The traveller witli amaiement fees 
A temple Gothic or Chinefe, 

With many a bell and tawdry rag on. 

And crefted with a fprawline dragon ; 

A wo^cn arch is bent aftride 
A di^.of water, four feet wide, 

With angles, curves, and zig-zag lines, 

From Hal^ony’s exa£t dehgni; 
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In front a level lawn is fecn, 

Without a flirub upon the giten ; 

Where Tafte would want its firlt great law, 
But for the (kulking, fly tui-ha; 

By whofc miraculous aliiftancc 

You gain a profpedt two fields diftance. 

And now from Hyde-park Corner conic 
The gods of Athens and of Rome. 

Here Jquabby Cupids take their places, 
With Venus, and the clumfy Graces) 
Apollo there, with aim fo clever, 

Strctche.s his leaden bow for ever ; 

And there, without the po\v*r to fly. 

Stands fix'd a tip-toc Mercury. 

The villa thus completely grac’d, 

All own, that Thrifty has a rafte ; 

And Madam’s female friends and couflns, 

I With common-council-men, by dozens, 
i Flock cv’ry Sunday ro the flat, 

I To dare about them, and to eat. 


§ 5. Ret^ort of an ad]udgf.d Cafiy not to be found 
in any of the Books, Cow PER. 


glLTWEEN Nofe and Eyes a ftrange conteft 

The fpedtacles fet them unhappily wrong ; 
The {lointin difpute uas, as all the wot Li knows; 
To which the faid fpe£l:acles ought to belong. 


So the Tongtie wasthe lawyer, and arguedthe came 
With a great deal of IkiJl, and a w’lg full of 
lea.tiing; 

While chief baron Ear fit to balance the laws. 

So fam’d for his talent in nicely dileerning. 

In behalf of the Nofe, it will quickly appear. 
And your lordfliip, he faid, will undoabtedly 
find, 

That the Nofe has had fjieftacles always in wear, 
W'hicli amounts to poiVcIfion time out of mind. 


Then, holding the fpedtacles np to the court — 
Your lordlliip oblcrvcs tilt y arc made with a 
ftraddlc, 

As wide as the ridge of the Nofe is ; in fliort, 
Defign’d to fit clofe to it, juft like a 


Again, would your lordihip a moment fuppolc 
( ’Tis ac.ifc tliat has happen'd, and may be again) 
'That the vifage or countenance had not a Nofe, 
Pray who would or who could wear fpcftacles 
then > 


On the whoje it appears, and my argument Ihews, 
With a rcal’oning the court will never condemn, 
Thatthe fpetlacles plainly were made for the Nofe, . 
And the Nofe was as plainly intended for them. 


Then fliifting his fide, as a lawyer knows how, 
He pleaded again in behalf of the Eyes ; 

But what W'ere his arguments few people know. 
For the court did not think they were equally 
wife. 

So his lordfliip decreed, with a gfave folcmn tone, 
Dccifivc and clear, without one if or but — 
That whenever the Nofe put his fpeflacles on, 
By day-light or candle-light— Eyes fliould be 
ihui» ; • 


5 6. On 
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§ 6* Oh the Birtb^Day of Shak/peare. A C’nlo, 
Taken from bis H'ot ks. Keren glr. 

Vapira ipfi Tilcre, rt mentis viribtis excltarlt et quifi quodim dirlfto 
fpintu sflluri. 


-PEACE to this meeting! 


Joy^nd fail* time, healil^ and goed xAifljcs : 
Now, wovthy friends, the caule why wc are met 
Is in celebration of the day that gave . 

Immort.il Shak(]ieaic to this Favour’d ifle, 

The moft replcnilhed fwcet work of nature, 
Which fiom the prime creation e’er Ihe fram’d. 
O thoudivineft Niture! how thylcif thou blazon'll 
In this thy Ion I form'd in thy ])rodigaIiry, 

To hold thy minor up, and give the time 
Its very foim and picirnrc ! \\^hcn he I’pcaks 
Each aged ear plays truant at his u'.es, 

And younger hearings arc quite raNiflicd, 

So voluble is his xlifcourre— gentle 
As Zephyr blowing ’nencatli the violet, 

Not wagging its fwcet fund — yet as rough 
(His noble blood cnchali' d) a.'* ilie rude wind, 
That by the top doth take ilic mouirain pine. 
And make him Ifoop to th' v.ile. — ’Tis \x onderful 
That an invifihlc inftinft flriuld frame him 
To loyalty, unicarn’d ; hoiioui, untaught j 
Civility, not Iccn in others j knowledge 
That wildly grows in him, but vidds a crop 
As if it had been fown. What a piece of work ! 
How noble in faculty I infinite in reafon » 

A combination and a form iiidt ed, 

Where every God did feem to let his feal ! 
Heaven has him now — yctL-t ounJolatrous fancy 
Still fan^tify his relics : and this diy 
Stand aye difilnguirnM in the k dendar 
To the lad lyllable of rccordjd time ; 

For, if wc take him but for all in all, 

We ne’er fliall look upon his like again. 


§ 7 . ' O/r the ln*vention of Letters, 

T ell me what Genius did the art invent, 
The lively im.ige of the voice to paint j 
Who firft the I’ecrct how to colour found. 

And to give fhape to reafon, willly found; 

Wifk ^■‘ow to clotl'.c ideas, taught 5 
And how to draw the pidlurc of a thought: 
Who taught the hand to fpcak, the eye to hear 
A filcnt' language roving far and near ; \ 

Whofefofteft noife OvUfirips loudthunckr's found, 
And fpreads her accents thro’ tiie world's vali 
round ; 

A voice heard by the deaf, fpoke by the dumb, 
"‘hofe echo reaches long, long time to come ; 


,JVhi 

m 


ich dead men fpeak, as well as thofe alivc- 
i what Genius did tliis art contrive. 


Tell me 


§ 8. The Atifivsr. 

T he noble art to Cadmus owes its rife 

Of painting words, and fpcak ing to the eyes; 
He firft in wondrous magic fetters bound 
The airy voice, and ftopp’d the flying found ; 
The various figures, by his pencil wi ought, 
Cfavc colour form, and body to die tiiouglil:. 


§ 9* 0>t a Spider. Dr. LittLITON* 

A RT fST, who underneath my tabic 
I'hy eui'ious texture haft'difplay’d ! 

VV'hf>, if \re m.iy believe the fable, 

Wert once a lovely blooming maid I ' 
Infidious, reftlefs, watchful Ipidcr, 

^ Fear no officious damfei’s broom j 
Extend t!.y aitful fabric wider, 

And fpread thy banners round my room^ 
Swept from the rich man’s coftly ceiling, 

Thou ’it welcome to iny homely roof; 

Here mayft thou find a peaceful dwellings 
And undifturb’d attend thy woof, 

Whilll I thy wondrous fabiic ftarc at, 

And think on haplcfs poet's fate ; 

Like thee confin’d to lonely ganct. 

And rudely banilli’d looms of ftate. 

And as from out thy tortur’d body 
I hou dravv’il thy llender firing with pain}' 
So does he labour, like a noddy, 

To Ipin materials h*om his brain. 

He for fomc fiuttering tawdry creature. 

That fpreads her clianns before his eye;" 

And that’s a conquett little better 
Than thine o'er captive butterfly, 

7 'hus far 'tis plain wc both agree, 

Fcihans our deaths may better ffiew it— 

'Tis ten to one hut penury 

Ends boili rlie I'j'idcr and the poet. 

§ 10 , 7 he E^'tcnt of Cookery. ShenstonI* 

“■““-AliMfque It Idem. 

y^IIEN Tom to Cambriilge firfi was fent, 

^ ^ A plain brown hoo he wore, 

Read much, and look’d as tho’ he meant 
To be a fop no more. 

See him to Lincoln s Inn repair, 
il IS refolution flag ; 

He ciierifhcs a length of hair, 

And tucks it in a bag. 

Nor Ct)ke nor Salkcld he regards, 

Kut gets into the lioufc ; 

And foon a Judge's rank rewards 
Hib pliant votes and bows. 

Adieu, ye bobs ! yc hags give place ! 

Full- hot tom 5 come irifif.ad ! 

Gc';d Lord I to fee ihi* vaiiuus ways 
Of drclfing — a calj 's hi ad, 

§ II. Slnirbr :> iii'.j/i, .^HfeNSTONE^ 

Cui-.e Ifvfs loquuntur, ingviitct fiupeDt. 

■pENEA'I'll a ell aid. -yard yu'w, 

^ Decay’d and worn wi;h««-'ge, 

At dufk of eve, methoitCjiit I ipied 

Poor Slender’s gh.oflr; that vvliimpcring cricj^, 

O fwcet ' O Iwect Anne Page I 
Yc gentle bards, give ear ! 

Who talk of amorous rage, t 

Who fpoil the lily, rob the rofc ; 

Come learn of me to weep your woes I 
O fwcet ! O fweet Anne Page ! C 
Why fliould fuch labour’d (trains ^ 

Y our formal Mufc engage ? 
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J never dreamt of flame or dart. 

That fir’d my breaft, or pierc’d my heart, 
But figh'd, O fwcet Anne Page 1 
And you, whofe lovc-fick minds 
medicine can afluage, 

Accufc the Icccl.’s art no more-, 
jBut learn of Slender to deplore, 

O fwcet ! O fwcct Anne Page ! 

And you, whofe fouls are held 
Like linnets in a cage, 

Y''ho talk of fetters, links, and chains> 
Attend y and imitate my fiiains : 

O fweet ! O fwcet Anne Page ! 

And you, who boaft or^/zV-z/^*, 

What honid wars ye wage"! 

Of wounds receiv’d fiiiin many an eye, 
Yet mean as I do when i figh, 

() fweet » O fwcu.T Anne Page ! 

Hence every fond conceit 
Of fliCphcrd, or of iage ! 

’Tis Slender’s voice, ’fis Slender’s way^ 
».preircs all \ovi have to fay— 

O fweet ! 6 fweet Anne P?gc I 


§ 12. Hamlet * 5 Soliloquy imitated. Jago. 

nnO prints or not to prijii — that is the qbeftion. 

Whether *tis better in a trunk to bury 
The quirks and crotchets of outrageous Fancy, 
Or fend a well-wrote coj>y to the prefs. 

And, by difcToflng, end rlitm. 'J'o print, to doubt 
No more ; and by one a^'t to fay we end 
The head -achy and a thoufuid natural (hocks 
Of fcnbbling phrci)zy— ’tis a confiimmaiion 
pcvoutly to be wiih’d. To print — to beam 
From the fame (lielf with i’opc, incalf well bound : 
To fleep, pcrch^mce. With Quarles— Ay, there’s 
the rub — 

For to what chfs a Wiiier may be doom’d, 
When he hath (huflled ofl'fomc paltry (fuff, 
Mijflgivcus paufe. 1 here's the refpe^thatmakes 
Tb' unwilling poet keep his piece nine ycai's. 
For who would bear th’ ihipaticnl third of fame. 
The pride of confeiouS merit, and, ’hove all. 
The tedious importunity of friends, 

When as himfclf might his quietus make 
With a bare inkhoni ? Who would fardels bear, 



(Tha>yjndifcovci 'd country, with whofe bays 
Few travellers rfeturn) put/des the will, 

A^d makes us^ther bear to live unknown. 
Than run the ^rard to he knoWn an'd damn’d ? 
Thus critics JS’m^N^cowards of us all j 
/ind thus the hoalthfur^c of many a poem 
ficklicd o’er with a paic^iS^uufcript; 

And cnterprizfs of great fire and fpirit 
With this regard from Dodfley turn away. 

And lofi;the name of Authors. 


§11. To the idemoyy of Geo.j^e Lciuis Langton, 
jLfq.jvb&^fdon bis Travels to Rome. S H i|* Jt £ Y . 

L A;‘teTON, dear partner of my foul, 

Accept what pious palfion meditates 
To gract thy fate, Sad memoiy, 


And grateful love and impotent regret. 

Shall wake to paint ih\ gcnile mind, 

Thy wife g«)od-naturc, fricndlhip delic-dte 
In fecret co verfe, native mirth 
And fprightiy fancy, fvveer aitihccr 
Of iocial pleafurc ; nor forgot 
The noble tbirft of knowledge: and fair fame 
I'hat led thee far througu fo-eign climes 
Inquifitive : but chief the pteala.A uanks 
Of Tiber, evtr-hoiiour’d flream, 

Detain’d thee viflting the Inil rcinains 
Of ancient art ; fair forms cxa6l 
In fculptiirc, columns, and the mould'ribg bulk 
Of theHtrc$> In deep thought wiapp’d 
Of old rcnovvii, thy mind furvey’d the fccncs 
Delighted wheie the fihe of ircn 
Once dwelt, familiar; Scipio, virtuous chief, 
Stern Caro, and the p.it' iot mind 
Of frtitiiful Brutus, bill ’djiofophcr. 

Well did the generous feaich employ 
Thy Wodming yoiirs by viUue crown’d, rho* dcalh 
Unfecii opprefs’d thee, far iicin home, 

A helplcfs ftrangcr. No familiar voice. 

No phying eye, clicer’d ihy lalV pan;js. 

O wortliy longeft days I for thee lhall iiow 
The pious folitary tear, 

And thoughtful fricndlliip fadden o’er thine urn. 


§ 14. The Breu'ei 's Coachman. T a v r. o Jt . 

H onest William, an cafy and gc;od-natur'd 
fellow., 

Would a little rbo oft get a little too rnelloWk 
Body coach'man was hr to an eminent brcwci — 
No better e’er fat on a box, to be furc. 

His coach was kept clean, and no moriitrs ornurfes 
Took that care of ihcir babes that he took of his 
horfes. 

He had thefe— ay, and fifty good qualities more ; 
But the bufinefs of tippling could ne’er be gor o'er: 
So his mafTbr 'cfFcibually iTieiid»;d the marier, 

By hiring a man who drank nothing but w^ten 
Now, William, fays hr, you fee tiie plain c«fe; 
Had you drank as he does, you'd keep a good place. 
Drink water! quotuW' illiiim — I ad ah mendonefo. 
You’d never have wanted a coachman, I trotv; 
'BheyYc foakers, like me, whom you load with 
/ reproaches, 

tthat enable you brewers to ride in your coaches. 

§ 15. Ode on the death of PAatveU a farKwm'lte 
Bullfinch. Addrejfed to Phil, Stanhopes Efq., 
{natural Son to the Earl of Chefierfttld) . to uobom 
the Author bad given the Revetfion of it when 
be left Drcfden. W ILLIAMS. 

^RY not, my Stanhnjie, *tis in ^ain, 

^ To flop voui tears, to hide your pain, 

Or check yodr honeft rage ; 

Give forrow and revenge thei. fcope, 

My prclent joy, your foturc hope, 

Lie6 murder’d in his cage. 

Mattel’s no more ! Ye graces, loves, 

Ydlinuets, nightingales, and dovet. 

Attend th* Mptimely bier \ * 

t ' Lee 
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hct every frrrow he expr-'f^’d, 
iJcLit V. irJi Yf'ur wii'.or , c;ich. incurnfiil breaft, 
And drup the iLit'r^l tear. 

In hcij;ht o! in bf.nity’s pride, 

Hy fell Giinir.lkiii’s he died— • 

Br.;. ycPjT'-anrc lhall ba\r wjv ; 

On pains and toKiiu-s I’ll rci«nc; " 

YlI, Mi-tz^l, f'»ie clLiirh ot ihiue 

IliL' nine wdl dl repay. 

For thee, iv.y 'nhd, rlit. fiend Nine, 

W'lio lov'd lb’s tvi'^clid nett', Ihul j'*in 
Jn t’i»' f'jnertal \{‘rrc: 

Mv p.iin.^il t.iT'. 111.. 11 be to write 
Til’ tf'-Tnal d.iiy.e rlic.) ir.diie, 

ArJ Imvl; u «>n t!.y heari'e. 

Jn viin 1 \i \ 'd, vain I niourtij 
JMy LmuI, iv.‘ iu.\er to it iiirii 
1 s lied u» I'.jp.Mvr fi.rit 
\\ h.'L- I.. lhr r.jil h)r Iv.ni prepare 

pike !.'( If t* aniiirp^ md inoi't fair 
Of all til' V y.\ .r, «Lu:l' . 

111 ii ri.y lut'. s in cyp-’T^s L:;ro\e 
hr.., -til wretc. ei s.fc' llL.t d'*. d h>v knej 

"riierc ihall il.y plairtr. e I'.r.-in 
Inill Inijenns Plkedia's ciKllci's r>:rief, 

'i o i T 1 1 > \ ield Ibive (iTcrr n hef, 

And r;i'ii.n D,do'.s p.dn. 

T'll Pr« hrpiii'j I'-v clianee fliaU bear 
a'liv HOT.-., n ul ni.-ki ihec .ill her ciuc, 

Ard l<y\e th„i: wirli rw lr\v. ; 

^Vliil-,* c'’.e!i air».i\d.’Mt to 'i ih <'1 jnv.ire 
Tit.. t'liHfLd lavs, 

ill litT lij-p.OVe, 


§ i 6 « '7 i~f7io. I nv. Cgtion. 

ri.-un*cf I 

rpC^MOUTIO^V, didd f -1 lay » 

“*■ MiGioj dit ! luaid Ifnritio \iv, Tu-inorrow. 
Go to — I wdl i.oi hear < i i? — Tr-niorrow ' 

' ris n linrper, who Itil.r^ !rs p(.i\':v' 

Ami'ill ihv — '.'-li ) r.hes il v re.'ulv enfli, ' 

And pays like bi’t v. idie'-, l.opis, and 

prrniifes, 

"I'hc cin /cacv (if ideotc — i-yurioMs bar ’.rnpt, 
Tl.at .^ulK lie: ciediro' ' — 'lo-mo.iow ! . 

Ir ‘i. i pci.'r.a .,ere to i,' f- iied | 

Ja all ;hi hvjai*' reydhjii of 'i iiTe, \ 

Ih'iel's rf ri.' .it f n the fool's c'nVi-d.ir. 

Uhhhnn I'dViainii tlio v- >, d, noi ir^lvls forlv'fy 
VV'ih rhoie wl.oown It. >•'», mv 

F^nev*' (i.ild, .ind Foliy is its i:nhci j 
Wfoiiy/ornf fe( !i !> VTffa* d, c.-Mis arc ; and* atibafelcfi- 
As 'I'.e tV.iu..;'k vifon I ot '.i-e iVenr. p. 

Burtofr, invti iend — i.Teliihe prejl.itmomcrir.s; 
Fur i>e alfnr'd tJuy all ..re yrrinu T:;i!-t.il£ ^ ; 

A^’id rlinuph their ihi^la !>c li'e’n, nid iheir path 
’rraciJef,, as tpc uln.^ d cmjTieis of ihc dir, 
Tiiev poft to iicavtn. ar.d there ‘ree j.^'d thy folly. 
B canl’f, iho' llation'd on rid iinpori.nit watch, 
Tho,u, Jikc a fctpin«, hdiriiLf tmnnel, 

L>ulft let titein juf;. r., mot ic’d, u.diopiov ‘d. 

And know, foriha*^ rlion (lumb'rcdlV i»n the ^nard, 
'I'liou llidlc be made to anfwer at the bar 

Gilbert Weft^ EAp th« audx^ir’s coufm. 


For every fus^itivc; and when thou thu^ 

Shalt fland impleaded at the hii;jh trilninal 
Of iicod-wink d Jnlnce,wdio lhall tell thy audit? 

Then Ihiy the prifcnt inftant, dear Hor.itio, 
Imprint the marks (d* wifdoin on its \vinp,s. [cions 
’Tlsof more worth than kinj^donis ! far mote p-c-^ 
Than all the eihnfon rieafurcs rtf life’s fountain, 
O • let it not (diidc rhv gndp ; bur, like 
I'hc good old }rirriarv.h upon recor«l. 

Hold the Jieer angel faft, until he blefs thcc# 


§ 17 * On Lo)tl Cohhi.Tu s (] unit ns, 
TT pu 7 . 7 les miicli the fages Inains, 
^ W’h'.re Kden flood of yore ; 

Some plarc ir in Arai)ia’.s plains; 
S(;me fdv, it is no mou. 


Cotton. 


But Cobham can thtfe tales confute, 
As all the enrirkt' know; 

Foi he has prtiv’d bevond d.fpute 
That I'aiaddl* is Stow. 


§ iS. T'o a ChiicI Jivt lLca)S Old. CoT^O^^■• 

■pAlRKST flowV, all How Vs excelling 
^ ^^'h^ch in iiden's gaidem grew, 

(•low’is of Eve’s embower’d dwellmg 
Arc, my fair-one, tv pcs of you. 

Mark, my Polly, htnv the roles 
Kmulate thy dnmaik cl:e*ek; 

How the bud Jis I'w eets ducloies ; 

Buds tliy o})ening bloom beljieali. 
r.,ihes aic,\y plain direffion. 

Emblems 01 a double kind ; 

}imhlcin.s of ihv fair com]) lex ion, 

Emblems of thy faiicr mind. 

But, dcargirh both llow’is and beauty 
JJlolh.m, f ale, and d'c away ; 

Then [uirfue pond lenfe and duty, 

Evergreens liiac ne’er decay. 


§ 19 . 7’n Mifs LuiV hrj)tijii(;\ l.YTTEI.TOIi . 

/^NCE, hy the Mule alone infpir’d, 

I fung mv rtin’ri us firain.s; 

No ferioui love my firhl ; 

’ll’ ct every lender ifiaid, deceiv’d, 

The idly moiiinful lale believ'd, 
j\nd wept my fancied ]'ainb. 

But Venus now, to pumlh me, 

For having feign’d fo well, 

ITrj in.iJa- my licart fo fjor! o^ fh.rc^ 

That nut ilic whole Aon' in ijuire 
Can aceerio -I d: enough inlpirc 
its real fiume* to tell. 




5 zo. 7u Mi . uy li'n Uj'w? 

a* LvrTw.Ton. 

P AI R 'Nrturc's fwcet fmplicity, 

'With elegance relin’d, 

\VelI ill tliy fear, my friend, T fee, • 

But belter in thy mind. * 

To hcTh from courti and all their Hate 
Eager i fly, ro prove ' 

Joys far above a couit.er's fate, \ 

Tranquillity and lo\\*. 


+ Near Cwytloa, 


Vv 


zt • 
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L’U D I C R O U S POEMS, &c. 


§ 2 1 . Wrhten in a Lady s Lcory 1 But when I IcarchM, nmi mif/d my piirfc, Lord f 


1699. Swift. 

toERUSE my leaves through every part, 

^ And think thou feeft my owner’s heart, 
Scrawl’d o’er with trifles tlius, and quite 
/fi hard, as Icnicicfs, and an light; 

Expos’d to every coxcomb’s eves, 

3hit liid with caution from ihe wife. 

Here you may read, Dear charming faint!” 
Denearh, “ A new receipt for paint 
llcre, in bean- fj jellin'^ “ Tru tel deth 
There, in her own, “ For an cl hretli 
llerc,*“ Lovely nymph, pronounce my doom !” 
'fhere, “ A lafe wmv to ul’e perfLiuie 
Hl’ic, a page fill’d with billet-doux : 

C)n t'nrlier lidi , “ 1.,‘id out for flioes.’’ 

*• l\T,ulam, 1 die \viih<;ui vf'Ur grice;” — 

Item, tor half a yard of lace.*’ — 

Wh ) that had wit would place it here, 

I'oi every peepiiv; fop to jeer? 

In pi.w’r of IjUirle auvl a clout, 

V/l'cne’er he plLalV, to hlot it out; 

And then, to liciylitv.-n the ilil'gracc, 

C-lq) liio own noufenfe in the place. 

*\Vhoc’cr expects 10 h<'ld Isis part 
In fheh a book, and fuch a heart, 

If lie be wealihy, and a fool, 
fs ill all points the liitcft tool ; 

Of v.dioin it may he juftly laid, 
lie’s a gold pencil tijip’d with lead. 

§ 22. Mv. Harris' i Pciilion, 1699. 


J thought I Ihiuld lla^c h-r*!; ouinglit. 

Lord I Msidam, lays ’M.uv, how- d’ )l : In- 
deed, lavs r, nt\( i 

But piay» Maiy, c.i.i you lell wiiat i have done 
with my jjarfe = 

Loid h.elp me ' laid Mary, I iic.ar l\i:.” mt of 
this place : [ih ir'*- a n. eale. 

?lay, laid J, I had it in Lady L. ti\ ’i.anber, 
So Mary got me to bed, and ciiVi.r’d it i up ■' as m ; 

liowivei, Ihe fiole aw ay luy gas let v, th. .. i. in.; iar 
do myfclf no liatm. [ v ilu'il' , 

So T tuinl'kd and :oL\l ad nielit, a^. \ (.u inav \ , ry 
Ihilhai tllvLverlL* mye;, esteg^-Msi s',c 1 jlcjna wmk. 
So X \. as a-tlream d. metla. igiu, tliat we went 
and feareird the hiiks luund. 

And in a corner of IVlis. Dole’s |h -x, tied in a 
Tag, t e iTK.ncv wa.. hui.d. fa-fw t i.ieg : 
So nese uioi'nlng we r.'tl.i \Vliinlc§, and lie Lll 
Then niy dame Wa'i/;*’* eauu ; and Ihe, you 
knov', is ih’ck of hearing. 

Dame, f.dd J, a-i loud as I ci/ald bawl, do you 
know V. hat 21 lots I h.ve had ' 

X ly, laid fliL, n*y Lo.d Coiwav’s^il ft Iks are all 
very la«l ; * [v il hoar f til. 

For mv Lord Dromc’da’'v ’ cemes o’'i'm;dciy 
Pugh ' laid 1 , but di2Jt's iua I’u: lahnefs that J ail. 
Says Cary j-f, fays lie, I iaive l)ei a a ferv.ultihis 
five-and-i»venty years come Ip ing, 

And in all the places 1 liv’d 1 never lieard of 
fuch a thing. 

Yes, fivo the liewardtj, I remember, when I 
\bas at my Lady SorewTiimy’s, 


1-0 their Excellencies the Lords Jufltccs of c , , ' ^ 7 * V ’ I • 

-I Ireland Mhe humble petition of Fiunccs 

-i«n Jr • i T T • So I w tilt to ilic party fufpcflt'd, and I fiAUid licf 

V/ho muft ftarve, and die a maid, if it milcarrics; ^ j 

ITnmbly (lieweth, (Now you mull: kr.owg of all tilings in the woiid, 

T'l,^. T T ..a.. j. m... i ..r. > » 1 . . 1 . •. .. .1 r 1 - 


That I went to waim myfclf in T.ady Betty’s f j Uowever, I wa, rciblv’d to briiig iijc difcourfc 


cliambcr, becaufe I wms cold ; 


llily al>our : 


[h ppjn’d (.ui; 


And I had in a purfe fcvcn pounds, four fliil- Mrs. Dukes, faid T, here’s an ugly .iLcidcnt has 


lings and fix-pcnce, bolides farthings, in 
monev and gold : 

So, becjule 1 li:id been buying things for my 
Lady laft night, 

T w as refolv’d to tell inv money, to fee If it was right. 

Now, you mull know, beciutc my trunk has •v 
a very bad lock, * 1 

^’’iicrefoie ail the money [ have, which, God ( 


j^ows, is a very I'mail flock, 
1 kecpXp my pocl^tt, tied about 1 


keepAp my pocl^tt, tied about my middle, 
• next >Tj‘my fmock. 


’I'is not tint 1 value the money llirye Ikips of a 
Joule §§; 

But the thing 1 Hand upon is the credite f the h juE*. 

' Pis true, feven pounds, f;ur liviliines, ana fx- 
pence, makes a p/cui hole in my wmccs; 
IJbfides, as they fay, fervicc no inh .Titaaco in 
I tiiefc ages. [undeiftan-Jj, 


/fow, Mis. Da!:*'?, you know, and every bo-ly 
Th.M iho’ ’lis hard to judge, yc. money can't g'> 
wdihout hiinds. ^ ^ ’ 

The Dc\il take me 1 faid llic (bic hbrcT hcrfelf) if 


So when 1 wcV "*10 put^ up my purfe, as Cod So flie rear’d li!.e a bedl.im, ..s tlio’ 1 had call'd 
w'onld have h, mv I'mock was unripp’d, ’ her ail to naught. 

And, inlleaJ of puttiii^sic into my jiocket, down So y.m knt/w, whSt could I Ey to her any more? 

itllipt; [to bed ; 1 e'en left hcr, 2 ind came away as win' a«: I wa oefore. 

Then the bell rung, and Iwcntaown to put n»y Lady Well; burthen tliey would have had gone 
And, Cod knows, f rhonglit my money was as to tlie cimninu- man ! 

i'l' a , r I- 1 /< I T » • .1 I- .1 • 1 . , 1 •_ Ml 


lafe as my mnidenluad. ‘ 


So, when* I came upagiin 


id. • [very light : 
, 1 found my pocket feel 


to tlie cunning man ! 

No, faid 1, *tis the fame thing, the chaplain will 
be here anon. 


* The Earls of Berkeley and of Galway. + • Lady Betty Berkeley, afterwards Germaine, 

t \Y;fc to one of the footmen. ^ Earl of Berkeley’s Valet. || The old d.*af houfekeeper. 

i Galway. ** The Earl of Drogheda, who wnh die Primate was to fuccccd the two F.aris. 

if Clerk of die kitchen. Fcmi. Au ufu all ay ingot hers. 
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Book V 


£0 the chaplain cainc in : r.^w the fci vants The watchful bailiffs take their (ilent (lands, 

fay he IS iny rweetheart, And rchool-bojs lag with facchcls in their hand?^ 

Becaulv hc*s always in my Chamber, and I al- 1 — 

ways take his parr. J 24, A Dijcripi/oti of a City Sho7ua\ In Imi» 

Sd, as the Devil x'.ould have it, before I was intfon of y^ir'r2l's Oco)yiics, 1710. t 

aware, out 1 blunder'd, ^ARITUL obfervers may forctel tlic hour, 

Patfoa, faid I, can you call a nativity, when a l>y jun- prognoftics, when to dread a Ihow’r. 

body’s plunder’d ? Lion like the Devil!) While rain depends, the penlivc cat gives o'er 

(NW you n uft know he hates to be call’d par- Her fiolics, and puirucs her tail no more. 

Truly, fays he, Mrs. Nab, it might become you Returning borne at nighty /un’Il find the link 
to be more ci\il ; [d ye fee, Strike your offended i'cnfe with double ilink. 

If your money be gone, as a learned divine lavs, if you be wife, then go not f.ir to dine ; . 

You arc no text ior fny handlings Ih take that Vou'llfpentl in coach-hire more than lave in wine. 

tiuiTj me : [you to know. A coming fliow’r your fhooring corns prefage, 

I was never to?ctn for a conjurer before, I’d have old achs will throb, your hollow tooth ill rage ; 
Lord I faid 1 , den^t ‘oe angry, I’m furc 1 never Sauntering in cnffeL^lioufc in Dnlman fe^n ; 

thoLi'ghf you lb; IJc damns the climate, and coinjdains of I’ptccn.. 

You know I In^iK ui the dotlvj 1 defign to be a Mean\vhilcthel*outh,iirmgvvithdabbkd\vings, 
parlbn’a wire ; [all my life. \ fable cloud athwart the welkin llings, 

T never took one in your coat for a conjurer in That fwill’d more liipinr than it could contain, 

W ith that he tv\ ilred his girdle at me like a rope, And, like a drunkard, gives it up again. 

as who Ihould fay, [went auay. Rrifk Sufan whips lier IniLii from tlie rope, 

_\o\v you may go hang yourfelf for me ! and io While the fii'ft dri-rzlrng ihower is borne adopc ; 
Well, I ih.oughi I Ihould have Iwoond: Lord^ Such is that Iprinkling which ibmc carclcfs (|Uea?i 
Irtid I, wh.at Ihidl I do? [love too! Flirts on vou from her mop, but not lb clean : 

I hrve loft my money, and fliall lofc my mic- You fly, invoke the gods; then, turning, flop 
Then mv lord call'd me: Harry +, laid my Lord, To rail; flic, linging, Hill vvhiih on hei iii-p. 

den t cry ; ^lot yet the tiuft Ikad Ihunn’d vh’ unequal fciife. 

I’ll give fomeihing trwards thy lofsj and, fays But, aided hy the wind, fought ftill for life; 

my Lady, lo "iH !• ^ ^ And, wafted with its foe hy violent guft, 

O! bur, laid ], w hue il, after all, the chaplain ’Twasdoubtfulwhichw as r.iiii, ami which vvcisduft, 
won’t come to } [1 muft pefftion you. Ah! where muft needv poet Rek f. r aid, 

f rr that, he laid ( an’t pLalc your Excellencies), When duft and rain at once his coat invade ? 

Tile prcmilfes tcndeily confider’d, 1 dcfirc your Sole coat! where duft cemented by the rain 
Kxctllencies proteiHion, ^ Erefts the nap, jin»l leaves a cloudy ftain ! 

And that 1 may have a ihare in next Sunday’s Now in contiguous drop# the flood conr.n 
collc^^ion ; [ccUencies letter, down, 

And, over and above, that T may have your Rx- Threatening with deluge this devoted town, 
Wiih an order for tlu- chaplain aforefuid, or, in To Ihops in crowds the daggled fomaks lly, 
tread tif him, a better : ^ Pretend to cheapen gunhi, but nothing buy. 

And then your poor petitioner, I oth night and day, Phe templar fpruce, while every fpout’s abroach. 
Or the chaplain (for ’ris his trade), m in duty Stays till ’tis fair, yet feems to call a coach, 

bound, lhall ev t r p’ ay. The tuck’d-up rempftrefs walks vvii h hafty fti idea, 

■ While ftreams run down lier oil'd umbrella's fide*.. 

§ 13. A Dcjlfijinofi of the ^Aortu?iyr, 1709, Ifert vaiious kinds, by various fortunes led, 
T^OW baldly h.ere and there a hackocy-coach Commence acquaintance underneath a flicd. 

Appearing, flicw 'd the ruddy morn’s approaAi. I Triumphant Tories and delponding Whigs 
Now Bet y from h^r mafter’^ bed liad flown, \ Forijet their foods, and join to lave their wigs. 
And fbftiy ftolc to dilcompofc her owm ; '• Box^ d in a chair, the beau impatient fits, . 

The fliplhod 'prentice from his maftci ’s door wWhile fpout^ lun clattering o’er the roof/Jy fits> 
Had par'd the dirt, and fprinkie<l round the floor. And ever and anon with frightful din , 

Now Moll hail whirl’d her mop with dextrous airs. The Icatlier founds ; he ircmbley/rom within. 
Prepar'd to ferub the entry and the ftairs. So when Troy chamincn bcsre tire wooden freed. 

The youth with broomy fnunpi began to trace Pregnant w-iin Greeks, iij>patient to be freed 

The kenuersedge, where wllccl*h:^dv^or^.rheplacc• (Thole bully Grccl^ltlio, as the modems do, 
The fmallcoMl-tiian was heard with cadence deep, Iiiftcad of paying oKairmcn, ran them ^hrough)^ 
Tdl drow'i’d in Ihiiller notes of chimney-lwccp: Laocoon flruck the outfidc with his fpcir, 

Duns at T^ordfliip’s gate began to meet: And each impril'on’d hero quak’d for fear. 

And urif l;.duft Moll had fcrcam’d through half Now from all parts the fweilihg kennels flow, 
t'> e ftreet : •' And bear tlioir trophies with them as they go ; 

The tunihey now his flock returning fees Filths of all hues and odours feem to tell 

Duly let out a-nigl.ts to ftcal for fees. W hatftrcct they fail’d from by their figlitan^fmcll. 


f A cant ward of Lord and L^dy B. to Mrs, Harris. 


Dr, Sv.iit, 


They,. 
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They, as each torreut drives, with rapid force 
rromSmiilifitldorSt.’Pulchre'sfliapcthcircourfc; 
And, in huc;e confluence jom'd at Snow-hill ridge, 
Fall from the conduit prone to Holboin biidge. 
bv^ecpiiigs from butchers’ flails, duvig, guts, ^ 
and blood, 

Drown’d puppies, flinking fprats^all drcncli’d 
• in mud, 

Dead cats, and turnip-tops, come tumbling 
down the ffbbvK 


§ 25 . On thi' htlle Hoiffi (y the Cburcb-yard oj 
CuJiL'nock^ 1710 . 

T^ITOEVER plcafcth to enquire 

^ Why yonder lucple wants a fpire. 

The grey old fellow poet Joe '* 

The ])hdorophic caule will Ihew. 

Once on a time a weftern blaft 
At leaft twelve inches overraft, 

Rcc^'.oning n.-of, weatheicock, and all. 

Which came with a piodlgious fall ; 

And, tumbling toply-turvv round, 

-Light with its Ijotrom on the ground. 

For, by tire laws of gravitation, 
it fell into ita proper flation. 

This is the little llruaing pile 
You fee juft by the thurch-yard ftilc ; 

The walls in tumbliug gave a knock, 

And thus thiC ftecple got a (hock ; 

From whence the neigltbouring farmer calls 
The (letple, Knock; the vicar, f Walls. 

The vicar once a week creeps in, 

Sits with his knee up to his chin ; 

Here conns h.is notes and rakes a whet, 

Till the fmall ragged ilock is met. 

A traveller, who by did pals, 

Obferv’tl the roof behind the i^r.ds ; 
pii tip-toc ftood, and rear’d his Ihout, 

And faw the parJbn creeping out ; 

Was much fm pris’d to lee a crow 
Venture to build his neft fo law. 

A l*chool-boy ran unto 'i, and thought 
The crib was down, the blackbird caught. 

A tid'd, who loft his w'ay by night. 

Was forc'd fer fafetv abght ; 

^And, ftepping o'er the fabric ntof, 
ills hoHc had like to f'poil his hoof. 

Ws^-mrton j. took it in his noddle, 

This bXiJding was ikftgn’d a model 
Or^of a ptH^etju-houfe or oven, 

To bake one ^id keep one dove iru 
Then Mrs. Johnfon § gave* her verdi^f,^ 

And cvciy one w'as plc.rtt’d that heard it: 

All that yon make this fliV ab»-:’.t, 
is but a flili which wants a f^nit. 

The reverend Dr. || Raymond guefs'd, 

More probably than all the refl ; 

He laid, Wut that it wanted room. 

It mig.it have been a pigirty’s tomb. 

The doflor’s family came by, 

And little mifs began to cry ; 


Give me that houfc in my own hand I 
Fhen madam bade the clurior itand; 

Call'd to the clerk, in maimer mild, 

Pray, reach that thing lierc to the child: 
riiat thing, 1 mean, amo \g the kale ; 

And here's to buy a pot of ale. 

The clerk ftiid to her, in a heat. 

What ! fell iny inafter*;, country- feat, 
vVhcrc he comes every week from town ! 
lie would not fell it for a crown. 

Po'i • fellow', keep not fuch a pother; 

In half an hour thou’lt lUiikc another. 

Says Nancy fl’, 1 can mike for mils 
A finer houle ten times than this ; 

The deauwiil give me w’illow-fticks. 

And Joe my apron full of b.icks. 

§ 26 . 'j h’ Fah/e of M/i/us, 171 1 , 
IZIDAS, we are in ftory told. 

Turn’d c\cry thing kq touch’d to gold: 
He chipjj’d his bread ; the pieces round 
Glitter’d like Ipangles on the ground : 

A codling, ere it went his lip 111 , 

Would ftraighr become a yolden-pippin: 

He call'd for drink ; you faw him fup 
Potable gold in goldm cup: 

His empty paunch that he might fill, 

He fuck’d his vidUials through a quill; 
Untouch’d it pals’d between lus grinders, 

Or ’t had been h ippy for goId-findcrs : 

He cock’d hib hat, you would have fliid 
Mambiuufs helm adorn’d h)\ head : 

Whene'er he chanc’d his lianL to lay 
On maga7ines of corn or hay, 

Gold ready coin’d appear’d, in Head 
v^f paltry provender and {>rc id ; 

Hence by wife farmers we arc told, 

Old iiay is equal ro old g.;Id ; 

And hence a ci itic deep'in:iintain», 

We leain’d to weigh our gold by grains^ 

This fool hail got a lucky hit. 

And people f neied he had wit : 

Two gods their Ikill in mufic tried^ 

And both chofe Mi las to. decide ; 

He againft Pha*bub’ h irp tlecrced,, 

A%dgave it lor. Pan's o..ten reed: 

'Tpe god of wit, to llvew his grudge,, 
ylapt alfes cars upo 1 ilie judge ; 

A goodly pair, erti^ and w'iilc. 

Which . e could neither gild nor hide.. 

And now the virtue of his hands 
Was loft among Pa6lo!j3s’ famU, 

Againft whofe torrent while he fwims,^ 

The golden feurf peels off hU limbs : 

Fame fpreads th.e news, and people tra\ et 
From far to gather golden gravel ; 

Midas, expos’d tu all their jeers, 
iud toft his art., air^kcpt his cais. 

T is tale inclines the gentk reader 
To think upon a v«rt:yn leader; 

To whom from Midas down defeends. 

That virtue in the fingers’ ends. 


* Mt* Ktaumont of Trim, 
i Dr. Swift’s curate at Mraego. 


+ Archdeacon Wall, a correfpondent of Swift;s. 

^ Stella. Miniflcr of Trim. 1 The wjMtingvvi«m«n. 
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V/lTit clft* by pcrquifitc'*; nre rnennt, 

Bv pcMifions, briivs., and tboc per cent. 

By pL.cc', anti c-anirmirioiib I'oid, 

Anil turning cUing'^itr.lf to gold ? 

By Itarvii'g m th»: mi. 111 ot itorc, 

A-t t’other Mithi'. tlit! '. ef Te ' 

No.iu e’er ilitl na/tieiii ^/l■las choofc 
Sruhjtcl or |\'.tion of In'; mule, 

Bur iour.d li'ni tl'.us ihcir merit lean, 

'I hat Plicc bub mull g'vc place to Pan; 

He v,’hie> r.rt the praile, 

"Nor will exchange Ins plninfi for bays : 

To Pan alenc i ich inilen’ r-ill ; 

And tlicr^.’^ the jelr, fir Pan i^ all. 

]icf*e K-iglilh V i's will he to ietl< ; 

Ho\v..\r, tU cil! one i\i the Cheek. 

Bd'dc-', ir pl.n.dv now appears 
Onr Mul.is !. o l.aili alle*. e:ns; 

AV:. ere cvev fool h\^ nmuth applies, 

And \ hifpers in a ihiAil ■ id Ivis ; 

Su.h 'ncis lielnl'ier.s ci uld iiot pafs 
'l iio.i’gli . M'v cal', l i't or 'll ats. 

lint ../)1 1 dehles w’rh i'u’t;vKiir touch ; 

Theo na-r d-p, tou^ h:n(L To nivich : 

All'! le’"ok;r pi. - ii i'or the ciule 
Oi IhiiiMi '' ‘idn->' h’rw *' .\i > : 

Whuli wk’L th., lee -re .r .e to r...-.ur, 

Tl. V '’ahiM a'. ’.'V tl V el'i. in -ow h*. 

Wl'.ile he hif. i;i>n- it K'l. ‘ 'pphed 
To 'wim ap^iind thr; | '■■p l.'i: ' , 

The go'i'cn h Kill l.ee. ()■ ; 

pfv r ‘ »eH a peimni;, r' 1 1 • phti.e : 

The Jrr.TT.i ill.: .h^s 

Ci'-'i niiiih-'n?, I < , .Aifl hrl''''s. 

Ik then ^w.-.li t llr.k in »he hr-itCTi ; 

• P'iue*. ec’od rn:!'" t'o rh" r\.\i I'We caueht *crn • 
And AhJ Sw now n >! . n <l h n. !,, 

Wdtil alfes e 11 <»■ ’ dlrv iiai'. 1 . 


§ 17 . Jhrort , J>‘ V T. j '/. \ 1J. /uU cjpd to 
ibt' jVr! '■/ ()>:('» f/. 1713 - 

TTARl.E'i , »'n .n.i'or’s gre.-r fnpporr, 

Uetin Mt”g jinn,. ' :ediy fVopi eouitj 
(Hi:o ir.mcl w ,rh ivjoIa' cares poif. IV 
All Kuiope’b bulhuik in la's biealt), 

ObiervM a parlon re. r W'hirchall 
Cht ariitiirij; old autl’.ors oa a IVall, 

The prieft was pretty well in cal'c, 

And Ihew’d ibiiie* humour in his face; 

Look'd with an cafy carelels niien, 
j\ Lcrfe.d't Prano'or to the fpleen ; 

OF fi/e that rr.iglit a pulpit lilJ, 

But more inclining to lit liiil. 

My Lord (who, if a man may fny^t, 
l.ovcs niifcl lief letter than his meat) 

AVas now difpos’d to crack a jtft ; 

And bid fiicnd Lewis • go in quell 
(This Lewis is a cunning lhaver, 

And very much in Ilarlevks favour) 

In queft who might tlds parfon be, 

What was his name, of what degree ; 

IfpoUible, to learn his I’tory, 

And whether he were Whig or Tory, 


EXTRACTS, Book V, 

1 Lewis his patron's humour knows. 

Away upon his errand goes, 

And quickly did the matter fife ; 
lunind out that it wais Doctor Swdft ; 

A clergyman of fpecial note 

For Ihimning ihiil'e of liis own coat ; 

Which made* hii> bretliren of the gown 
Take care betimes to run him down : 

No hbertine, nor o\ er-nic^,,i. 

Addii^ltd to no fort cf v icc, 

W'ciit w'hcrc he ple.is'd, faid what he thought 5 
Not rich, hut ow’d no man a groat; 

Tn ftatc opinions 

He hared Wharton like a tonl; 

Had givinthe hi-iion in.my a w’ound, 

And IiIkIiM dll t'l.c junto rnii'ul ; 

Kept company w-iih men of w'lt, 

Who nfcin father'd wh it l.t writ : 

His w'orks were liawL'd in every ftrcct, 

Hut fcldoin roie al;o\e a lluvt : 

Of late indeed the p ipLT-li.iin]> 

Did very mucli Ins g- nil's cramp : 

And, lince he coulil .lor fpeiid Ills fire. 

He now i iundiJ to leiiie. 

S.nd ilarl'.y, I dciire to know 
** I’Vorn hi > own mo,Ah ifthi^ he fo; 

‘‘ Stop to tile l^VMor Iti. light, and l'a\ , 

‘‘ I’d have him dine wiili inj to-dnv.’* 

:>wik iee.n’d to wombjr wdi it he meant, 

Vor would In'hevc my Lord had lent; 

So n*. r I odai’d once 10 ilir ; 

But col !h lind, “ Ycair llrvant, Sir’’* 

** D :es he ufui’e me?” Hailey ciud. 

“ lie doj*., w ith inlulcnce and pvulj.” 

So'.-nc* r.w da\ A after, Harley I'pies 
The Do;‘b)i* fdlien’il hy the eyes 
At Ciairip.j^-crofk dinong tlic rout, 

W'liere painted munlU rs arc hiii'g out: 

11c pull’d tbf llrinir, and flopp’d his coacS'ty 
Ikckoiiing tile* DoiMor to approach. 

Swift, who could neiiher liy nor l^dc, 

•Var.ic l'n..aki?vg t<; the chariot- fnli:. 

And oiier’d many a lame cxcufc : 

He never meant rite lealt ahull’ — 
j •* Aly f.oid — the honour you defign’d — 
KxtiLinely proud — Imt I had din’d-— 

\ *' I’m fuiv I nc\erfliould neglcft — 

“ No nun alive hrr. irairc iclpc£t.’’ 

“ Well, 1 iball think o!' il.it no more, jv 
“ if you’ll be furc 10 come* at four.” 

Tile- D.'£tor now obeys the luiyr'*^^^s, 

T^ike>» both his compain and commons ; 
Dil'plays liis talent, fits till ten: 

Nixt day invited, comcfl* again ; 

Soon grows domeltji, fjldom fails 
Eitlicr at morning or at meals : 

Came eawy, and departed late ; 

In lliort, the gudgeon took the bait, • 

My Lord would carry oh the jeft, 

And dtAvn to Windier takes his gueft. 

Swift much admires the place and air, 

And longs to be a canon there ; ’ 

In fummer round the paik. to ride, 

In winter never to refidc. 


* Erafo^us Lewisj Ef^. the treafurer'i fecrctary* 


A cank^ I 
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A canon * th'it’s n place too mean ; 

No, Do^ior, you ih.ill l:c a IX'an ; 

Two (I )zcti canons roiiiul your iVall, 
And you the tyrant o’er llicui all : 

'Y^n need but crols the: Jiifh i'cas, 

-xTo live in plenty, p'Jv^■’r, and cale. 

Voor Swift dep.iru ; and, ubat is \\orrc, 
\Vith borrow’d lUMiey in his pui'fe; 
Travels atjcaftjm bundled Ica^i^ucs, 

An cPftj He rs nu hi fie i fatij^ues. 

Suppofe him now a Dean complete, 
Demurely lolling- in bis Icjt ; 

The filvtr verge, with dett iit pride, 

. Stuck iinderncatli his culhion-lide ; 


Suppofe him gone throagh all vexations, 
Patents, inihdnicnts, nb'giraTiuns, 

Firll-fiuirs and tent'is, and chaprer-t rents ; 
Dues, payment.,, tees, dcmniids, and clieats— 
(l^hc wicked I'lity’s contriving 
To hin'^’er clergymen from thriving). 

Now idl the Doctor' inoncv’s fpent, 

JIij tenants wrong him in his rent; 

The ffirnurb, fpuefully combin'd, 

Force him to tnlic: liis tytiies in kind: 

And Pnrvifol ' difcounts arre-jrs 
By bills for taxes and repairs. 

Poor Swift, with all liis loiTes vex’d, 

Not knowing v»li»‘n’ to rum him next. 

Above a thoufand i-oiinds in debt, 

'"r.ikcs lioifc, and in a mighty fret 
Rules day and night at {uch a rate, 

He foon anises at JlarKy’s gate ; 

But was fo dmy, pale, and thin, 

Old Read t would h tidl) let him in. 

Said Harley, << Welcome, Reverend Dean ! 
“ hat makes your worlhip look fo lean ? 

“ Why, furc you won't appear in town 
“ Tn tliat old wig and rufty gown ? 

I doubt your heart is feton jielf 
“ So much that you neglect \ourfelf. 

“ What ’ I fuppofe now ftocks are high. 
You’ve feme good purcliafe in your eye ? 

(3r is your money out at iifj 
“ Truce, good my Lord, 1 beg a tiucc,” 
The Do^dor in a paflion cried, 

“ Your raillery is mifappliul ; 

F.xperience I have deaily bought; 

You know T am not worth a groat: 

Hjut you rcfolv’d to have your jelt, 
AiJ^twas a folly to conteft. 

ThenSfiuce you now have done your worfr, 
Pray Icav^ine where you found me hrft.** 


§ lU. Ho)art:^BQok\\, Sat. VI. 
1*VE often wiih’d that I had clear. 

For life, fix hundred podwds a-ycar, 

A handfottie houfeto lodge a friend, 

A river at m.y garden’s end, 

A tcrrate-walk, and half a rood 
Of land fet out to plant a wood. 

Well, now I have all this and more, 

I a(k not to increafe my (lore ; 

• But here a grievance feems to lie, 

^ All this is mine but till I die ; 


j ‘ T can’t bur ihinl: 'uvould found more clever, 
j ‘ To me :i:id to my lu irs for ever, 

I * If 1 ne’er got oi loft a groit, 

‘ By any nick, or anv fauli ; 

‘ And if 1 pr.iy by rcaii ii's rule*-, 

‘ And pot like forty fubei fcijls ; 

; * As tl-us, “ \'ir.ie)i! ife, () graiio'us ^Jaktr ! 

, 'Fo grant me tins uui i’o'-Ik r ace : 

;*• Or, if it be thy will and plea<’urc, 

I3ire<ft mv pi )Ugh to I'md a ircafurc'*' 
i* H-vUonlv Vv'hat my Ibituiu fits, 

‘‘ Aiid 10 he k'jgt m rr-y n-'ht wi:*;, 
i ‘ Preferve, Almighty Pi ov, deuce' 

‘ Juft wih.it you gave me, competciiee ; 

‘ And let me in tliLl’e llu.leo ci.m;><j''e 
‘ Sonetliing in verfe as true j'r.de ; 

‘ RtmtA'hi fiom all ih’ .imliiciou-, eiic, 

‘ Noi }-iiir'.! I'v piide, nor funk bv fpKen.* 

Jn flifut. I'm pcif . 1!; coutenr, 

! Let i.iv li'ur 1; .e on tins fide Trent; •* 
j N.'.r ciof rue tl.ami,..! fA ice a vi \r, 

To fpend lix. nuintlLs wuh ftaieimen here. 

I mule I'-y dl nicc.CA lome to UAvn, 

‘Tis f(M tlij fervicc of Lhe erov»n. 
j“ f.ewis, rb-' Dein will 'oc cd' u!'*; 

I “ Send tor liim up, tcfi c no cxrufe.’* 
j Tilt* toil, rb.o damg-r id the ftas — 
j Gre.it muiificrs lu’er think of rlidc ; 

I Or let It C'‘il live lurnirvid pound, 

I No raaitPi* Vihtre thj moiicy’s found ; 

• It IS but lo much mme in debt, 

I And that r’nty ne’er tonfi-kr'd yet. 

I “ Cioou Mr. Dan, go thang'c )our gow'n ; 

I “ t my Lord kiKAv you ’re come to tQwn,'* 
[ hunv ;uu in b,'Ue away, 

Nor iliinking It is levec-clay ; 

And lind his honour in a poiiiul, 

Ilenim’d by a triple circle lound, 

C'hcnuer'd with ribbons blue and l^ccii ; 

How Ihould J thru ft myLlf be’ 

Some wag obfeives me thus perpLx’d, 

And. fuiiling. whil'peis ro the ii'-xt : 

“ 1 rhi.-ught the Dean had been too proud 
“ To jultle li-re among a crowd'” 

Another, in a fuily fcv, 

I Tt^lls me I have mo»-e -.xril than wit : 

L/‘ So cigerfo e \our love, 

Yh)U ne’er conli.ler v uom yo-j (liovc, 

•j “ But rudely prefs lie fore a duke.” 

I ow'ii I’m pleaN'l with this rebuke. 

And tike it kindly meant, to fhew 
What I defirc tliC world (boubJ know. 

I get a whi(j>er, 'ind witlidriw'; 

When twenty fools I never f:iw 
Come w'ith petitions faiilv p.cnn’d. 

Defiring J would ftand their frieiuL 
This humbly ofters me his cafe ; 

That be^.s my iiuereft for a place ;• ^ ' 

A hundred ^her men's atTairs, 

Like bees, arc humming in my cars. 
To-morrow my appeal comes on ; 

“ Without your help, the caufe is gone.** 

The duke c>cpc€ls mv Lord and you, 

About fomc great affair, at two. 


* Th« Dean’s agenti a Frenchman. 


+ The L«ri Trcafurcr's porter.* 
t 4 


** Put; 
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• Put my lord Bolingbrokc in mind 
“ 3 o ptt my warrant quickly fign'd : 

“ Conlujcr, ’tis my ft' It requtft/’ 

Be fatislied, I’Jl do my beft. 

Then preftnily he falls to ttaze : 

** \i<u may for certain, if }ou pleafe ; 

1 douu*^ not, \t hU lordlhi}! knew— 

“ And, Mr. Dunn, one word from you-rr” 

’Tis (let me fee) three ycaib and more 
( 06 tobtT next it will be four) 
hince Harley bid me in It attend. 

And chofc me foi an humble fiicnd; 

Would take me in hU coach to chat, 

And quefliou me of this and that ; 

Ab,“ What *s o’clock rV and,* How’s the wind >** 
** W’hofc chariot's that we left behind ?” 

Or gravely tiy to read the hues. 

Writ underneath the country fignsi 
Or, “ Have you nothing n*.\v to-day 
From Pope, from Parnell, or fiom Gay ?’* 
Such tattle often vn(crtains 
My lord and me as far as Staines, 

As once a v/cek we travel down 
To Wi'idfor, aijd egain to town, 

Wl.cre ail that paiA;s iuf^r kos 
Might be proclaim'd at Charing-crois. 

Yet fomc I know with envy fwell, 

Becaufe t^cy fee me us’d lb well. 

<* How think you of our fiicnd t!>e Dean ^ 

T wonder what foinc people mean ' 

“ My loid and he arc grown fo gicat, 

Always togcti^cr, .* 

** What ! they admire him for his jnkca? 

« See but the fortune of Ibine folks 1’* 

There flics alv.ut a ftrarirc report 
Of feme exprefs arriv’d at court; 

I’m flopp’d by all the fcoU I meet, 

And catechis'd in cv’ry ftrect. 

You, Mr. Dean, ficqutnt tlv: great} 

•* Inform us, will the Emperor treat ^ 

** Or do the piints and papers Lye 
Faith, Sir, you know as much a\ I. 

Ah, Doctor, how \ru Love to jeft !' 

*Tis now no Iccrtt.” — I proteft 
’Tis one to me.—** Then tell us, pray, 

“ When arc the troops to have their pay ?” 

And, though I folemnly declare 
1 knosv no more than my lord mayor, 

They flar.d amaz'd, and think me grown 
The clofcft mortal ever knrjwn. 

Thus, in a fea of f dly toft, 

'My ch<».ccft hours of lilv 
Yet always wiJhing to retreat, 

O could I fee iny cnuntiy-feat ! 

There, leaning nt.:r a gentle brook. 

Sleep, or p rufe fome ancient book ; 

And there in fw'cct oblivion drown 
Thofc cares tr at haunt f -c cour; and tOAvn, 




A batter'd, (batter'd afli bedftead ; 

A box of deal, without a lid } 

A pair of tongs, but out of joint ; 

A Dack-fword poker, without point ; 

A por that’s crack ’d acrofs, around 
With an old knotted garter bound } 

An iron lock, without a key j 
A wig, w ith hanging quite grown grey; 

A curtain worn to half a ftripc ; 

A pair of bellows, withouj^w^-^ , ' 

A dilh whi^h might good mca afford once ; 
An Ovid, and an old Concoi dai.ce } 

A bottle-bottom, wooden platter, 

One is for meal, and one for water : 

There likcwifc is a copper (killct, 

Which runs as fad out ns you fill it ; 

A candlfftick, fnuff-dilh, and fnve-all : 

And thus his houfehcld goods \ou have all. 
Thefe to your Lord (hip, as a friend, 

Till you have built, 1 freely lend : 

They’ll ferve your Lordlhip for a fliift; 
Why not, as well as Do£Lor Sv ift ? 


§ zq. A Tiue I'ailhfut Inverftoty of the 
Goods htkn^tn^ to Dr. AW//, Fiear of Lara- 
r ' ; Irndir.^ his Ilotje !o tint Bijbop of 
Meath, till bis Paiace was rehuilu 

A > : rtke 1, broken elbow-chair; 

A caud’e-enp without r* car; ' 

* A (avein in DuMin, where Demar kept his office. 


§ 30. An Elegv on the Death of Dentar the, 
Ufurer, ivbo died the of July 1720. 

I^NOW all men, hy thefe prefents. Death t!:c 
tamer 

By mortgage hath fecur'd the corpTe of Demar j 
bfcr can four hundred th^ufand fterlim>; pound 
Redeem him from his pnlbii under ground. 

His heirs might well, of all his wealth poffefs’d, 
Beftow to bury him one iron cheft. 

Plutus the god of wealth will joy to know 
His faitliful Ifcward’s in the (harics below. 

He walk’d the ftrects, and wore a threadbare cloak ; 
He din’d and flipp’d at charge of other folk ; 

And by his looks, h.’^d he held out his palms, 

He might be thought an obje6V fit for alms. 

So, to the poor if lit refus’d his pelf. 

He us’d them full us kindly as himfelf. 

Where’er he went, he never faw his betters ; 
Lords, knights, and fquires, were all his humble, 
debtors ; 

And under hand and fcal tliq Irifl> nation 
Were forc’d to own to him ti.eii: obligation. 

He that could once have I al fa kingdom bought,^ 
Til half a minute is not \ybrth a groat. 

I His coffers from t.ie coffin could not lave, 
rNor hH his intcreft keep him from the grave. • 

A golden monument could nut be right, y 
Bc’caufe we wifli the earth upon him , 

O London tavern ‘ thou haft Iq^L^a friend. 
Though in ihysValU he ne'er did farthing fpend : 
He touch’d the pence, svlii not hers touch’d the pot ; 
The hand that iign’d the mortgage paid the mot^ 
Old as he was, no^-rulgar known difeafe 
On him could ever boaft a powV tofeize ; 

** t But, as he weigh'd his gQlfl> grim Death 
“ in rpite • 

Caft in his dart, which made thjrce moidorc^ 

•* And, as be faw his darling money fail, 

“ Blew his laft breath t6 firk the lighter fcalc.”- 
»Jc who fo long was current, ’twould be ftrango 
If he (hculd now be cried down fince his^ changes 


f Thefe four lines were written hy Stc4la. 

TV. 
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The fexton diall green fods on thee be (low i 
Aids, the fexton is tby banker now ! 

A difmal banker muft that banker be. 

Who gives no bills but of moitaliry. 


§ 31 . Epital>f\ on a Mi fir ^ 
^ENEATIi this verdant hillock lies 
Demar, the wealthy and the wife. 

fafely roll, 

Have put his carrafe'hf’a cheft j 
The very c.icft in wnich, iluy fay, 

His other fclf, his money, lay. 

And, ^f his heirs continue kind 
‘To that dear felf he left behind, 

I dare believe that <'our in five 
M^ill think his better half alive. 


§ 32 , To Mr'. Houghton of Bormot/nt, u/>on 
prai/iiig her Hujband to Dr. S^wijt. 

VOU always arc making a God of your fpoufe; 
■■■ But this ne thcr reafon nor confcience allows : 
Perhaps you will fay, ’ris in gratitude due, 

And you adore him iccaufe he adores you. 

Your argument’s weak, and fo you will ftnd; 
For you, by this rule, mnft adore all mankind. 


§ 33 . Dr. D/la*jys Eilia. 
^^OULD you that DvUilie I dcfcribe } 
Believe me. Sir, 1 will not jibe ; 

For who would be fatirical 


Upon a thing fo very frnall ^ 

You Icarce upon the borders enter, 

Before you’re at the ycry centre. 

A finglc crow can make it night, 

W'hen o’er your farm (he takes her flight : 

Yet, in this' narrow compals, we 
Obferve a vaft variety ; 

.Both walks, walls, meadows, and parterres. 
Window's and doors, and rooms and flairs, 

And hills and dales, and woods and fields, 

And hay, and grafs, and com, it vields j 
All to y«jur haggard brought fo cheap in. 
Without the mowinij or the reaping : 

A razor, though to lay’t I’m loth, 

Would fliave you and your meadows both. 
Though fmall's the farm, yet here’s a houfc 
' 7 ull large to entertain a moufe j 
]Su?S;hcre a rbjt is dreaded more 
‘I'han S^j^ige Caledonian boar j 
F*r, if it6*i^r’d by a rat. 

There is no room 10 brio^-a cat, 

A little rivulcf^’ccms to fteal 
’Pown through a thing you call a vale, 

Hike tears a^own a wrinkled cheek', 

Uike rain along a blade of ; 

And this von chIJ your fwcet meanderi^ 

Which might be fuck’d up by a gander, 

Co.^ld he but force his nether bill 
To (coop the channel of the rill. 

For furc you’d make a mighty clutter. 

Were it as big as city-gutter. 

Next come 1 tio your kitchen-garden, 

'Where one poor moufc would fare but Uaj 4 » j 


And round this garden is a walk, 

No longjr than a tnylor’s chalk ; 

Thus I compare what fpjjce is in it, 

A fnail creeps round it irt a minute. 

One lettuce makes a lliift to fl|Ucc7c 
Up through a tnft you call your trees r 
And, orxe a year, a finglc rofe 
Peeps from the bud, but never blows j 
In vain then you expert its bloom I 
It cannot blow for w'ant of room. 

In fhort, in all your boafled feat, 
There’s nothing but yourftlf that’s ^'eat., 


§ 34. Metiy the Coqk-MattT 5 Letter to Dr. 

Sboidun. 1723 . 

T^ELL, if ever I faw' fucJi another man flnee 
’ ^ my mother bound my head ^ 

You a gcBtlcman » many come up! I wonder 
where you were bred. f cloth; 

I’m furc fuch wci ds do not become a man of your 
I would not give fuch language to a dog, faith and 
troth, (ridan ! 'tis a IKamc 

Yes, you call'd my matter a ki a\e : fie, Mr. She- 
For a parfon, who fliould know better things, to 
come out with fuch a niime. 

Knave in your teeth, Mr. Sheridan ! ’tis beth a 
(hamc and a (in ; [you and all your kin: 
And the Dean, my matter, is anhonetterman than. 
He has more goodnefs in his little finger than you 
have in your whole body : 

My ipaftcr is a pcrfonable man, and not a fpindic- 
Ihank’d hoddy-doddy. [cxcufe. 

And now, w hen by 1 find you would fain make an 
Becaufc my matter one day, in anger, call’d you 
goofe j 

Which, and I am furc I have been his fervant four 
years fince O^biber, 

And he never call'd me worfc than fw-ect- heart, 
drunk or fober : [10 my knowleug?. 

Not that I know his reverence was ever c<'ncei n'(! 
Though you and yourcomc-rogucs keep him out 
fo late in your college. [eat grafs ! 

You fay you will eat grafs on his grave : a chriliian 
Whereby you now eonfefs yourfeJf to be a g^iofc 
or an afs : [die before ye; 

B^at that’s as much ar. to fay, that my matter fhould 
'Veil, well, that’s God pleafes ; and I don't 
believe that’s a muec ttory : 

And fo fay I told you £bx and you may go tell iny 
matter, what care V? [Mary. 

And I don’t care who knows it; 'tis all one to 
Every body knows that I love ic tcH truth, anti’ 
fhamc the dev'H [ibould be civil. 

I am but a poor fervant, but T think gentlefolks 
Befidcs, yoi^ found fault with our victuals one day 
that you was here ; [ytar; 

I remember it was on a Tuefday, of all days in the 
And Saunders Uicipan fays you are always jetting 
and ' uMing : [ttcr’s ftocking), 

Mary, faid he ( >nc day .u I was mending mv ma- 
My matter is lb fond of t'.iat miniftcr that keeps 
the fchool— 

I thought n^v matter a wife man, but that man 
in„k€s him a fool. 

Saunders,. 
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Saunders, faid I, T would rather than a quart of ale 
lie would come into our kitchen, and I would pin 
a dilhclont to his tail. 

And now I mutl go, and get Saunders to dircQ 
this letter ; [Ihc writes better. 

Tori write but a fad fcra\vl,but my fitter Marger 
Well, but T mutt nm and make thct>ed, before my 
matter comes from pray'rs : 

And fee now, it ttrikes ten, and I hear him coming 
up flairs ; [write written Iiaiul : 

Whereof I couM fay more toyoui*ycrfcs,if J could 
And fo I remain, in a ci\il way, your fervant to 
comman d. MARY. 


How is the greatett monarch blctt, 

When in my gawdy Uv’ry dreft ! 

No haughty nymph has }>ow’r to nm 
From me, or my embraces lh\in. 

Stabb'd to the heart, condemn’d to flame, 
Mv conttanev is ttill th-c fame. 

Tlic favourite melfenger of Jove, 

And Lemnian God, confulting ftroTC 

To make me glorious to the ttyKr 

Of niorrals, and the gods'ffcTight. 

Soon would their altar 3 flame expire. 

If 1 refus'd to lend them fire. 


§ 3<. Klful'rs^ /-v Dofio)' Sivtjt and h'is Frif/idsy 
•ICY litcn til or about ibt Irar 1724. 

On a Vyk. 

tN youth exalted hig'n in cir. 

Or bathing in the waters fair, 

Nature to form me took dehglit. 

And clad mv body all in white, 
iVIy perfon tall, and flender waitt. 

On either fide with fringes grac’d ; 

Till me that tyrant man cfpicd. 

And drasgM me from my motltcr’s fide : 

Nn wonder now F look fo tl .m ; 

Tlic tyrant ftript me to tlic ik.in : 

My tt-in he flay’d, tny hair he cropt ^ 

At head and foot my body lopt ; 

And then, ^virh heart iv,t/rc hard than ttonc. 

He pick’d my marrow from the bone. 

To vex me more, lie toed; a freak 
To flit my tongue, and mal'.c me fpeak : 

Hut, that which wonclcrrui aj>pcars, 

1 fj»eak to eyes, and not to eai s. 

He oft employs me in dilrniife, 

And tnakes me tell a thoufaiid lies : 

To me he chiefly gives in tin ft 
To p]e^I^e his ririlice or his loft ; 

From me iv) fvcrtt he can hide, 

J fee hi 4 v'lniiv a:ul pride : 

And niv dklig'i’.t is to txpofc 
His follies to his grearclt fwcs. 

AH himJu.^gwS f can comrn.vid. 

Yet not a uoid f underiiaMU. * 

Wilhonr my aid, the belt dl\irie 
In learning wouid not-'koow a 
The lawyer mutt forger hK> pleading ; 

The icholar could nor Ihe-w hi^ rea'hng. 

Kay, man, my matter is my flavc ; 

I gi\e command to kill or five. ; 

Can grant ten rhoufaiid ijounds a year, 

And make a l-cggar’^ brat a peer. 

liur, while I thus my life reLre, / 

F only haftiuO r.n rny fate. 

My tongue is black, myunouth is furr'd, 

J iiardly nc»w c.tn force a \v()i\*. 

J die iinpiti«.d and forgf»f. 

And on ibmc dnngliili left to rot. 


Oil GohL 

LL-RULING tyrant of the caitli, 
^ To vileft fla'.cs f iny biah. 


Ou a Corkfryt'w, 

^HOUGH T, akis ’ a jn-ifoiicr be. 

My tfrade is, prifoncr.s to fet free. 

No flave Ins lord’s commands obeys 
With fueh infiniiating ways. 

My genius pitreini-, fnaip, and bright, 
Wherein tin: men of wit delight. 

The clergy keep me for their cafe, 

And turn and wdnd me as they pleafe. 

A new and w-ondrous art F fliew 
Of raifing fpirits from below 5 
In fcarlet feme, and fome in white : 

They rife, walk round. \ ir never fright. 

In at each mouth the fpirits pals, 

Diftin 6 lly feen as througli a glafs ; 

O'er head and body make .1 tout. 

And drive at hilf all fccrcts out : 

Ai^d ttill, the more I Ihew my 
The more they open cv’iy hcL t. 

A greater chemift i.f iv than 1, 

Wlio from materials h .* and dry 
Ha\c taugiit men to C!ura£l with (kill 
More preci«)Ub juice than from a ttill. 

Although I’m often out of eafe, 

I’m not allicjni’j to flicw my fate. 

Though at the tH.hle^ of the great 
J near "lie fidc>l)oard take my fear ; 

Yet plain Tquire, \dien dinner’s d^Tic, 

Is , ever pleas’d liJl F make one : 
lie kindly bids me neir him ftand; 

And often takes me by the hand. 

i t'vice a day n hunting go 5 
Nf»r ever fail to fei/c my foe ; 

And, when 1 ha\e him by the pole, 

F drag him upwards from his h«ik* ; ^ 

Though fojne are of fo ftuhhorn kind, ‘ 
I’m forc’d to leave a limb hehind.^-^^ 

I hourly w'ait fomt fatal end ; 

For 1 can break, but fcorn to bend. 


Gtii a Circle., 

T’M up and dotvn, and round about, 
ya.r all the world can’t line! me out. 
Though hundreds have employ’d their Lilliie, 
Thev never yet could find my mcafurc. 

F’m found almott: in cv*ry garden, 

Nay in the compafs of a farthing. 

There’s neither chariot, coach, nor mill, 

Can move an incli, except I will. 
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0/t Ink, 

I AM jet-black, as you may fee, 

The Ion of pitcii, and gloomy night t 
Tet all that know me will ggice, 

S’m dead except I live it. light, 
hpmetimes in panegyiic high, 

' Like lofy Ihiidar, I can I'oar; 

Aidraife a virgin to the Iky, 

o' l^ whore. 

My blood this day is very fwcet, 
To-jnorrow of a hitler juice ; 

Like milk, ’tis cried about the ftrect, 

. And In applied lo dilFcrcnt ufc. 

Mod wondrous is my magic pow’r i 
For with one colour I can paint; 

Til make the devil a faint thia hour, 

ISext make a devil of d faint. 

Through didant regions J can fly, 

Provide me hut wiili paper wings i 
And fairly lliew a reafon why 

'Flicrc Ihould be cpuirrels among kings. 
And, after all, you’ll think it odd, 

When learned doi^iors will difputc. 
That I Ihould point the word of God, 
And fliew wliere they can bed confute. 
Let lawyers bawl and drain their throats: 

'Tis I that mud the lands convey, 

Aral drip the clients to flie.r coats ; 

Nay, give their very Ibuls aw.iy. 


CM the V'rvi Saifrs, 
A LT> of us in one you’ll fiiicl, 
Hrahrcn (jf a wondrous kind ; 
\ct among ns all no brotlicr 
’liCnows one tittle of the other, 

‘\Vl in frecpient councils are, 

•And our marks of things declare. 
Where, to us unknown, a clerk 
Sits, and takes them in the dark. 
Me’s ihv regider of all 
Jn our ken, ht'th great and fmall ; 
Py UK forms' his laws and rules; 


He’s our iiiader, wc his tools; 

• Vet we can with great ed eafe 
Turn and wund him wdicrc wc pleafe, 
I ^ne of ns alone can deep, 

-'o watch the reft will keep ; 

But th^ijponicnt that he clofcs, 

JjJy’ry bro?t^n^elfc repofes. 

It' wine’s bought, or vi<5luals dreft. 
One enjoys them* for the red. 

Pierce us all with yvounding ftcel, 
One for all of us will feel. 

Though ten thoufand canJlons roar, 
Add to tlicm tep thoufand mor^;, 

Yet but one of u? is found 
Who regards the dreadful found. 

Do what is not fit to tell. 

There’s but one of us can fmell. 




Off au Echo* 

EVER fleepipg, dill awake, 
Picaiiiig mod wiicn mod 1 (peak : 


The delight of old and young, 

Thougli 1 fpeak without a torguc. 
Nought but one tbiiig cdn couf )Und me. 
Many voices joinii’g round me ; 

'Fheii 1 fret, and r.i\e, and gabble 
Like the labourers of Cabel. 

Now 1 am a dog c^r cow, 

1 can bark, or 1 can low ; 

I can bleat, or I can fnig 
Like the v.arbleis of t..c fpring. 

Let the love-lit k bard complain. 

And I ir.ourn the cruel pain ; 

J-.ct the happy Twain rejoice, 

And 1 join my helping voice; 

Loth arc welcome, g> lef or joy, 
f with either fpoit and toy. 

Though a lady, J am dour. 

Drums and rnimpess bung me out; 
Then 1 clalh, and ro.it, and rattic, 

Join in all i)ie din of Ijartlc. 

Jove, with all his louded thunder, 
When I’m vex’d, can’t keep me under j 
V(t fo t'Ridcr is my ear, 

That the lowcfr voiee 1 fear. 

Much [ dread the coiirtici’s kite,. 

WHicn his merit’s out c-f date ; % 
for 1 hate a filent bienili, 

And a whifpcr is my death. 


Off a Sk'jthzv in a Ghtfs, 

fometliing form’d, I nothi.ig am, 
Yet cv’ry thing that y^'U can name; 
In no place have I ever been, 

Yet ev’rv wdicre I may be fetn ; 

In all things falfc, yet alw.iys true, 

I'm dill tl e fame — l)Ut ever new'. 
Lifelcls, life’s \u,Tfcdl from I wear, 

Can Ihcw' a no'c, eye, tongue, or ear. 
Yet neither fnicll, fee, tade, or heir. 

All lliapes and features I can Loill, 

No flcfii, no bvmcs, no bh>od — no gboft ; 
All colours, without paint, put on, 

And change- like the (amelt^)n. 

^wifrly 1 come, and enter there' 

Where not a cliink lets in the air; 
l.ike thouglu J m in a moment gone, 

4 Nor can 1 ever be alone ; 

AU things on ca.-ih I imiratc 
Fader than nature can create; 
Sometimes Imperial robes I w'car, 

Anon ill beggar’s rags appear; 

A giant now, and draight an elf, 

I'm cv’ry one, but ne’er mvfelf ; 

Ne’er fad V moum, ne’er glad rejoice ; 

J move my 1ms, but want a voice ; 

I ne'er w< s bf n^uor e’er can die : 

Then pr’ytlio^j^ me, what am I ? 


On Time* 

"CVER eating, never cloying. 
All devouring, all dcftroyiiig. 
Never finding full repad, 

TUI I cat the world at lad. 
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On the ytKi}eh» 

are little airy crcaiui'^, 

All of difPrent voice and features : 

One of us in glafs is fet, 

One of us you’ll find in jct» 

T'other you may fee in tin, 

And the fourth a box within ; 

If the fifth you Ihoulcl purluc, 

It can never fiy from you. 

On Snow, 

F rom heaven I fall, though from earth T begin, 
No lady alive can (hew fuch a Ikin. 

I’m bright as an angel, and light as a feather, 
But heavy and dark when you iqueezeme together. 
Though candour and truth in my afpedt J bear, 
Yet many poor creatures I help to cnfnarc. 
Though fo much of heaven ajipears in my make, 
The toulcft imprc/Iioi's 1 t\ fily take. 

Mv parent and I proilucc one another. 

The mother the daughter, the daughterthc mother. 

On a Cannon, 

'DEGOTTEN, and born, and dying with noife, 
Tlic tenor of women, and pi- afurc of boys. 
Like the fi£lio||^of poets concerning the wind, 
f m chiefly unruly when firongett confin'd. 

For filver and gold I don’t troultle my head, 

But all I delight in is pieces of lead ; 

Except when I trade with a Ihip or a town. 

Why then I make pieces of iron go down. 

One property more I would have you remark, 
No lady was ever more fond of a ipark ; 

The moment I get one, my foul’s all a-fire, 

And I roar cut my joy, and in tranfport expire. 

j ' I 

§ 36. ^o^iilra, a Cohu try ••Houfi of Dr, Sheridan^ 
in no *very j^ood Repair, 1725. 

T ET me rhy properties expl.un : 

^ A rotten cabbin, dropping rnin ; 

Chimnics with fcorn rejtfdlng fmokc; 

Stools, tables, chairs, and bcdlleads bioke. 

Here elements have loft their ufes : 

Air ripens not, nor earth produces ; 

In vain we make poor Shcclah toil. 

Fire will not roaft, nor water boil. 

Through all the valleys, hills, ami piping,, 

The goddefs Want in triumph reigns : 

And hei chief officers of ftate. 

Sloth, Dirt, and Theft, around her wait. 


J37. The grand l^ttejiion debated : WhrtbrrHtwiil^ 
ton's Ba:vn Jlould be turned into a liarrack or 
a Mali-Houfe, 1729. 

•T^IIUS fpoke to my Lady the Kniglft *|i full of 
care, 

Let me have your advice in ^ w^hty affair: 


“ This Hamilton’s, bawmj, wliilll it flicks on my 
“ hand, 

“ I lofc by the hwife what T get by the land ; 

But how to difpofe of it to the bcfli bidder, 

“ For a barrack § or malt-houlL*, we now muft 
coiifider. 

“ Firft, let me fuppofc I make it a malt-houfir. 

Here I have computed the profit will fall t’ u^'; 

“ I’hert’s nine hundred pounds for labour /.nd 
“grain, 

“ 1 incrcafe it to twelve, fa three hundred remain ; 

“ A handlimic addition for wine and good^ cheer, 

“ Threedilhesa day,and tlirec hogfljeads a year; 

“ W’ith a dozen large veffcls my vault lhall be, 

“ ftor’d ; 

“ No little feruh joint (hall come on my board ; 

“ And you and tlu: Dean no more fliall combiiiQ. 

“ I'o flint me at night to one bottle of wine ; 

“ Nor Ihr.ll I, for his humour, permit you topur- 
“ loi.i 

“ A floiie and a quarter of beef from my Airloin. 

“ If I make it a barrack, the ciown is my tenant; 

“ My dear, 1 have ponder’d again ami again on ‘r. 

“ in poundage and draw backs I iofe halt my lent ; 

“ Wbatevey they give me, I mult be content, 

“ Or join with the court in every debate; 

“ And rather than that I would loft my eftatc.*^ 

Thu^ ended the Knight. Thus began his meek 
vufe : 

“ It mufl and it fliall be a barrack, my life. 

“ J 'm growui a mere mopus ; no company comes 
“ But a rabble of tenants and rufty dulfmms J : 

“ With pai fons what lady can keep hcrfelf clean ? 

“ I’m all over daub’d when 1 fit by the Dean.; 

“ Bur if you will give ns a barrack, my dear, 

“ The Captain, I’m fuic, will always come here; 

“ I then fliall not \alue his Dcanlhip a ftraw, 

“ For the captain, lvvaTrant,willktcpI^imi’iawe; 

“ Or, fliould he pretend to he bnfic and alert, 

“ Will tell him that chaplains Ihould not be fo 
“ pert ; 

“ Thai men of his coat fliould be minding their 
“ pray Vs, 

“ And nor among ladies to give themfeives airs.’^ 

Thus argued my Lady, but argued in vain ; 

The Knight his opinion rcfolv'd to maintain. 

But Hannah ff, who liften’d to all that was paft,^ 

And could rot endure fo vulgar a tafle, 
yAs foon as her Ladylhip call’d to be drefl, ^ ^ t 
Cried, “ Madam, why furclv my maftcr’s pof- 
“ftfl. ' 

“ S^ir Arthur the maltiler I how**^line it will 
“ found ! 

“ I’d rather die bawn >vcrc funk underground. 

“ But, madam, 1 * guefs’d thcr;5i would never come ‘ 

“ * ... 
When 1 faw him lo often with Darby an<l 

“ Wood, 


* The name of an Irifli fervant. + Sir Arthur Achefoa, at whoff feat tliis was written. 

A large old lioufe, two miles from Sir Arthur’s feat. 

^ The army in Ireland is lodged in flrong buildings over, the whole kingdom, called barracks. 

I A cant woyd in li eland for a pqor country clergyroai}* 

f My lady’s v.’ajting.wi,man. l^wo of Sir Auhiir’s spanagers. 
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And now my dream’s out; for I was a-dream’d 
** That 1 law a huge rat— O dear, how 1 Icream'dl 
And after, methought, 1 had loH my new lliocs; 
** And Molly, ihc faid 1 fliould hear Tome ilJ new s. 

“ Dear madam, had you but the fpiiit to tca7c, 
** \ oil might have a barrack whenever you picale: 
“ And, matlam, 1 rlwa>8 believ’d you fo llout, 
■V** I'hat for twenty denials you Would not give out. 
** I had a hufband like him, I ptinefl^ 

“ Till '!u gave me tny y ill, I would give him no 
“ reft ; 

“ And, rather than come in the fame pair of fticcts 
“ U'ltl^i Juch a crols man, I would lie intlic'ftrcets: 
“ Ihu, madam, 1 beg you contrive and invent, 

“ And worry him out till he gives his coni'enr. 

, “ Dear madam, whene’er of a barrack 1 think, 

“ An’ I were to be hang d, I can’t Ikcp a wink: 
“ For if a new' crotchet comes into my brain, 

“ I can't get it out, thoilgh I never lb fain. 

“ I fancy already a barrack contriv’d 
“ At Hitinilion’s bawn, and the tioop is arriv’d; 
“ Of this to be lure Sir Arthur has warning, 

** And Waits on the Captain betimes the next 
“ morning. 

Now fee, when they meet, how their Honours 
• “ behave : 

“ Noble Captain, your feivant.”— ** Sir Arthur, 
“ your fiHVc ; 

** You honour me much.” — ** The honour is 
“ mine.” — 

“ ’Twns a fad rainy night.”— “ But the morning 
“ is fire.” 

Pray how docs niy Lady My wife's atyour 
“ Icrvice.” 

“ I think 1 have feen her pi^Vurc by Jfrvas.”— 
“ Good*morrow, good Captain. I’ll wait on you 
“ down.” ‘ 

“ You lhan’t fiir a foot.”— “ You’ll thir.k me a 
“ clown, 

For all the world. Captain.*’— ‘‘ Not half an inch 
“ farther.” 

‘‘ You muft be obey’d !” — “ Your fervant, Sir 
“ Arthur ! 

“ My humble refpcfls to my T.acly unknown.’^ 

I hope you will nfc my lioufe as your own.” 

“ Go bring me my Imock, and leave off your 
“ pirate, 

TJvm haft certainly gotten a cup in thy pate.” 
% Vjkny, madam, be quiet; w’hat was it 1 fiid- 
Y ou had like to have put it quite out of rny head. 
•* Next to be lure, the Captain will come, 
*At the hcaSitfhistroopSjwithtrompcr and drum. 
“ Now, madam, vj^ferve how he marches in ftaic: 

The man with rht kcrtic-drums enters the gate; 
“ Dub, dub, adub, dub.^ The trumpeters f'Unv.*, 
“ Tantara, tamara *, while al|,ihe boys halloo. 

«« See BOW comes the Captain, all daub’d with 
“ gold Ijcc ; 

O la I ,mc fwcet gentleman ^ look in his face; 
And fee how be rides like a lord of the land, 
** With the fine flaming fword that he holds in 
“ his hand; 

•« A nd his horfe, t!;c dearfr^-.vr, itpnrnccs and rears, 
* With ribbons in knots at its tail and its ears ; 


[ “ At laft comes the troop, by the ^orJ of 
I “ mand, 

“ Drawn up in our court; when the Captain cries, 

“ Stand I 

** Your Ladylhip lifts up the fafti to be feen, 

“ (Forfure I have r// you out like a queen) 

** ’I'hc Captain, to Ihew he is proud of the favour, 
Looks up to your window, and cocks up his 
“ beaver 

(His beaver is cock’d; pray, madam, mark that, 
** For a Captain of liorfe never takes off his hat, 

** Bccaufe he has never a hand that is idle ; 

** For the right holds the fword, and the left holds 
“ the bridle) i 

Then flourilhes thrice his fword in the air, 

** As a complimciit due to a lady fo fair; 

( How 1 tremble to think of the blood it hath 
“Ipilt!); 

** Then he lowers down the point, and kilTcs the 
“ hilt. 

“ A%)ur Ladyfliip fmilcs, and thus you begin : 

** Pray, Captain, be pleas'd to alight and walk 

The Captain falutcs you with congee prof .und, 
And your Lail5'Ihip curtfies halt way to the 
“ ground. 

•• Kit, run to your mafter^ and bid him come 
“ to us : 

** I'm furc he’ll be proud of the honour you clous. 
“ And, Captain, you’ll do ns the favour to ftay, 

“ And take a fliort dinner licrc with us to-day ? 
“ You’re hcai tily welcome: but as for good cheer, 
“ You come in the vciy woift time of the year; 

** If I had expeiScd fo w'orrhy a guert— ’’ 

** Lord I madam ! your ladylhip fure is in jeft : 
You banter me, madam, the kingdom mult 
“ jjjrant— *' 

** You ofticers. Captain, are fo complaifant !’* 

“ Uift, hulfy, I think 1 hear fomebody com- 
“ ing— ” 

“ No, madam, 'tis only Sir Arthur a-humming.. 
“ To fliOrten my talc (for 1 hate a long ftory) 

“ The Captain at dinner appears in his glory ; 

“ The Dean and the Do£lor have humbled their 
“ pride, 

•‘•For the Captain’s entreated to fit by your fide) 
“ And, bccaufe he’s their betters, you carve for 
“ him firft; 

*“ The parfons for envy are ready to burft. 

“ The fervants an ar’d an: fcarcc ever able 
“ To keep off their eyes, as tlicv wait at the table} 
*• And Molly and I have ihreft in our nofe 
« To peep at the Captain in all his fine dees. 
Dear madam, be lure he’s a line fpoken man. 
Do but hear on the Clergy how glib his tongue 
“ raby 

“ And, mada?'^,” fayS he, “ if fuch dinners you 

“ Y’ou ’ll ne'er for Parfons as long as you live. 

•* r ne’er knew a parfen without a good ndl'e; 

But the Devil’s as welrcu.e whcicver he g'H’S; 
“ G — d— n me ! thty bid ns icform and repent, 
“ But, t — ds! by their Icuks they noer keep 
Lent: 


* Vr. Jinny, a clersyman in the neiglibaujliced. 
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< Miller Cumte^ for all your grave looks, I*m | 
afraid " | 

You call a lliccp’s eye on her ladyfliip’^ maid : j 
** I wifhlhc would lend you her pretty white hand i 
** In mending your cailbck, and Ihioothing your | 
“ band I 

(For the Dean was fo fliabby, and look’d like a ^ 
** ninny, ! 

That thc/Captain fai)pos‘d he was curate to 
“ Jinny). 

•' Whenever you fee a calTock and gown, 

A hundred to one but it covers a clown. 

“ Ohferve how a Parfon comes into a room ; 

“ G — d — u me ' lie hobLlc^ as b id as my groom : 
Apj wlicn juit from liis c»dlegc broke loofe, 
Can hardly tell lunv to cry lo to a goofe : 

Youi ■■ Nf>v:iL'f and and 0/fiurs, and 

fiud', 

By G — , they don’t fignify thi^ pinch of fnufl; 
To gi\c a \oung gentlcmm rigiir education, 

“ The armv’s the only gov)d fchi'o! intlie nation: 
“ My fehoohuafttfr call’d me a daticj and a fool, 

“ But at call's 1 was always the cock of the 
“ Ichool ; 

*i I never could take to my book for tlie bUx^d 
o’ me, 

** And the puppy confe fo’d he cxpeAed no good 
** o’ me. 

** Tic caught me one morning co.pietting his wife, 
But he miul’d me, I ne'ei was fo maul’d in iny 
“ life: 

** So I took to the road; and w lint’s very odd, 

“ The lirll man I rohb’d was a Ihn -bn, h\ G — , 
“ Now, madam, yt'u’ll think it a itrange thing to 

“ ii'y» 

“ Bat the I'n/nt of a book makes me fick to this 
“ dav. ’ 

“ Never fmee I was born did I h.ear fo much 

“Vvil; 

“ And, madam, I laugh’d till I thought I faould 
“ lit. 

“ So tlienyou hjok'd fcornful-and fnifr arthcDtnn, 
“ As who Ih .u!d fav, / y/ vz/iwov/ /r.vi? 

“ liut he iluiii not lo much as li-Kcopcn )iii> lip^. 
And the Debtor was plaguily down in the 
“ hips.” , 

Thus nicrcilefs Hannah ran on in her talk, 
Till Ihc heaid the Dean call, “ W’ili yourlxudy- 
“ fliip walk 

Her T^ddyfliip anfwtrs, “ I’m juft coming down:” 
Then turning to fl:inn:ih, and for..ing a frown, 
Although It was plain in her heart Ihe vm.s glad, 
Cried— “ Hudy, why fare the wenches go:'.e 
“ mad ! 

“ How could thefe chimeras get into your 
“ brains > 

•* Come hither, and take this old :,/wvn for your 
“ pnins. ^ ^ 

•* But the Dean, if this fccrctf lond com-c to his 
“ cars, 

** Will nc\er have done with his jibes and his 
“ jeers : 

•* For your life, not a word of tlie matter, I 
“ charge ye ; 

Gfvc me but a barrack, a fig for the clergy.” 


EXtR Act's, 

§ 30. On the Death of Dr, Swift, Occajioned hv 
reading the foUowhig Ma xim in Rochefoucaidt^ 
“ Dans rad'vnjits Ue nos nieillcurs amis^ nous 
“ irgitvons toujonrs quclquc cbqfe qui ne nous 
“ drplaijl pas,"' 

In the adkcility of our belt friends, we alwrays And fbniethinB/*tbae 
doth noc difplcaic us.'* 

A S Rocbcfoucault his maxims drew 
^ From nature, I believe them tiuc: 

They argue no corrupted mind - 
In him ; the fault is in iTiankind. 

Tiiis maxim more than all tlie reft 
Is thought too bal’c for human breaft : 

“ In all diftrefles of our friends, 

“ W'e fiift confult our private ends ; 

‘‘ V/hile nature, kindly bent to eal’e us, 

“ Points out fomc ciiviiinlhmcc to pleafe us.’^ 

If tliis perhaps your patience move, 

[.et reafon and cxpencnce piovc. 

We all l)chi'''l w-ith envious eyes 
Oui etiuals rais'd above our fi7C. 

Who would not at a crowded fnow 
Sr.ind liigh himfelf, keep others low'? 

J love my friend as will as \ou : 

P»uL why fliould he obftrm t my vie'w ? 

'Piien let me have the higher poll; 

Sujipoie* It but an inch at nmll. 

If m A ’iL.tile you Ihould find 
One, w horn you love of nil mankind, 

Had fome heroic action tlone, 

A chanijiion kill’d, or trojihy w'on ; 

Rather tii.in thus lie over“io[it, 

Woulvl yvou not wufti his hinds cropt ? 

Dear h(*peft Ned is in the gout, 

T/ses rack’d wuth pain, and vou w'ithouf. 

I low' pHticntly you he:'.r him gi-oan ! 

How glad the cafe is not lonr owui ! 

W'hit poet would not giieve to fee 
His brother write as w'ell as he r 
But, rather than they ihould excel. 

Would Nvilli his rivals all in hell. 

Her end when emulation niillcs, 
hhe tuins to envy, ftin;,,s. and hiifes : 

'I'he tlrongcft friendibip yields to pride^ 

Unlt’is ilic odds be on our fule. 

\biiii human kind ' fant.ifiic race ! 

I'hy saiious foliies who can trace? 

Self-love, ambiiion, envy, pi ifie, 

Their empire in our heaiis divide. 

Give others lichcs, pow’r, and llation, 

’'Tis all to me an ulbrpntion. 

I Iiavc no iitlc 10 af})ire; 

Yx-t, when you link, 1 feem the higher. 

Ill Pope I cannot read a line, 

But wiih a ligh I wifli it mine : / 

When he can in one couplet fix 
More fenfe than I can do in fix, 
h gives me fuch a jealous fit, 

1 Ci y, “ Pox take him, and his wit 
I »p:cve- to be outdone ’oy Gay 
111 my own humorous biting way. 

Aibutiinot is no more my friend, 

Who dnies to irony pretend, 

Which r was born to introduce. 

Refill’d it firft, and Ihew’d its ufe. 


Ovidr, Fluurehs, Homers, 
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St. John, as well as Pultcncy, knows 
'riitit 1 liad Tonic repute Tor prole ; 

Anri, till they drove me out of date, 

Could maul a ininifter of ftate. 

Jf they have mortified my priilc, 

A^kI marie me throw my pen uTiric ; 

If with Tuch talents Heaven hath bldb’d ’em, 
'^Havc 1 not rcalbii to detcTr ’em > 

*«To all niy foes, dear I ortune, fend 
Tliy yjft’, but never to mv friend ; 

1 tamely can endure tlvC firfi ; 

Bur this with envy inakts me Imrfi:. 

'rhrts much rnny ferve by way of procm.j 
Procted we-thcrelorc to our poem. 

' '^J'he time ib ncjt remoti', when I 
Mull by tlie courle of nature die *, 

AV' lieu, 1 ToreTee, my Ij'-ecial fi lends 
Will try tf) find their private ends : 

Anri, tliuiii^h ’tis huiriiy underftoori 
Which v\a\ my death can do them [’■nod, 

\et thus, meihinks, J hear them I'pcak : 

Sec how the Dean bey^ins to break ! 

Poor trentlcinan, he droops apace I 
You plainly iiiul it in his face* 

** Thar old vertigo in his head 

W'lll never leave him till he’s dead. 

“ Bclides, his memory decays : 

“ lie recolledls not what he lays : 

“ lie cannot call his friends to mind; 

“ I’^r^etb the place wheic laft he din’d ; 

“ Piles you with fioiies o er and o’er; 

He told them fifty times before, 

“ How doe*, he fanev we can lit 
** To hear liis out-of-falhion wit ^ 

“ But he takes up with younger folk*?, 

Wdio lor hvs wine will bear his jokes. 

** Faitli ' he muft make his liories ihortcr. 

Or change liis comrades once* a ijuartcr : 

In half the time he talks tlicm round, 

“ Tliere iiuift anotlicr let be found. 


1 “ Por poetry he’s p.i r his prime ; 

He takes an hour to find a rliymc ; 

His fire is out, his wit decay’d, 

•^His fancy funk, his Pvliife a jade*. 

** jd ha\e him throw aw'ay his pen ; 

Jut thcie’s no talking to Tome men f* 
And then their lenderncTs appeals 
Jtjf adding largely to my years: 

*^j^lc’s older than he would be reckon’d, 
iihdwxll rcmcmbcis Charles the Second. 


“He hanlly drinks a pint of wine ; 

“•And that, i doubt, is no good fign. 

“ IJis ftornach too^^iegins to fail : 

“ Lall year w^c thought him firong and hale; 
“ But ryiw he’s quite another thing: 

I willi he may hold out till fpiing*” 

They luig rlieinfclvcs, and icalbn thus : 

“ It is not yet lb bad with us 

In fuch a cafe, they talk in tropes, 

And hy*the*ir fears exprefs their hopes. 

Some grea^ misfortune to portend. 

No enemy can match a friend. 

With all tlie kindnefa they profefs. 

The merit of a lucky guefs 


(When daily how-d’ye’s come of courle. 

And lervaurs anlwer, “ Worle and vvoidc !”) 
Would pleale them better, than to tell 
That, “ God lie piais’d, the 13ean is well,” 
Then he, wdio pvophefied the bell. 

Approves his fort light to the leTt : 

“ Von know 1 always fear’d I'uc wnrfi, 

“ And often told you lb at firll.” 

He’d rather choofc that I Ihould die, 

'riian his predidlicus prove a lye, 

Not one tbrcrels J lhail recover ; 

But all agree Jo give me over. 

\ct, ILould Tome neighbour feel a pai?j 
Juft in the pans where 1 con'-pbiin ; 
j Ifow many a rnclTage would he fend ^ 

Wh.'.t hearty pray’is that I fliouid mend ! 
Jn4|uire wliar regiuten I 1 ;l*})1 ; 

hat gave me erde, and liow I flept ! 

I And iiKire laincin when 1 v/as dead, 

I'haii all the Inivelers louml my bed. 

Mv good Cfjinpanions, never ftar; 

For though you may niiftakc n year, 

1 hough your pr^tgiu rtic\» run too fafi, 

Ihev muft be venlicri at laft. 

Behold the fatal’ d*ay airive ’ 

“ How is the IXan — “ He's juft au\e.'* 
Now the departing pray’r is read; 

He hurdiy breathes — tlic Dean is dead ^ 
Before the palling-bell begun, 

Tlie new's throtjgh liaJf the low’n is run, 

“ O ' may wc* J1 for death prepare! 

“ Wliat has he left ' and who's liis httr> 

“ I kjuuv no than what the newt la; 

“ ’Tis all bequeath'd to public ufes. 

“ To pul)lic ulb'. ’ there's a w htm • 

“ What had the public done* for him * 

“ RTeic envy, avarice, and priilc ’ 

“ lie ;;avc it all — but firll he died. 

“ And had the Dean, in all t!:c nation, 

“ No woithy friind, no poor relation? 

“ So ready to ilo In angers good, 

“ Forgetting his own ileili and blood I’’ 

Now^ Gnu)-ftrat wits are all employ d; 
With elegies the icvvn H cloy’d : 
borne p.t.Mgrapii m cverv paper, 
bFo curie the Dean, or bid's the Drapier. 

Tlie dodlors, render of their fame, 

Wifely en me lay all the blame. 

, “ Wc muft con ft fa hib cafe w.is nice; 
j “ But Itc w'ould never take advice. 

I “ Had he l)t‘cn rul'il, for aug lit appears, 

“ He might have* liv'd thefc twenty years. 

For, when wc i.jjcn’d Jiiin, we found 
“ That all his vital parts vvern found.** 

From Dublin foon to London Tpread, 

'Ti*.' rold tt-. court, “ Tlie* Dean is dead.* 
And Lady Shllidk , in the fplecn, 

Runs laughing upjo tell the Queen, 

"Idle* Q^cen, L/ ^acinus, mild, and good, 
Cries, “ Is he gi'iie ? tis lime he ftiou’d. 

“ He’s dead, you fay r then let him rot; 

“ I’m glad the incdids J wcic forgot. 

“ I pr»>mis\l him, I own ; but when? 

“ I only was the Princefs then ;• 


* Mrs. Howard, at cnc time a favourite with the Dean. 

f Which the Dean in vain expected in iCturu for a iuull prefent he had feat to the Princefs* 


But 
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** T3ir nmr, A? cohort of Vho K ih[r, ^ 

Yn\: L’low, *tis t|'iue imoilicr rhini^’* 
tJ'. irtrcs, at Sir Robtrt's Icvcc, 

Tell -..'n!) .. i'u'cr the hcjvy : 

V'l. '. . 1 ' l\,j iin/.i without his fliocs,” 
liob, *• r.n foiry rnr the news ; 

O WLi'e the \v»frch but ft ill, 

And in liU phcj try ;'u)'l fujiul vVill ! 

Or h'lcl -A mirre o j hi. hf.c.t!, 

“ Provided 13f)Ii.’^l)if'!'e wtr-: dead •’* 

Ni»\v Curl his tVoin rMbbilh drains : 
Three genuine tomes (.f Swift's reifi-dns ! 

And then, to make rliem pafs the giinber^ 
RVvisM hy Tibbdids, Moore, and Cibber. 

He’ll treat me as he* does my betters, 

Publifli my will, my life, my letters; 

Revive the libels born to die* 

Which Pope mult bear as well as t. 

Here ftuft the ICene, to reprefent 
jTow' tliofc I love niy death lament. 

PotM* Pope will grieve a month, anti Gay 
A week, and Arbuthnor a day. 

St. Joh.n himlelf will I’carcc forbear 
To bite his pen, and drop a tear. 

The reft will give a ftirug, and cry, 

I’m Torry — but sve all muft die 
IndifteTonce, clad in Wildom’s guife. 

All fortitude of mind I’upplics : 

For h.ow can ftony bow els melt 
in ihnfc who never pity ? 

^v’J^tn w e LUC ialh d, they kill the rod, 
R^-figning to the will of Gtal. 

Tne ft e ls, my juniors by a year, 

Arc tortur'd with ful’penfe and fear; 

“Who wilely thought my age a fcrcen, 

When death approach'd, to Hand betsveen ! 

The fcrcen remov’d, tlieir Iitarts are trembling : 
They mourn for me without diircmbling. 

My fcmal; friends, whofc tender hearts 
Have betirr learn ’tl to art their parts, 

Receive the news in doleful dumps ; 

The Dean is dead : (pray what is trumps r) 

“ .Then, Lord have mercy on his foul ! 

(Ladies, I’ll \enturc for the vole). 

“ Six Deans, they fay, inuft bear the pall ; 

(^I wifK 1 knew' what king to call.u 
Madam, your huftmnd will attend 
“ The funeral of lb good a frientl ^ 

“ No, Madam, 'ti'i a ihocking light ; 

And he's engag’d to-morrow night : 

My Lady Club will rake it ill 
If he (hoiild fail her at quadrille, 

** He lo\’d the Dean — (I lead a heart)— 

“ lint dem eft fncndi, they fay, muft part* 

“ lli.i tiitie was come ; he ran his race; 

We hope he's ih a bertei’ place. ’ 

Why do Ave giicve that frien^C fhould die? 
Ko loll more eal’y to lupplvw . \ 

One year is paft — a di derent rcnc I 
No faithcr nicnriun of the Dean ; 

Who new, alas ! no more is mifs’di 
T.b in if he never did cxift, 

Wl',ere’s notv the favourite of Apollo * 

Depat Led — and his works imift follow ; 

Muft undergo the common futc ; 

J lis kind of wit i« out of date. 


Some country Tquire to Lintot gocs> 

Inquires for Swift in verfe and prol'e. 

Says Lintot, ** 1 have heard the name; 

“ He died a year ago “ Tlte famc.*^ 

He fcarclics all the Ihop in vain. 

“ Sir, ytm may find them in Dnrk-lanc : 

I fent tnem with a load of books, 

“ Latt Monday, to the paftry-cook’s. 

“ To fancy ihty could live a year ! 

“ I find you’re but a ftranger here. 

“ The Dean was famous in his time, 

“ And had a kind of knack at rhyme. 

“ Ills way of writing now' is paft : 

“ The town has got a better taftc. 

“ 1 keep no antiquated ftuff’; 

“ B\it Ipick and fpan I have enough. 

“ Pray do but give me leave to lliew ’em : 

“ Here’s Colley Cibber’s birth -day poem. 

** This ode you never yet haVc feen, 

“ By Stephen )3uck, upon the Quten. 

“ Then hcrc*s a letter finely pen n’d 
“ Againft the Craftfman and his friend: 

“ It clcaily (hew'S that all refiertion 
On ininiftcrs is difalFcrtion. 

“ Next, here’s Sir Robert’s vindication, 

“ And Mr. Henley’s laft oration. 

“ Tlic hawkers have not got tliem yet: 

Your Honour plcafe to buy a fet? 

Here’s Wolllon’s trarts, the twelfth cditloil 
’Tis read by every politician : 

“ The country-members, w'ben in rowm, 

** To all their borouL^hs fend them down : 

You never met a thing fo I’mart ; 

“ I'hc courtiers have them ail by heart : 

“ Thofc maids of honour who can read 
Are taught to ufe them fbr their creed. 

The revci'chd author's goOil intention 
“ Hath been rewarded with a penfion 
“ He doth an honour to hiS gowm, 

“ By bravely ninning pri eft craft down : 

“ He llicws, as lure as God's in Glouceftcri 
“ 'Phat Mofes was a grand iinpollor ; 

“ That all his miracles were cheats, 

“ Perform’d as jugglers do rlieir feats. 

“ The church had never fuch a writer : 

“ A fti'amc he hath not got a mitre !” 1 

Suppofe me dead ; and then lUppofe 
A club aifcmbicd at the Rofe ; 

Where, from difeburfe of this and that^ ^ ** 

J grow the fubjert of their chat. 

And while they toft my name about. 

With favour frrnc, and feme without; 

One, quite indifferent in the caufe, 

My charartcr impartial draws; 

“ The Dean, if we believe report; 

“ Was never ill receiv’d at court. 

“ Althbugh ironically gi*ave; 

** He fliam’d the fool, and lafh'd the knave 9 
“To ftcal il hint was never knoWn, 

“ But what he writ ivas all his own.*' 

** Sir, I havfc hedrd another ftory : 

“ He was a moft confounded Tory ; 

“ And grew; or he is much belied, 

I “ Extremely dull before he died;” 
j “ Can we the Drapicr then forget f 
“ Is not our nation in his debt ? 


* Wclfton Is here confeyttJ^^ aaIlIi vVoolaltoa* 


'Twaa 
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Book V. ETJDIOROUS POEMS, &c. 


’Twa« he that writ the Drapicr’s Letters!*’ 
“ He ihould have left them for his betters 5 
“ We had a hundred abler men, ' 

“ Nor need depend upon his pen. 

** Say what you will about Ins reading, 

“ You never can defend his b; ceding j 
“ Who, in his fatircs running not, 

“ Could never leave the world in quiet j 
“ ^''-ttacking, when he took the whim, 

“ Co^rt, city, camp — all one to liim. 

** But why Ihould he, except he Jiobbtr 
“ Offend our patriot, gieiit Sir Robert, 

“ Whole counfels aid the fovercign pow’r 
“ To fave the nation every hour ? 

** What feenes of evil he unravels 
“ III fatircs, libels, lying travels : 

** Not fparing his own clergy cloth j 
** But eats into it, like a moth !” 

“ Perhaps I may allow the Dean 
“ Had too much latire in his* vein, 

“ And Iccm’d determin’d not to ftarve it, 
Becauic no age could more dclervc it. 

** Yet malice never was his aim; 

“ He lalh'd the vice, hut fpar'd the name, 

“ No individual could lefent, 

“ Where thoufands equally were meant ; 

“ His fatire points at no defc£t 
But what all mortiils may correclj 
“ For he abhorr’d the Icnrclcls ti ibc 
Who call it humour when they jibe : 

“ He fpar’d a hump, or crooked nofe, 

“ Whole owners fet not up for beaux. 

“ True genuine cliilnefs mov'd liis piryi 
“ Unlcfs it offer’d to be w'itty. 

“ Thole who their ignoranie confefs’d, 

“ He iie’ci offended with a jeft ; 

“ But laugh’d to hear an idiot quote 
** A verfe from’Horacc learn’d by rote, 

“ Vice, if it e'er can be abalh’d, 
i^‘‘ Muft be or ridicul'd or lafh’d. 

^ If you refent it, who’s to blame ? 

“ He ncithdr knows you, nor your name. 

“ ^houid vice cxpe£f to 'fcape rebuke, 
UjB^caufc its owner is a duke ? 

“ nSs fnendihips, ttill to few confin’d, 

\xJere always of the middling kind ; 
fools ot rank or mongrel breed, 

** yho fain would pals for loids indeed; 
“■•^'hcre lilies give no right or pow’r, 

•‘’‘Ai.<l peerage is a withcr’tl fiow'r ; 

“ He would have deem’d it a difgracc, 

“If fucli a wretch hadrjenown his face. 

“ On rural ’fquires, that kingdom's banc, 

“ He vented oft his wrath in vain . 

cc t 1 1. v i v. fq^ir^.s to market brought; 

“ Who fell their fouls and ’ for nought; 
“ The go joyful back, 

“ To rob the church, tlieir tenants rack,, 

** Go fnacks with '• * ” juftices, 

And keep the peace to pick up fees : 

** In every job to have a mare, 

“ A gaol or turnpike to repair j 
“'And turn to public roads 

** Commodious to their own abodes. * 

“ He never thought an honour done him, 

“ Becaufe a peer was proud fo own him j 


“ Would rather Hip alidc, and chufe 
“ To talk with wits in diViy Ihoes ; 

“ And fcorn the tools wdth fiars and garters, 
“ So often fee!) cardiing Chastres. 

“ He never couitcd men in ftaiicn, 

“ No perlbns held in admiration ; 

“ Ol' no man’s greatiiefs was afraid, 

“ Becaufe he fouglu for no man’s aid. 

“ '1 hough trulUd luhg in great affairs, 

“ He gave himfclf no naughty airs : 

“ Without regarding private ends, 

“ Spent all his credit lor liis friends : 

“ And only chofe the wife and good; 

“ No flatterers, no allies in blood : 

“ But fuctour’d virtue in dillrefs, 

“ And fcldom fail’d of good fuccefs ; 

“ As numbers in their hearts mull own, 

“ Who, but for him, had been unknown. 

“ He kept wiih princes due decorum ; 

“ Yet never flood in awe before ’em. 

“ He follow’d David’s IclTon jull ; 

“ In princes nevci }>iit his truft; 

“ And, would you make him truly four, 

“ Provoke him with a Have in pow’r. 

“ The Irilh fenate if you nam'd, 

“ With what impatience he declaim'd! 

“ -Fair Liberty was all his cry ; 

“ For her he flood pn par’d to die ; 

“ For her lie boldly flood alone; 

“ For her he oft expos’d his own. 

“ Two kingdoms, juft as fadtion led, 

“ Had fet a price upon his head ; 

‘ * But not a 1 1 a 1 tor cou 1 d he fo and, 

“ To fell him tor fix hundred ponied. 

“ Had he but fpar'd his tongue anxl pen, 

“ He might have role like other men : 

“ Bur pow’r was never in his thought, 

“ And wealth, he valued not a groat : 

“ Ingratitude he often found, 

“ And pitied thole \^ ho meant the wound ; 

“ But kept the tenor of his mind, 

“ To merit well of liuman-kind : 

“ Nor m ulc a facrifice of thofe 
“ Who ftill were true, to pleafe his foes. 

“ He labaurM many a fruitlcfs hour, 

“ To reconcile his friends in pow’r ; 

“ Saw mifehief by a fadlion brewing, 

“ While they puriued each other’s ruin. 

“ But, finding \ain wa* all his care. 

He left the court in mere defpair, 

“ And, O! how fliort are human fehemes • 
“ Here ended all our golden dreams. 

“ What St. John’s Ikill inflate affairs, 

“ What Oimond's valour, Oxford’s cares, 

“ To lave tlioiv finking country lent, 

“ Was all dc'flroy’d by one event. 

Too foon thSk precious life was ended, 

“ On which aloifc our w'cal dependtd. 

“ When up a d:iiig<i|'tRis fa£liOii ftaiis, 

“ With wrath and vengeance in their hearts; 
“ By folemn league and covenant bound, 

“ To ruin, daughter, and confound'; 

“ To turn religion to a fable, 

“ And make the government a Babel ; 

“ Pervert the laws, difgracc the gown, 

** Corrupt the fenate, 10b die cron n ; 
u 


“ To 
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To facriBce Old England’s glory, 

^ And make her infamous in ftory : 

When fuch a temped ihook the land, 

•* How could unguarded Virtue (land ! 

“ With horror, grief, defpaur, the Dean 
Beheld the dire deftruftivc fccne : 

His friends in exile, or the Tower, 

Himfelf within the frown of power ^ 
Purfued by bafe-invenom'd pens, 

•* Far to the land of f— and fens ; 

** A fervile race in folly nurs’d, 

Who truckle mod when treated word* 

** By innocence and refolution, 

** He bore continual pcrfecution ; 

While numbers to preferment rofc, 

** Whofc merit was to be his foes ; 

When ev'n his own familiar friends. 

Intent upon their private ends, 

Like rcnc^docs now he feels 
Againd him lifting up their heels. 

“ The Dean did, by his pen, defeat 
** An infamous dedruflivc cheat ; 

Taught fools their intered how to know. 
And gave them arms to ward the blow. 
Envy hath own’d it was his doing, 

To fave that haplclb land from ruin ; 

** While they who at the ftccragc dood, 

•* And reap’d the profit; fought his blood. 
“To favc them fiom their evil fate, 

In him was held a crime of date. 

A wicked mondcr on the bench, 

“ Whofc fury blood could never quench ; 

As vile and profligate a villain, 

As modern Scroggs, or old 'Frelfilian; 

** Who long all judicc had difearded, 

“ Noi' fear’d he God, nor man regarded j 
Vow’d on the Dean his rage to vent, 

And make him of his zeal repent. 

But Heaven his innocence defends, 

The gi'ateful people dand his friends : 

Not dravis of law, nor judges frown, 

Nor topics brought to pleafe the crown, 

“ Nor witncfs hir’d, nor jury pick'd, 

Prevail to bring him in convifl. 

“ In exile, with a dcady heart, 

He fpent his life's declining part ; 

Where folly, pride, and faci:ion fw^, 

** Remote from St. John, Pope, and day.” 


EXTRACTS, BoorV, 

Alas, poor Dean I his only tcop6 
Was to be held a mifanthropc : 

** This into general odium drew him ; 

Which if he lik'd, much good may ’t do him* 
** His zeal was not to ladi our crimes, 

** But difeontent againd the times : 

“ For, had we made him timely offers 
To raife his pod, or fill his coffers, 

“ Perhaps he might have truckled down, 

** Like other brethren of his gown ; 

“ For party he would fcarce have bled 
“ I fay no more — bccaufc he's dead. 

“ What writings has he left behind f” 

“ I hear they’re of a different kind: 

A few in verfe, but mod in profe.’* 

“ Some high-flown pamphlets, I fuppofe : 

“ All fcribbled in the word of times, 

“ To palliate his friend Oxford’s crimes ; 

“To praife Qjiccn Anne ; nay more, defend her, 
** As never favouring the Pretender : 

“ Or libels yet conceal’d from fight, 

“ Againd the court to fhew his fpitc • 

“ Perhaps his travels, part the third ; 

“ A lye at every fccond word— 

“ Offenfive to a loyal ear : 

“ But not one fermon, you may fwcar.’* 

“ He knew an hundred pleafing dories, 

“ With all the turns of \^^higs and Tories : 

“ Was cheerful to his dying da)^ 

“ And friends would let him have his way. 

“ As for his works in verfe or prole, 

** I own myfelf no judge of tliofc. 

“ Nor can I tell what critics thought them ; 

** But this i know, all people bought them, 

** As with a moral view defign’d 
To plcafc and to reform mankind : 

“ Anci?i^hc often mifs’d his aim, "> 

“ The world mud own it, to their fliame, > 

“ The pialfc is his, and theirs the blame. J 

“ He gave the little wealth he had 
“ To build a houfe for fools and mad ; 

“To fhew, by one fatiiic touch, 

“ No nation wanted it lb much. 

“ That kingdom he hath left his debtor, 

“ I wifh it may have a better. 

“ And, fincc you dread no farther ladies, 

** Methinks you may forgive his allies.” 


EPIGRAMS, EPITAPHS, and other LITTLE PIECES.' 


Dr. Young.. 

A S in fmooth oil the razor bed is whet, 

So wit is by politencfs Iharped fet; 

Their want of edge from their offence is feen, 
Both pain us lead when cxquifitcl^ keen. 

^ Advice to M^Pope] onbis intenied TrcOtJUnion oj 

HmCTf 1714 . 

^ THOU who, with a happy genius bofn, 
Cand tuneful yerfe in flowing numbers turn, 
Crown’d on thy Windfor’s plains with early bays* 
lie early wife, nor trud to barren praid;} 


Blind was the bard that fung Achilles' rage, ‘ 

He fungy and begg’d, and curs'd th* ungiving age ; 
If Britain his tranilated fong would ]:^ar, , 

Fil'd take the gold— then charm the lid’ning car> 
So ihall thy father Homer fmile to fee 
His pcnfion paid, tho’ late— and paid to thee. 




lobk V. 


E P t (3 k A M S, &c; 


Well pleas’d, Apollo thither led his train, 

And mufic warbled in her fwccteil drain : 
Cyllenius To, as fables tell, and JoVe, 

Came willing gueds to poor Philemon’s grove. 
Let ufclefs pomp behold, and blulh to find 
So low a dation, fuch a lib’ral mind. 

•T"H* infpiring mufes, and the god c)f love, 

V\(hich mod fliould grace the fair Melinda 
drove ; 

’ Love arm’d her with his bow and keened dartSj 
The mufes more enrich’d her mind with arts. 
Tho’ Greece in diining temples heretofore 
bid Venus and Minerva’s pow’rs adore. 

The ancients thought no fingle goddefs fit 
•To reign at once o’er beauty an<\ o’er wit 
Each was a fep’rate claim ; till now \vc find 
The dilTrent titles in Melinda join’d. 


A N Ofiera, like a pillry, may be faid 
^ To nail our Ears down, but expofe our Ilcad. 


T UCI A thinks happinefs confids in date ; 
^ She weds an idcotj but fhc cats in plate. 


To the Hon. Mrs. Perdvaij with Uulchcfon's 
Treatifi on Beauty and Otder. Griers^on. 
internal fenles painted here wc fee : 

* They’re born in others, butthc)r live in thee. 
O were our author with thy converfe bled, 
Could he behold the virtues of thy bread ; 

His needlcfs labours with contempt he’d view, 
And bid the woHd not read— but copy you. 

J ACK, eating rotten cheefe, did fay, 

Like Samfonj 1 my thoufands flay ; 

^ I Vow, quoth Roger, lb you do, 
ji\gd with the felf-famc weapon too. 


On God*s Omnipotence. 

JJIEN’ Egypt’s hod C3od’s chofen tribe bur- 
I'ucd, 

dal walls th’ admiring Uaters dood ; 
thro* the dreary wades they took their way, 
rocks relented, and pour’d forth a fea ! 
t limits can th* Almighty goodnefs knovV, 
Since Teas can hardenjf and fince rocks can flow ! 


SUnllb ^iilt gaildctt 

, ^^HEN Chloc’s picture was to Chloc fticwn, 

, Adorti’d with charms and beauty not her pwnj 

\Vherc Hogarth, pitying nature, kindly made 
Such lips, luch eyes, as Chide never had \ 

Ye Gods ! flic cncs, in eedafy of heart, 

How near can nature be exprefs’d by art 1 
Wqll ! it i# wondrous like l—nay, let' me dia, 
The Vbry pouting lip, the killihg eye I 
Blunt and fevere as Manly in the play, 
Downright rtplies— Like, Madam ,! do you fay ? 

% piStire bears this liken^fs, it is true : 
canvaH ^ainte^ is, and fo are yoU4 


M y fickly fpoufe, with many a figh. 

Oft tells me— Billy, I lhall die : 

I griev’d, but recollcided draight 
I *Tis bootlefs to contend with fate ; 

So rcfignatlon to Heaven’s will 
Prepar’d me for fucc ceding ill. 

*Twas well it did ; for, bh ihy life, 

*Twas Heaven’s will — to fpare my wife. 

A S Sherlock at Temple was taking a boat, 

The waterman alk’d him which way he would 
float; [dreams 

Which way! faystheDoftor; why, fool, with the 
To Paul’s or to Lambeth — ’twas all one to him. 


On a Prelate s going out of Church in Time of D/- 
*vmc Service^ to wait on tbs Lord Lieutenant of 
Irtland. 

T ORD Pam in the church (could you think it ? ) 
knccl’d down : 

When, told that the Duke was jud come to town, 
His dation defptfing, unaw’d by the place, 

He flies from his God to attend on lus Grace : 

To the court it was fitter to pay his devotion, 
Since God had no iharc in his iordfliip’s promo* 
tion. 

A Hum’rous fellow in a tavern late, 

^ Being drunk and valiant, gets a broken pate ; 
The furgeon, with his inllruments 'and fl;ill, 
Searches his Ikull, deeper and deeper lli)l, 

To feel his brains, and try if they were found ; 
And, as he keeps ado about the wound, 

The fellow cries— Good furgeon, Ipare your paiusj 
When I began this brawl i had no biains. 

■JPY fav’ring w’it, Mdeccnas purchas’d fame, 

^ Virgil*s own works immortaliz’d his name ; 
A double fliarc of fame is Dorfet’s due. 

At once the patron and the poet too. 


On an eminent Modtrn Preacher* 

'pOLLIO mufl needs to penitence excite; 

^ for, fee, his fcarf is rich, and gloves arc white J 
Behold his notes difplay’d, his body rais'd ; 

With what a zeal he labours to be prais’d ! 

No liubbbrn finner able to withfland 

'f'he force and reas'ning of his wig and hand: 

Much better pleas’d, fo pious his intent, 

With five that laugh than fifty who repent : 

On moial duties w'hen his tongue refines, 

Tully and Plato are his bell divines ; 
WhatMatthewf^SjOr Mcirk, the proof but finall ) 
What Locke or Clarke alfcrts, gc od feripture all: 
Touch’d wltheac'iwcakncfswhithhcdbesarr^ign, 
With vanity he taiks againft tlie vam ; 

With oftentation dbes tb mecknefs guide, 

Pioud of his periods icveH’d ag.nn(l pride; 
Ambitioufly the Ibve of glory U-ghts, 

And damns the love of fa“i.-— for which he vtrritetj 


T he Latin word for cold, one afk’d his frieoJl 
It is, faid he-^’tis at my finger’s endi 





a9* ELEGANT] 

. World. 

rpIIE world’s a book, writ by tli' eternal art 
Of the great Author; printed in man’s heart: 
*Tis falfely printed, tho* divinely penn’d; 

And all ta errata will appear at th’ end. 

On the Battle of the Booh, 

S WIFT for the ancients has atgued fo well, 
*Tis apparent from thence that the moderns 


EXTRACT S, 

0;z the Offering made Uy KJi 


Book V. 


A WeUhnian and au Knglilhnian difputcd, You fcnd ten hearts; tlic tythe is only min 
Which of their lands maintain d the greateft Qivc me but one, and burn tlsc other nine. 


On the Offering made by King James L at a grave 
Comedy^ called The Marriage of Arts, 

A t Chrirt-Church Marriage, play’d before the 
king, 

Left thefe learn’d mates fliould want an offering. 
The king himfclf did offer — what, [ pray f 
He offer'd, twice or thrice, to go away. 

A Cowihy Parjbn’s Anfwer to a young Lady ^vbo 
fent him htr Compliments on the I'en of licarts^ 
Y'OUR Compliments, dear Lady, pray forbear;- 
* Old Englilh fcrviccs are more (incerf. 

You fend ten hearts; die tythe is only mine : 


The Englilhman the Welfliman quite confuted, 
Tlic Wtllhman yet would not his vaunfs abate: 
Ten cooks, quoih he, in Wales, one wedding fees. 
Ay, quoth the other, each man toalls his chcclc. 

¥rom the iMtin, 

TINHAPPY, Dido, was thy fate, 

^ In firll and ftcond wedded ftatc ' 

©ne hulband caus’d thy flight by dying, 

Thy death the other caus’d by llyiiig. 

On the Funeral of Vtdture lUpliKS, 
T^HAT num’rous lights this wretch’s corpfe 
attend, 

Who, in his lif^'-time, fivM a candle’s end ! 


7he Hwnouriji, Imitated fiom Martial. 


By Dr. Donne. 

T AM unable, yonder beggar cries. 

To hand or go ; if he lays true, he lyes. 

I^OORE always finiJcs whenever he recites ; ■ 

He fmilcs, you think, appioving what he 
And yet in this no vanity is (hewn ; [writes : 
A modeft man nny like what’s not his own. 


pRIEND, ill your Epitaphs Tm griev’d. 
So very much is laid : 

One half will never be believ’d, 

The other never read. 


To Mr. Icon? forty ivbo bad procured the Author a 
Benefit Nig bt, Dennis. 

■n Eflefling on thy w'orth, methinks 1 hnd 
Thy various fcafons in their author's mind. 


a!l thy humours, whether gmye or mel ow, , / J 
T. fhw rf t<«y, |. ealaiit fd ow, ^ . J, 


Haft fo much wit, and mirth, and fplccn, about 
thee, 

There is no living with thee, nor without thee. 


And, like thy Toft conqiaffion, flieds her Jews. 
S'immer\ hot drought in thy cxprtilion glows, 
And o’er cacli page a tawncy ripeneis throws. 
Autumn\ rich fruits th’ inftrufted reader gains, 
Who taftes the muining purpole of thy ftrains. , 
Winter — but that no femblance takes from th^f/; 
I'hat hoary feafon fields a type of me. I 
Shutter’d by Time's bleak ftorms f with’ring 7 J'j 
Leaflefs, and whit’mng in a cold decay ! 

Yet lhall my proplcfs ivy, pale and bent, 

HUS with kind words Sir Edward chccr-d his 1 '•‘y P'V 


A Haughty courtier meeting in the ftrccts 
A fehoiar, him thus infoicntly greets; 
Bafe men to take the wall T ne’eu permit. 
The fcbolar faid, 1 do ; and gave him it. 


The Fan, 


ATTERBUI 


friend : 

FLAV.Ajl»W.„a«igM,., 

But, be a^r'd, ni ne’er fee Hick in want. * 'y"'‘ = 

Dick’s foonconfin’d-hi. fiicnd, no doubt, would ■" meaner har.Js vyould prove 

free him • ’ ' An engine of Imall force m love ; 

Hu wj.d he kept-inwanthene’erw ou’d/rrhim. feenf ' 

-.1 1 /• Directs its wanton motwns fo, 

men of infamy to grandeur foar, ^hat it wounds mole than Cupid’s bow , 
1 hey light a torch to fliew their fhame the Gives coolnefs to the matchlcfs dame, 

rv’iiT «% 


To Heny Furcel. 

'y O vou a tribute from tacli mufe is due ; 

^ The whole poetic tribe’s oblig'd to ^ou ; 
For furely none but you, with equal eaie. 
Could add tQ David, and make D'Urfey pleafe. 


Gives coolnefs to the matchlcfs dame, 
To cv’jy other breaft a flame. 


To tFe kutho?' <f an Epitaph on Dr. Mead. 

Hackett. 

li^EAD’s not dead then, you fay, only ileeping 
a little ; ' v 

V/by, egad 1 Sir, you’ve hit it off there to a tittlt : 

Yet,, 
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Yet, friend, his awaking I very inuch doubt— 
riutoknow^ who he’s got, and will ne’er let him 
out. 


Mr, Pope, 

imHILE malice, Pope, denies thy page 
Its own cclcftial fire; 


While critics and while bards in rage, 
Admiring, won’t admire : 
Whilcu^wayward pens thy worth afluil, 
And envious tongues do»ry ; 

* Thefe times tho’ m.my a friend bewail, 

Thcle times bewail not I. 

But when the Vorld’s loud praill* is thine, 
.And rplcen no more ihall bl.ime ; 

When wjih thy Homer thou llialt iliinc 

• In one cfiablifii d fame : 

When none ihall rail, and cv’ry liy 

Devote a wrc.itii to thee : 

That d.iy (tbi come it will) — that day 
Shall 1 lament to fee. 


Rritijh OtJi onot72y, 

tN merry old England it once was a rule, 

**■ The King had his poet, and alfo his fool : 
But now we’re I'o fi ugal, I’d have you to know it, 
Poor Cibber mull lerve both for fool and for poet. 


Found Jiuck on tbe Statue of the Moor rubicb fup^ 
/•orfs the Sun Dial in CderntnU-lmt, 
tN vain, poor fable fon of woe, 

^ 7'hou feck’ll the tender tear; 

P'rom thee in vain with pangs they flow, 

Foi mercy dwells not here. 

Fiom cannilnls thou fled’ft in vain ; 

i^awyers lels (juartcr give ; 

The lirlt won’t eat you till you’re (lain. 

Tile lad will do't ahve. 


By IIackh'T. 

Vf 7 1 1 EN J ack was pooi ,the lad w'as frank and free; 
' ' Of late he’s grow a brimful of pride and pelf ; 

wonder tliat he don’t remember me ; 

^yiiy lb? You fee he has forgot himfelf. 

I By Prior. 

John r ow’d great obligation, 

But John unhappily thought fit 
^il nation. 

Surf John and I arc more than c|uit^ 


On^be Burfir of St. College in Oxford cut-- 

tin^'tdmmm^ie Row of Trees. Evans. 
TNDULGENT nature to each kind bellows 
^ A fecret in(liii 6 l to difeern its foes : 

The goofe, a iiUy bird, avoids the fox ^ 

Lambs fly from wolves, and fiilors ftecrfi omrocks: 
A rogue the gallows as his fare forefees> 
Andhears^the like antipathy to trees. 

Good MtffiCf and bad Dancers, 

TJOW ill the motion with the ipulic fuita. 

So Orpheus play’d,, and like them danc’d the 
brutes.. 


yE little wits, that gleam’d awhile, 

* While Pope vouchfal’d a ray \ 

Alas ! depriv’d of his kind fmiU, 

How fonn ye fade away ! 

To compafs Phoebus’ car about, 

'I’hus empty vapours rife ; 

Each tends his cloud to put him out, 

That rear’d hmi to ihc Ikies. 

Alas I thefe Ikies arc not your fplicrc; 

There he Ihall ever burn : 

Weep, weep, and fall ; for earth ye were, • 
And mull to earth return. 


Written in a Ltplvs Piaycr-Book. LaNSDOWNE. 
tN vain, Chiiiuh, night and day 
For mercy to the Gods you pray : 

What arrogance, on Heaven ro call 
for that uliich you deny to all ! 


(^O much, my Pope, thy Englifli Iliad charms, 
As pity melts us, or as palli^n warms, 

That aticr ages fiiall with wonder feek 
Who ’twas tranllated Homer into Greek. 


By HARRINtiTON. 
golden hair that Galla \veu*s, 

Is hers ; who would have thought it ? 
She fwears, ’tis hers ; and true Ihe fwcars, 
For I know where Ihc bouiiht it. 


To Lady Ifabdlu Tlynne^ cutting Trees in Paper, 

Waller. 

17 AIR hand, that can on virgin paper write, 

^ Y'et from the ftain of ink preterve it wdiite; 
Whofe travel o’er that filver field docs Ihcw 
Like tracks of leverets in morning fnow : 

Love’s image thus in pureft minds is wrought. 
Without a fpot or blcmilh to the thought. 
Strange, that- your fingers ihould the pencil foil. 
Without the help of colours or of oil ? 

For tho’ a painter boughs and leaves can make, 
’Tis yours alone to make them bend and lhakc 
Wtiofc breath falutes your new-created grove. 
Like fouthern winds, and makes it gently move.. 
Or]3hcus could make the foreft dance, but you 
1 Can make the motion s .id the fbrell too.. 

A poet, when he would deferibe his mind, 
h, as in language, fo in fame, confin’d:. 

Your works are read wherever there are mciLt 
So far the feiflfars goes beyond the pen. 


By Prior. 

'T'HY nags, the leaneft things alive, 
So very hard thou lov’ft to drive, 
I heard thy anxious coachman fay, 

It cod thee more in whips than hay. 


‘ A Cure for Poetry, 

oEVEN wealthy towns contend for Homer dead,, 
^ Thio’ which the living Homer bceg'd his 
bread. ^ 

u 3 €hf; 
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elegant extracts, 


On Jbm Sntvt vAUb mtUed in a Iffy’s Brea/l. 

»T^HE envious fnow comes down in hallc 
-•* To prove thy bread Icfs fair; 

But grieves to fee itfclf furpad, 

And melts into a tear. 


The French Poet, 

I^HEN old Elijah, as the fcripturcs fay, 

^ Triumphant mounted to the realm of day, 
His fpirit doubled, and his cloak bcfide, 

He gave Eliiha, by long fervicc tried. 

Triftan from hence would fain example take 
For honeft Quinault, his difciple*s fake ; * 

But this, alas ! injurious fate denied, 

For Triftan poorer than a prophet died. 

To Quinault thus the bard expiring fpokc : 

M; wit I leave thee — but 1 have no cloak,’* 


Grace, Free-will, and My ft Vies high, 
^ Tw:) wits haranguVl the table ; 

B ly believes he knows net why, 

N (h fwears Vis all a fable. 

Peace, ideots, peace ? and bothagreej 

N fh, kifs thy empty brother; 

Twcligion Liughs at foes like thee, 

But dreads a friend like t’other. 


’pOX onV, quoth Time to Thomas Heajnc, 
^ Whatever I forget you learn. 

Anftvered by Mr. West. 
it, quoth Hcarne, in furious fret, 
Whate’er I learn you foon forget. 


Z)r, Aldrich’s Fi^e Reafons for Drinking, 
^OOD wine ; a friend ; or, being dry ; 

Or, left we Ihould be by and by ; 

Or, any other reafon why. 

By Waller. 

^HYRSIS, a youth of the infpired train. 

Fair Sacbarilfa lov’d, but lov’d in vain : 
Like Phoebus fung the no lefs am’rou$«boy; • 
Like Daphne (he, as lovely and as coy. 

With numbers he the flying nymph purfucs^ 
With numbers fuch as Pheebus* lelf might ufe 't 
All but the nymph who ihould redrefs his wrong, 
Attend his paiiion, and approve his fong : 

Like Phoebus thus acquiring unfoughc rraife, 
He catch’d at love, and flll’d his arms with 

By Prior. 

his death-b^d poor Simon lies, 

^ His fpoufe is in deipair : 

With frequent ft-bs and mutual cries 
They both exprefs their care. 

A diff’recit caufe, fays Parfon Sly, 

The fame effedl: may give ; 

Poor Simon fears that he ihall die, 

Hi? wife— <hat he may live, 


Wfitun on the Bed-chamber Door of Qyarki II. 

Rochester. 

UERE lies our fovereign lord the King, 

^ Whofe word no man relics on; 

He never fays a foolilb thing, 

Nor ever does a wife one. 


pH AT little patch upon your face 

Would feem a foil on one lefs fair^^ 
On you it hides a kilting grace, 

And you in pity plac^ it there. 


By Prior. 

A S afternoon one mmmer’s day, 

Venus ftood bathing in a river ; 

Cupid a ihooting went that way, 

New ftrung his bow, new fill’d his quivcT;, 
With ikili he chofc his iharpeft dart ; 
With all his might his bow he drew : 
Swift to his beauteous parent’s heart 
The too well guided arrow flew. 

I faint J I die ! the goddefs cried : 

0 cruel ! couldft thou find none other 
To wreak thy ipleen on, parricide ? 

I/ike Nero, thou haft flain thy mother. 
Poor Cupid, fobbing, fcarce could fpeak^ 
Indeed, Mama, I did not know yc : 

Alas ! how eafy my miftake ! 

1 took you for your likenefs, Chlo,.. 


From the Greek. 


Prior^ 


^ENUS, take my votive glafs : 

^ Since I am not what I was ; 

What from this day I Ihall be, 

Venus, let me never fee ! 

Written on a Glafs ^ ly a Gentlemm who hoirrow^$ 
the f.arl of Cbejlerfield' s Diamond Pencil. 

A CCEPT a miracle, inftead of wit; 

^ Sep tw'o dull lines by Stanhope’s pencil 

On Lady Mancbefler. Addison! 
E^HILST haughty Gallia's dames, that rp\a4 
^ O’er the pale cheeks an artful red. 

Beheld this bpauteouii ftrangcr there, ' 

In native charms divinely fair — 

Confufion in their looks they fliew’d, 

And with unufual blulhes glow'S.K.^., 

Suicide. ^ Dr. SeweL. 

I^HEN all the blandilhments of life are gone, 

^ ^ The coward fneakstodeath,thcbravelivcon, 

Banks. 

Y^UNG Courtly takes me for a dunce j 
^ For all night long I fpoke not once : 

On better grounds I niink him fuch : 

He fpokc but once, yet pnee too much. 
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. 2j Pope. 

l^USEt ’tls enough ; at length thy labour ends, 
And thou lhalc live— for Buckingham com- 
mends. 

Let crowds of critics now my verfe aflail, 

Let Dennis write, and namelcfs numbers rail : 
This more than pays whole years of thanklcfs pain, 
Time, health, and fortune arc not loft in vam. 
Sheffield approves, conlcnting Pheebus bends, 
And I and malice from this hour are friends. 


• 

I^IST AKEN nature here has join'd 
A beauteous face and ugly mind ; 
in vain the ^ultlefs features ftrike, 
When foul and body are unlike : 

Pity that fnowy breaft Ihould hide 
Deceit, and avarice, and pride. 

So in rich jars, from China brought. 
With glowing colours gaily wrought. 
Oft-times the fubtle fpidcr dwells. 
With fecrct venom bloated fwclls. 
Weaves all his fatal nets within. 

As unfufpedted as unfeen. 


By Waller. 

TT^ERE men fo dull they could not fee 
That Lyce painted ; (hould they flee 
T.Ht^j^npl(^irds into a net, 

So grofsly vv^en and ill-fet; 

Her own teeth would undo the knot, 

And let all go that flic had got. 

Thcfc teeth my Lyce muft not Ihcw, 

If (he would bite : her lovers, though 
Like birds they ftoop at feeming grapes. 
Arc dil'abus’d when iirft Ihc gapes ; 

The rotten bones difeover’d there. 

Shew 'tis a painted fepulchre. 


To iWr. Pope. 

• T^EPEND not upon verfe for fame, 
Tho’ none can equal thine : 

Ol:r language never refts the fame ; 

Twill rile, or 'twill decline, 
wreaths, in courfe of Heuting hours, 
jgtoo foon will be decay'd : 

ftory lafts, tho' modern flow’rs 
• Of poetry muft fade. 

A furer way then wouldft thou find 


•Thy glory to prolong, 

i >1 1 iBW Iffnaigfj amongft mankind 
The (enfe of right and wrong ? 

Thy fai^c nature's fclf fhall end, 
Let future times but knT>w 
That Atterbury was thy friend. 

And Bentley was thy foe. 


jj^ Lord Hervey. 

"POSSESS'D of one great hall for ftatc, 
^ Without one room to llccp or eat ; 
iHow well you build, let flatt'ry tell, 
'And all mankind how ill you dwell. 


Written in a Wind<nu of the Towery over the 
Nmme of R. Walpole y confined in the fameRoom^ 
Ann, Dom* 171a, Lansdowne. ‘ 

^OOD unexpected, evil unforefeen, 

^ Appears by turns, as Fortune ftiifts the fccne; 
Some rais'd aloft come tumbling down amain ; 
And fall fo hard, they bound and rife again. 


Tl^e Mancbefier Millcriy named Bone and Skin, 

Byrom. 

OONE and Skin, two millers thin. 

Would ftarve us all, or near it : ^ 

But be it known to Skin and Bone 
That flclh and blood can’t bear it. 


fy Sir G. Lyttelton. 

T^ONE without hope e'er lov’d the brighteftfair, 
But love can hope wlicre reafou would dcfpatr . 


'X'RUE wit is like the brilliant ftone 
Dug from the Indian mine ; 

Which boafts two diff'rcnt pow’rs in one 
To cut as well as fhinc. 

Genius like that, if polifh'd right. 

With the fame gifts abounds ; 

Appears at once both keen and bright, 
And fparklcs while it >younds. 


The Difference between the Ancients and Mode)'Ks. 
COME for the ancients zealoufiy declare, 

Others our modern wits are fools, aver : 

A third affirms, that they are much the fame, 
And dilfer only as to time and name : 

Yet fure one more diftindtion may be told, 
Thole once were new, but thcfc will ne’er Lctld. 


To Mr, Pope, on bis Epitaph on Mr, Gay, 

Lord Orrery. 

E NTOMB'D with kings tho’ Gay's coldafhes lie, 
A nobler monument thy drains fupply. 

Thy matchlcfs mule, ftill faithful to thy friend. 
By courts unaw'd, his virtues dares commend. 
Lamented Gay ! forget thy treatment paft. 

Look dowm, and foc.^hy merit crown'd at laft. 

A deftiny more glorious who can hope ? 

In life bclov'd, in death bemoan’d, by Pope. 


On the Siueen's Grotto at Richmond, 

L ewis the living genius fed,- 
And rais’d the fcientific head ; 

Our Queen, more frugal of her meat, 

I Raifes thofe heads which cannot eat. 

T HE ABJ 3 laft week, friend Edward, thou waft 
i dead. 

I’m very glad to hear it too, criei Ned. 

u 4 .FRIEND 
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ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


pRIEND Ifaac, *tis ftrangc you that live fo near 

Should not fet up the fign of the Virar ; 

Tbo* it may be an odd one, you cannot but fay 
It muft needs be a fign of good liquor. 

Anfwer^ 

INDEED, Matter Poet, your reafon *s but poor : 

For the Vicar would think it a fin 
To ttay, like a booby, and lounge at the doorj 
’Twere a fign ’twas bad liquor within. 


By a Porfer, on tix Gin ASl. To a Great Man, 
\^HY will you make us coolly think ? 

If vou would t^overn, we mutt drink. 

J O' 

^II-ES Jolt as fic'ping in his cart he Liy, 

^ Som< waggifli pilf’vcrs ftole his team iway. 
Giles wakes, and cries — What’s here ? odfdickin ! 
what ? 

Why how now ? Am I Giles, or am I not r 
If he, I’ve lott fix gl-ldings to my fmait j 
If not — odlbuddikinb ! I’ve found a cart. 


Vo Zoilus, J O b 1 A H R E L r H . 

^^ITH induttry 1 fpread >our praile, 
With equal you my cenfure hla^e; 
Bur, faith ! *tis alf in vriin we do, 

The world nor credits me nor you. 


Milton. Dryden. 
^T'HREE poets in three dittant ages born, 
Greece, Italy, and Knglmd did adorn ; 
The firft in loftincls of thought furpafs’d j 
The next in majefly, in borii ihe laft. 

The force of nature could no farther go ; 

1 o make a third, flie join’d the other two. 


On the Drcbffi of Marlhorovgb' s Offer of 500/. 
for the left Poem on the Duke's Afliom. 

pIVE hundred pounds ! too fmall a boon 
^ To put the poefs nuifc in tunc, c 

That nothing miglit cfcape her; 

Should 'ue attempt th’hcioic llory 
Of the illuftrious. Churchill’s glory, 

It fcarce would buy the paper. 


Scotland. Cleveland. 

TT AD Cain beten a Scot, God would have alter’d 
^ his doom ; 

Not forc'd him to wander, but confin'd him at home. 


By Prior. 

'T^HUS to the mufes fpokc the Cyprian Dame: 

Adorn my altars, and revere my name ; 

Jjdy Ton lhall cife attiime his potent darts, 
Tw^ng gpes thehow ! my girls,ha ve at your heartsi 
The mufes anfwer'd — ^Veims, we deride 
TIhs vagrant's tnahe^, and his mother's pride. 


Send him to nymphs who fleep in Ida's (hade, 
To the loofe dance and wanton mafqucradc : 
Our thoughts are fettled, and intent our look 
On the infti*uftive verfc and moral book ; 

On female idlencfs his pow’r relies. 

But when he finds us ftudying hard he flies. 


By Aaron Hill. 



The balhful ft ream hath feen its God and blufli’d. 


By Aaron Hill. 
^ENDER-liandcd ftroke a nettle, 

^ And it ft ngs you for your pains ; 
Grafp it like a ma:i of mettle. 

And it foft as fdk remains. 

*Tis the fame with common natures : 

Uic ’em kindly, they rebel; 

But, be rough as nutrneg-graters. 

And the rogues obey you well. 


Upon the Bujls of the F.nglijh IVorthies at Stow. 

Lord Clare, 

A MONCi thefe chiefs of Britifli race, 

^ Who live in breathing ttone, . ^ 

Why h.is n(‘t Cobliam’s butt a plai^ } 

—The ftruclure was his own. 


By Pope. 

^RKAT Villcrs’ fate fage Cutler could forefee; 
And well, he thought, advis’d him — “ Live 
“ like me." 

As w^ell his Grace replied — “ Like you, Sir John ! 
“ That 1 can do when all I have is gone." 


The Giant angling. / 

TTlS angle-rod made of a fturdy oak, / 

“ His line a cable, which in ftorms ne’er broke; 
His hook he baited with a dragon’s tail, 

And fat upon a rock, and bobb’d for w hale. 

r YE on ! while my revenge lhall be 
^ To fpcak the very truth of thee. 


On Michael Angelo's famous Piece of the Crucifixion^ 
who fta/jb'd a Perfon that be might do it more 
naturally. * Dr. Young. 

f^HILST his Redeemer on the canvas dies, 
Stabb’d at his feet his brother wclt’iing lies : 
The daring actift, cruelly ferene, « 

View's the pale cheek, and the dlttoitcd mien ; 

He drains off* life by drops ; and, deaf to cries« ^ 
Examines cv’ry fpirit as it flies ; 

He ftudies torment, diveir in mortal woe. 

To roufe up ev'ry pang repeats the blow ; 

Each 








Bi>oK V, 


£ P I G R A M S, &c. 


m 


Each rifing agony, caph dreadful grace, 

Yet warm tranfplanting to his Saviour's face. 

C) glorious theft ! O nobly wicked draught t 
With its full charge of death each feature fraught ! 
Such wondrous force the magic colours boail,’ 
From his own Ikill he ftarrs in horror loft. 


0 » the Death of a Lady's Cat. Harrison. 
A ND is Mifs Tabby from the world retir'd ? 

An'd are her lives, all h^r nine lives, expir’d > 
What iounds fo moving, as her own, can tell 
How Tabby died, how full of play Ihc fell ? * 

Begin, ye lunrtul nine, a mournful ftrife, 

And cv’ry mufe lliall cclchratc a life. 

A Rerei/>t for Courtjhi^. SwiPT. 

WO or three dears, and two or three fweets ; 
Two or three Lulls, and two oi three treats ; 
Two or r!inx; ferenydes, given as a hire ; 

Two cr three oivi'.s how much they endure; 

Tu o or thi 
Two or thre 
Tw’o or three 

Two or three ticki r two or three times ; 
Two or three love-letters writ all in rhymes : 
Two or three months keeping ftrnfi to tliefe rules 
Can never fail inekiiig a couple of fools. 


ree now muen tnvy cnciurc ; 

ice oiLihiges lent in nee .l.iy ; I 
ree times ltd ( Ut from the play; > 
rec loft fpeeelus made by the w'ay ; J 


face, Flippanta, you difgnirc 
* With paflhcs numerous as Argus’ eyes; 

I own that patching ’s recjuiiuc for vou, 

For more we ’re pleas'd the ^efs your face we view*: 
Yet 1 advifv, fincc my advice you alk, 

Wear but one patch, and be that patch a mailt. 


Infriipdon for a Baft of Lady Suffolk in a Wood. 
T iKR wit and beauty for a court v/as made. 
Her truth and goodnclL tit her for a Ihadc, 


By Lady M. W. Montague. 

*^7 HI LST thirft ofpraife and vain dcfircof fame, 
In ev ry age, is cv’ry woman’s aim ; 

XVith courtlhip pleas’d, of filly loaders proud, 
Fpi^ of a tram, and hajjpy in a crowd ; 

Osfech poor fool beftowing fomc kind glance, 
'E«lWxonqucft owing to foine loofc advance ; 
While vain coquets afteft to be purfued, 

And think they’re virtuous, if net ^ofsly lewd ; 
Lftt this great maxim be my virtue’s guide — "J 
111 11^1 Jir jiiln hfim that has been tried ; > 

'rAewincs too near, that comes to be denied, J 


To Mr. Addifon^ on bi^ragedy of Cafo^ 

T he mind to virtue is by Veife fubdued. 

And the true poet is a public good. 

This Bri^pin feels ; while, by your lines infpir'd, 
Her free-born Tons to glorious thoughts are fir'd, 
^nwkomc had you efpous’d the vanquifh'd caufe, 
Lfflam'd her fenatc, and upheld her laws, 
pour manly feenes had liberty reftor'd, 
jPmd the juft fuepefs to Cato’s fword. 


O’er Caefar's arms your genius had prevail'd ; 
And the mule triumph’d where the patriot fail'd. 

^OM's coach and fix!— whither in fuch haftf 
^ going ? 

But a ihorc journey — to his own undoing. 


Jealoufy. 

'T'O Bedlam with liim : is he found in mind, 

^ Who ftill is feeking what he would not find? 


R, lays 


Leonard Welstead. 

T OWE, fays Thomas, much to Peter’s care; 

Once only fecn, he chofc me for his heir. 
TruCjThomas; hence your fortu nes take theirrife: 
His heir you were not, had he fecn you twice. 


By Dr. Kbnrick. 

'X'HE great, gixjd man, whom Portune will dif- 
place, 

May into fc.ucenefs fall, but not difgrace. 

His facred perlon none will dare profane; 

Ifc may be poor, but never can be mean. 

He holds his value with the wife and good, 

And proftratc feems as great as when he flood. 
Go ruin'd temples holy awe dilpcnfe. 

They lole their height, but Lc. p their reverence; 
The pious* crowd tlic piles tho*’ fallen deplore, 
And wh'at they fail to raife they ftill adore. 


PlBrix Caufa Diis placuit, fed viffa Cutom. ^ 
G. Step NET. 

''pHP' gods and Cato did in this divide— 

They chofe the conq’iing, he the conquer'd 
fide. 


By Dean SvviFT. 

beat your pate, and fancy wit will come: 
^ Knock as }ou will, there’s nobody at home. 


A Floiver by Vareifl. Prior. 
yn^HEN fam’d Varclft this little wonder drew. 
Flora vouchfaf ’d the growing work to view. 
Finding the painter's fcicncc at a ftand, 

The Goddels fnatch’d the pencil from his hand ; 
And finifhing the piece, (he linilmg faid : 

Behold one work of mine that ne’er fhall fade. 


By Sir Sam. Garth. 

OAN you count the filver lights 
^ That deck the Ikies, and cheer the nights; 
Or the leaves that drew the vales. 

When groves are ftript by w inter gales : 

Or the drops that in the morn 
Hang with tranfparcnt pearl the thorn ; 

Or bridegroom’s joys, or mifer’s cares, 

Or gameftec’s oaths, or hermit’s prayers ; 

Or envy’s pangs, or love’s alarms, 

Or Maribro’s al^s, or Molly's charms ? 


ft* 
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]?/ Aaron Hill. 

TTOW is the world deceiv’d by noife and fliow! 

Alas ! how difT'rent, to pretend and know ! 
Like a poor highway brook, pretence runs loud : 
Buftling, but ihallow, dir^, weak, and proud. 
While like fome nobler iircam true knowledge 
glides, 

Silently ftrong, and its deep bottom hides. 


All this perform'd by Robert He wit ; 

What mortal elfc could e’er go through it } 


The Mifer's Feafi. 

TTlS chimney fmokes ! it is fome omen dire ! 
^ His neighbours are alarm’d; and cry out, Fire ! 


The Royal KnoUer. Sir Ch. Sedley. 

A h, happy people ! ye muft thrive, 

While thus the royal pair docs ftrivc 
Both to advance your glory ; 

While he by 's valour conquers France, 

She manufactures does advance, 

And makes thrcad*fringcs for ye. 

Bfcft we ! who from fuch queens arc freed, 
Who, by vain fuperftition led. 

Arc always telling beads : 

But here’s a queen now, thanks to God, 

Who, when fhe rides in coach abroad, 

Is always knotting threads. 

Then haftc, victorious NafTau, hafte ; 

And when thy fummer (how is paft, 

Let all thy trumpets found : 

The fringe which this campaign has wrought, 
Though ’t coft the nation fcarcc a groat. 

Thy conquefts will furround. 


Oa Sir Godfrey Knelled s paintings for the* Author t 
the Statues of Apollo^ V'enus^ and Her cules. 

Pope. 

AT God, what genius did the pencil move. 
When Kneller painted thefe > 

'T was friendfliip— warm as Phoebus, kind as Love, 
And (trong as Hercules. 


The Duke of Cb^—s, Swift. 

J AMES B— s was the Dean’s familiar friend ; 
J ames grows a Duke ; their friendlhip here mul^ 
end. 

Surely the Dean deferves a fore rebuke, 

From knowing James, to fay he knows a duke. 


The Dohfor and the Patient, 
gLEPT you well? “Very well,” My draught 

“ It did no harm : for yonder it hatjfi 


What'll Honour? 

N ot to be captious, not unjuftly fight ; 

’Tis to confefs what’s wrong, and do what’s 
right. 


J ACK his own merit fees. This gives him pride, 
That he fees more than all the world beiidc. 


By Prior. 

VES, cv'ry poet is a fool ; 

* By demonftration Ned can (hew it ; 
Happy, could Ned’s inverted rule 
Prove cv’ry fool to be a poet. 


Dean Swift's Curate, 

I MARCH'D three miles thro’ fcorching fand. 
With zeal in heart, and notes in hand ; 

I rode four more to great St. Mary; 

Ufing four legs, when two were weary. 

To three fair virgins I did tie men, 

Jn the clofe bands of pleafing Hymen ; 

] dipt two babes in holy water, 

And purified their mothers after. 

Within an hour and eke an half, 

I preach’d three congregations deaf, 

While thund’ring out with lungs long-^windcd, 
X chopt fo fad, that few there minded. 

My i^mblcm, the laborious fun, 

Saw ali theCe labours done, > 

^pfoce one race of his was run ; J 


f^ctfes occajioned by Mr, Aikmans Death. 

Thomson. 

A S thofe wc love decay, we die in part, 

^ String after ftrine is fever’d from the heart ; 
Till loofen'd life, at Taft but breathing clay, 
Without one pang is glad to fall aw'ay. 

Unhappy he who lateft feels the blow, 

Whofe eyes have wept o’er cv*ry friend laid low, 
Dragg'd ling'ring on from partial death to death. 
Till, dying, all he can refign is breath. 


To the Reverend Mr, Murdoch^ Reiior of Strode 
diyha/l, in Suffolk, Thomson. 

^HUS fafely low, my friend, thou canft not fall; 

Here rei^s a deep tranquillity o’er all ; 

No noife, no care, no vanity, no ftrife ; 

Men, woods, and fields, all breathe untroubled lifiS 
Then keep each paifion down, however dear; 
Trull me, the tender arc the moft fevcrc. • 
Guard, while 'tis thine, thy . 

And alk no joy but that of virtuous peace ; 

That bids defiance to the dorms of fate : 

High blid is only for C higher date. 


The Power of Time, Swift. 

TF neither brafs nor marble can withdafld 
■*' The mortal force of Time’s dedruClive hand : 

If mountains fink to vales, if cities die, \ 
And Icfs’mng rivers mourn their fountains dry-V 
When my old caffock, faid a Welch divine, 1 
Is out at elbows, why iliould I repine ? \ 

Fp/^ram. 


Boor Y , .•> 
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Epigram fy Dr. Doddridgb» on bis MottOy 

sum vlvlmiut vivamus. 

L ive while you live, the Epicure will fay. 
And take the pleafure of the prefent day : 
Live while you live, the facred preacher cries. 
And give to God each moment as it dies. 

Lord, in my view let both united be I 
J live in pleafure, when I live to Thee, 

On the publication of Mr^T Rowe's Poems, JTnee 
her Death, 

^HUS Ph^omcla fung, on earth detain’d, 

While cumb'rous clay the riftng fqul re- 
• drain’d ; 

Now the freed fpirit, with th* angelic choir. 

In fields of light attunes th’ immortal lyre. 

And hymns her God in drains more loft, more 
drong— 

There only could die learn a loftier fong. 


Loid Lansdow ne. 

B elieve me, Chloe, thofc perfumes, that cod 
Such fums to fweeten thee, is treafure lod i 
Not all Arabia would fudicient be ; 

Thou fmcird not of thy fweets, they dink of thee 

By Prior. 

toTHENiJopcwell thought fit from the world 
% retreat, 

As full of Qiampaigne as an egg’s full of meat: 
He wak'd in the boat, and to Charon he faid. 

He would be row’d back, for he was not yet dead, 
Trim the boat, and fit <jukjt, dern Charon replied ; 
you may have forgot, you was drunk when you 
died. 


B' 


lEUTUS iinmov’d heard how his Portia fell. 
Should Jack’s wife die, he would behave as 
well, 


Both gifts dedru£tive to the givers prove* 
Alike both lovers fall>y thofc they love: 

Yet guiltlefs too this bright dedroyer lives, 
At random wounds, nor knows the wound 
gives : 

She views the dory with attentive eyes. 

And pities Procris, while her lover dies, 

^NE day in Chelfea meadows walkingi 
^ Of poetry and fuch things talking, 

Says Ralph, a merry w^-« 

An epigram, if fmart and good, 

In all its circumdanccs (hould 
Be like a jclly>bag. 

Your fimilc, I own, is new ; 

But how wilt make it out ? fays Hugh. 

Quoth Ralph, I’ll tell thee, mend 6 
Make It at top both wide, and fit 
To hold a budget full of wit. 

And point it at the end. 

* 

Jfy Mrs, PlLKlNGTON'. 
qTELLA and Flavia ev’ry hour 
^ Unnumber’d hearts furprife; 

In Stella’s foul lies all her pow'r. 

And Flavia’s in her eyes. 

More boundlefs Flavia's conqueds are^ 

And Stella’s more confin’d ; 

All can difeern a face that's fair. 

But few a lovely mind. 

Stella like Britain^ monarch reigns 
O’er cultivated lands ; 

Like Eadcrn tyrants Flavia deigns 
To rule o’er barren fands. 

Then boad, fair Flavia, boad your face. 
Your beauty’s only dorc ; 

Each day that makes thy charms decreafe 
Will give to Stella moic. 


By Dean SwipT. 

D eaf, giddy, helplcfs, left alone, 

To all my friends a burthen grown i 
No more I hear my church’s bell 
Than if it rang out for my knell ; 

At thunder now no more I dart 
(Than at the rumbling of a cart : 

Nay, what's incredible, alack ! 

\ hardly hear a woman’s clack. 

On a Fan which bore the Stoiy of (kphedus and 
Procris, with this Motto, “ Aura *veni,*' 

* Pope, 

^OM£« gentle air, th* .^lian fhepherd faid, 
^ While Procris panted in the fecrct fhadc ; 
Come, gentle air, the fairer Pdia cries, 

Wlule at her feet her fwain expiring lies : 

" ! the glad gales o’er all her beauties dray, 

, Breathe pn her lips, and in her bofom play j 
, ^ JDclia's hand this toy is fatal found, 

^ j could that fabled dart iporc futely wound 


To Mr, Pope, on his Dunciad. 

'T'HE raven, rook, and pert jackdaw, 

Tho’ neither birds of moral kind. 

Yet ferve, if bang’d, or duff’d with draw. 

To ihew us which way blows the wind^ 

Thus dirty knaves, or chatt’ring fools. 

Strung up by dozens in thy lay, 

Teach more by half than Dennis’ rules. 

And point indru£tion ev’ry way. . 

With Egypt’s art thy pen may drive. 

One potent drop let this but (hed. 

And ev’ry rogue that dunk alive 
Becomes a precious mummy dead. 

•y^REASON does never profper: what's th« 
* reafon ? 

Why, when it profpers, none dare call it treafinu 

y»URIO’s rich fideboard feldom fees the light, 
^ Clean is his kitchen, and hisfpits are bright St 
His knives and forks, all rang’d in even rows, 
No hand moleds, no fervants difeompofe : 

A curious jack, hung up to pleafe the eye, 

For ever dill, whofe ByerS'^aever Byji 

wi 
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His plates, imrullicd, fhining on the fliclf ; 
For Curio dreifes nothing hut himfelf. 

Oh a Bee jVfitd in Honey, 
•pROM flow’r to flow’s-, with eager pains, 
^ Sec the blcil buly lab'rci fly ; 

When alt that ftom her toil flic gains. 

Is in the Iwccts flic hoards to die. 

''I'is thus, would man the truth believe, 
With life’s (oft ivveets, eacii favVitc joy : 
If we tafte wifely t'ty relieve, 

But, if wc plunge too deep, deftroy. 

On Mr, Pope's Death, 

A rise, ye ghmmtriiig ftars of wit ? 

For, lo ! tue Sun ot Verfe is fet. 


Dr. SwiFi. 

A S Thomas was cudgell’d one day by his wife, 
Ik took to his heels, ,md he ran for his life. 

Tom’s rhrfc deaitft fi lends came by in the 
ft^uahble, 

Andfcrc-i:'d idm at once fiom the (hrew and 
the rabble ; 

Then \ entii i \\ togi vc him feme wholefomc advice ; 

But Tom IS a u llow of honour fo nice. 

Toe pruiul to take couiiiel, too wife to take warn- 
ing, 

That he I’eiit to all three a challenge next morn- 
ing. 

He fljughtwith all three; thrice ventur’d his life ; 

Then went home, and was cudgell’d again by 
his wife. 


On Mr. Monument In U\'Jlminfter~ Abbey . 

S. V\T:sti 1;V. 

^^IHLST Butler, reedy wretch ! was yet alive. 
No gcn’roiis patron would a dinner give: 
See him, \v'iicn ftarvM to deatii, and tui n’d to duft, 
Prefented with a moi.umental bull ! 

The poet’s face is heie in emblem flievvn; 

He aflt'd for ’oread, and he receiv'd a ftonc. 


Infail^fion for a Fo’^iUvn aJorned Queen 

Anne^s and ih* Duke r,f Marlborough' s Statues^ 
and the chhf Riujcrs of the IFcnld round the 
V/ork, Prior. 

y R a(5tive flreams, w^hc>*c’er your waters flow, 
Lctdillant ermes, and fartheft nations know, 
What ye fiom Thames and Danube have been 
taught, 

How Anne commanded, andhowMalbroTought. 


By W. Congreve- 
cEE, fee, flic wakes, Sabina wakes* 

V' And now the fun begins to rile; 

JLefs glorious is the morn that breaks ' 

From his bright beams than Her bright cy<i. 
With light united, day they give, 

But dilT rent fates etc night fulfil \ 

How many by his warmth will live T 
llow many will hercoldncfs klUl 


T ET Blackmorc ftill, in good king Arthur’s 
^ vein. 

To FIcekno’s empire bis juft right maintain ; 
Let him his own to common fenfc oppofe, 

With praife and flander maul both friends and 
foes ; 

Let him great Dryden’s awful name profane, 
And learned Garth with envious pride dlfdainj: 
Let the quack fcribble any thing but bills, 

Ilis fatirc wounds not, but his phyfic kills. 

Mu 

By JosiAH Relph. 

Varus hates a thing that’s bafe ; 

I own indeed he’s got a knack 
Of flatt’ring people to their face. 

But fcorns to do 't behind their back. 


Under a Pibfure of Mr, Pov?ttz, LYTrEi.TON’. 
cue II is thy form, O Poyntz! but who lhali 
find 

A hand or colours to exprefs thy mind ? 

A mind unmov’d by ev'ry vulgar fear. 

In a falfc world that dares to be fincere : 

Wile w'ithout art, without ambition great; 

Tho’ firm, yet pliant ; aCtivc, tho* fedate ; 

With all the richeft ftores of learning fraught; 
Yet better ftill by native prudence taught ; 

That, fond tlie griefs of the diftrefs’d to heal. 
Can pity frailties it could never feel ; 

That, w'hen misfortune liied, ne’er foujfht 
What le£f, w'hat party, whether friSid or foe ; 
'fhat, fix’d on equal virtue’s temp’iMtc laws, 
Defpifcs calumny, and Ihuns applaufe ; 

That, to his own perfe^-lions fiugiy blind. 
Would for another think this praife defign’d. 


By JosiAH Rki.pu. 

\X7lIEN from her bofora Arria pull’d the 
blade, 

Thus to her lord the tender heroine faid : 

The wound I gave myfclf with eafe T bear, 

Alas I 1 die by that which kills uiy dear. 


The Commons' Pttition to King Charles the Second, 

Rochesier. 

iN all humility wt crave 

•*' Our fovcrctgn may be our flavc ; 

And humbly beg that he may be 
Betray’d by us moft loyally. 

And if he plcafe once to lay down 
His feepter, dignity, and ^ 

We’ll make him, tor the timb to comej.*"^*' 
The greateft prince in Chriftendom. 

7%e King*s Anfwer. 

CHARLES, at this time having no need. 
Thanks you as much as if he did. 


The Worm DoSor* J. Relph.. - 
■^AGUS advanc’d on high proclaims his Ikilf ** 

^ By cakes of wondrous, force tlie worms to^N 
kill; 

A fcorsih 
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A fcornful ear the wifer fort impart, 

And laugh at Vagus’s pretended art. 

But well can Vagus what he Loafts perform, 
For man (as Job has told us) is a worm. 


On Plutarch's Statue, From the Creek. 

Dryden. 

^^ISE,boneft Plutarch ! to thy dcathlcfs praife 
^ T 4 ie Ions of Rome this grateful ftatue i ailc : 
For why ? both Greece and Rome thy fame havi 
, iliar’d, 

Their heroes written, and their lives compar’d. 
But thou thyfelf couldft never write thy own; 
Their lives had parallels— but thine has none. 


On the Statue of N/ohe, From the Greek. 

^X'O ftonc the gods have chang’d her — ^but in 
vain : 

The fculptor’s art has made her breathe again. 




To a young Gentleman. 

TATURE has done her part; do thou but 
thine ; 

Learning and lenlc let decency refine. 

2'pr vain ,^plaufc tranTgrefs not virtue’s rules : 
A \ ‘;ty finder is the worft of fools. 




Ulyjfes' Do^. Pope. 


» 

lan, > 
aiii. J 


On Mrs. Barbien'i firfl Apkeca'ance on the Stc^e^ 
plcafure now fu.m Micolini’s tongue, 

In vain he ft rives to move <Js with his fong: 
On a fair Syren we have fix’d our clicicc, 

And w'aitwith longing cars for Harhierc’s voices 
VV'^hen, lo! the nymph by baihful awe betray’d. 
Her fault'nng tongue denies her looks its ai'd: 
But lb much innocence adorns her fears. 

And with fuch grace her modefiy Ihe wears. 

By her d border all her charms increafe. 

And, had fhe better lung, Ihc'd pleas’d us left. 

On the. Spedalor, 

TI^HEN 111 ft the TarLi to a mute was turn’d, 
(beat Britriin for lurccrifor’slilcncemoum’di 
Kohh’d of his Iprightly beams, llie wept the night. 
Till t^ie Spcdlator role, and blaz’d as b.ight. 

So the firft man the fun’s lirfi I’etting view’d. 
And figh'd till tikClirg day his jo>s renew’d 5 
Yet doubtful how that Iccond fun to name, 
Whctlier a blight lucctiV')r, or the fanie; 

Sovvc — but now f.orn this infienfe are freed; 
Since all agree wlio bi>ih witii judgment read, 
‘Tis the fame fun, ard dcci himlLlf fuccced, 


EN wife Ulyfles, from his native coaft 
Long kept by wars, and loiigby reinpefts toft, 
Arriv’d at laft, poor, old, difguis’d, alone, 

To all his friends, andev’n his c;ucen, unknown 
Chang’d as he was with age, and toils, and caics, 
Furrow’d his rcv’rend face, and white his hairs, 
In his own palace forc’d to afk his bread, 

Scorn’d by thofc flaves his former bounty fled; 
Forgot of all his own dome ft ic crew ; 

The faithful dog alone his mafter knew ! 

Unfed, unhous’d, negleftcd, on the clay. 

Like an old fervant, now cafhier'd he lay ; 

And, tho’ e’en then expiring on the plain, 
I'ouch’d with refentmeiit of ungrateful man; 
And longing to behold his ancient Lord again, 
tlim wlicn he faw — he rofe,and crawl’d to meet, 
’Twas all he could, and fawn’d, and kifs’d his 

-C»:^2 dbviAY ^tfmb^' : then, falling by his fide, 
Own’d his returning lord, look’d up, and died. 


To King Charles I. on his Navy. Waller . 

CJIOULD nature’s felf invade the world again 
^ And^o'er the centre fpread the liquid main, 
powV were fafe — and her dcftru6live hand 
J^ould but enlarge the bounds of thy command 
Thy dreadful fleet would ftyle thee Lord of all, 
And rife in triumph o’er the drowned ball, 

3 
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To the Lord Chum t llo) king ; allud ng /d Wj 
MottOy “ Labor tpfe voiuptM /” 

”XTS not ilu; fpknJour of the plUvC, 

The gilded coach, the purl*., the maco. 
And all the pompous train of ftatc, 

V\'ith crowds which at the levee vair, 

That make you happy, make viju great; 

But when mankind you drive to hlefs, 

VViili ah the talents you pc li’efs ; 

Vv’hen all the jovs yon can iVLeivc 
Flow from the benefits \oii gi’. c ; 

This takes the heart, tliis concjii* r» fpitc, 

And makes the hvav) burden iu;ht ; 

True pieafurc, rightly iiiuleillood, 

Is only labour to do govid. 


Written in it Lad'/ ^ Milton. Prior. 
ry ITH viiLue ftiong yf.urs had Eve been 
arn.’cl, 

(n vain the f.uit had blufli’d, or fi rpciit charm’d: 
Nor had our blil'h by penitence I ten bought — 
Nor had frail Adam fell — nor Milton wrote. 


,Fiom the t seek. Prior. 

p\EMOCRr rUS, deer droll ' revifit earth, 

^ And wnhourfoilii sgluithy heighten’dmirth: 
Sad Heraclitus, fcaious wreicJi ! return, 

In louder grief our gi eater tnine> to nmnm. 
Between you both, I unconcern’d ftand bv ; 

Hurt, can I laugh - and honeft, need 1 ciy ? 

A Character of an old Rake. 

O CORN’D by the wife, detefted by the good* 
Nor undcrilanding aught, nor underftood ^ 
Profane, oblcenc, loud, frivolous, and pert ; 
Proud without fpirit, vain witliout'delert; 
AfFedfing palfions vice has long fubdued ; 
Dcfperately gay, and im^tottiuly kwd ; 

, Aai, 
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And, as tb^ waak eompanions round thee fit, 
tor eminence in folly deem'd a wit. 

Dr. Ifynter to Dr^ Cheyn^^ on his Books in favour 
of a Fegetable Diet. 

^t^ELL me from whom, fat«headed ScQt^ 

Thou didft thy fyflem learn } 

From Hippocrate thou haft it not. 

Nor Celfus, nor Pitcairn. 

Suppofe we o\^7l that milk is good. 

And fay the fame of grafs ; 

The one for babes is only food. 

The ocher for an afs. 

Da6tor I one new prefeription try 
(A friend’s advice forgive) : 

Eat grafs, reduce thyfclf, and die *, 

Thy patients then may live. 


To a had Fidlfr, 

^LD Orpheus play’d fo well, he mov’d Old 
^ Nick, 

Whilft thou mov’ft nothing— but thy fiddle-ftick; 

On Sir John Vanbrugh's Device of a Uon and a 
Cock^ at Blenheim. 
tJ AD Marlb’rough’s troops in Gaul no better 
“ fought, 

Than Van, to grace lits fame, in itiarblc wrought, 
No more in arms than he in emblems (kill’d. 
The cock had drove the lion from the field. 


Dr. Cbeyney to Dr. IVynter. 

M y fyftem, do^W, is my own, 

No tutor I pretend ; 

My blunders hurt myfelf alone, 

But yours your deareft friend. 

Were you to milk and ftraw confin’d. 

Thrice happy might you be ; 

Perhaps you might regain your mind, 

And from your wit get free. 

1 can’t your kind prefeription try, 

But lieartily forgive ; 

*Tis natural you Ihould bid me die, 

That you yourfelf may live. 

On King William s Exploits during two Campaigns 
in Flanders. 

author furc muft take great pains, 

Who fairly writes his ftoiy, 

In which of thefc two laft campaigns 
He gain’d the greateft glory ; 

For, while that he march’d on to fight, 

Like hero, nothing fearing \ 

Namur was taken in his fight, 

And Mons within tiis hearing. 

A fmart Repartee. Swift. 

^RIES Sylviit to a reverend Dean, 

^ What rcafon can be given, 

Since marriage is a holy thing, 

That there arc none in heaven ? 

There are no women, he replied. 

She quick returns the jell — ^ 

Women there are, but I’m afraid 
They cannot find a prieft. 

On Glover's Leonidas being compared to Virgil. 
TjQJJ Ah t6 Virgin — it may, perhaps j 
^ But ihenj by Jove, *tis Dr. Trapp’s. 

On a bad Tranflation. 

UIS work now done, he’ll publiihit,no doubt} 
^ For iiirc 1 am that murder will come out. 


On the Bridge at Blenheim. Dr. Evans. 
nnHE lofty arch his high ambition (licws, 

^ The ftream an emblem of his bounty Hows. 

To a Lady. A. HlLL. 

tF fix’d on yours my cyfes in pray’r you fcc> 

^ You muft not call my zeal idolatry I ' 

For iince our Maker’s throne is placed fo high, 
That only in his works the God wc fpy. 

And what's moft bright moft gives him to our view^ 
1 look moft near him when I look on you. 

"The Antidote. 

t^HEN Lcfhia firft t faw, fo heavenly fair, . 

With eyes fo bright, and with thafawful afr; 
1 thought my heart, which durft folhigh alpire. 
As bold as his who fnatch’d celcftial fiic : 

But, foon as e’er the beauteous ideot fpokc. 

Forth from her coral lips fuch folly broke ; 

Like balm the tickling nonfenfe heal’d my wound, 
And what her cycscnriirall’d, her tongue unbound. 

The Female Prattler. 
pROM morn to night, from day to day* 

^ At all times, and in ev'ry place. 

You fcold, rej)cat, and fing and lay, 

Nor arc there hopes you’ll ever ceafe. 

Forbear, my Fannia } O, forbear^ 

If your own health or ours you prizes 
For all mankind that hear you, fwcar 
Your tongue’s more killing than your eyes. 
Your tongue’s a traitor to your face, 

Your fame’s by your own noife obfeur’d i 
All arc diftradlcd while they gaic. 

But, if they liften, they are cur'd; 

Your iilence would acquire y»»itrp:*jai fe ^ ^ 

Than all you fay, or all you write : 

One look ten thoufand charms ‘difplays ; 

Then hulli I — and lx.' an angel quite. 


The Avaro. 
'T'HUS to the mafter of a houfe^ 




* Which, like a church, WQuld ftarve a 
Which never gUeft had entertain’d, 

Nor meat nor wine its floors had ftainM^ \ 
I faid — sWell, Sir, *tis vaftly neat; 

But where d’ you drink, and where eat ? 
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If one may judge by rooms fo fine. 

It cofts you more' in mops than wine. 

Effe^ual Malice, 

all the pens which my poor rhymes moleft, 
^ Colin's the iharpeft, and fucceeds the beft } 
Others outrageous fcold, and rail downright 
With ferious rancour, and true Chriflian ipitc ; 
But he, more fiy, purfucs his fell defign — 
^Vrites fcoundrcl verfes, and then fays theyVe 
iriine. r • 


%n a Regiment fent to Oxford^ and a Prefent of] 
Books to Cantbridge^ by King George I. 1715. 

. By Dr. Tratp. 

king obferving, with judicious eyes, 

• The ftatc of both his univcrfitics, 

To one he fent a regiment 5 for why ? 

That learned body wanted loyalty. 

To ih’ other he fent books, as well difeeming 
How much that loyal body wanted learning. 
Anfivered by Sir William Brozune. 

THE king to Oxford fent his troop of horfe. 
For Tories own no argument but force ; 

With equal care to Cambridge books he font, 
h'or Whigs allow no force but argument. 

7 he Friendly Conteji. 

Cam and IQs their fad tribute bring 
Of rivaf grief, to weep their pious king, 
The bards of Ifis half had been forgot. 

Had not the fons of Cam in pity wrote ; 

From their learn 'd brothers they took off the curfo, 
And prov’d their verfe not bad— by writing worfe. 

Againjl Life. From the Greek of Pq/idippns. 
TyHAT tranquil road, unvex’d by Ihifc, 

Can mortals choofc thro’ human life ? 
Attend the courts, attend the bar — - 
There difeord reigns, and endlefs jar : 

At home the weary wretches find 
Severe difquictudc of mind : 

To till the fields gives toil and pain 5 

* Eternal terrors fweep the main : 

If rich, vve fear to lofe our ftorc ; 

Need and diftrefs await the poor : 

Sad ^airths the bands of Hymen give } 

Fnendiefsf forlorn, th’ unmarried live. 

Ai:% children born ? we anxious groan ; 

Childlcfs, our lack of heirs wc moan. 

Wifdj giddy feheme^our youth engage } 
Weakneff ervd wanl^Bl^rcfs old age. 

Would fate wifo my wiih comply, 

I'd never l ive, or quickly- dfo. 

For Life. • From the Greek tf Metrodorus. 
I^ANKJND may rove, unvexM by ftrife, 
iVl Tiii oVv'iy road of human life, 
f 9?£jWifdom regulates the bar, 

An<V{>cace concludes the woMy war f , 

At home aulpieious mnrtatls find 
Serene tranquillity of mind : 


All-beauteous nature decks the plain ; 

And merchants plough for gold the main : 
Refpedt arifos m>m our (lore ; 

Security from being poor : 

More joys the bands of Hymen glve^ 

Th' unmarried with more freedom live : 

If parents, our blefi lot wc own; 

Childlcfs, wc have no caufo to moan : 

Firm vigour crowns our youthful ftagej 
And venerable hairs old-age. ^ 

Since all is good, then who would cry, 

I'd never live, or quickly die ?*’ 

The Revenge of America. WahtoM. 
l^HEN Cortez* furious legions flew 
O’er ravag’d fields of rich Peru, 

Struck with his bleeding people’s woesy 
Old India’s awful genius rofo : 

He fat on Andes’ topmoft Hone, 

And heard a thoufand nations groan $ 

For grief his feathery crown he tore. 

To foe huge Plata foam with gore ; 

He broke his arrows, (lamp’d the ground. 

To view his cities fmoking round. 

What woes, he cried, hath lull of gold 
O’er my poor country widely roll'd ! 
Plund'rcrs, proceed ! niy bowels tear, * 

Hut ye (hall meet defirui^ion there. 

From the deep-vaulted mine (hall rile 
Th* inlatiate fiend, pale Avarice ; 

Whole fteps fliall trembling Jufiice fly. 

Peace, Order, I.aw, and Amity f 
I foe all Europe's children curfo 
With lucre's univerfal thirft : 

The rage that fweeps my fons away 
My baneful gold (hall well repay. 

Mutual Pity. 

^OM, ever jovial, ever gay, 

To appetite a (lave. 

Still whores and drinks his life away. 

And laughs to foe me grave. 

'Tis thus that we two difagrcc ; 

So dift’rent is our whim : 

The fellow fondly laughs at me, 

• While 1 could cry for him. 


Univerfal Complaifance. 

^HROUGH forvile flattery thou dofo all cobI' 
^ mend— 

Who cares to plcafo whom no man can oflcxid * 

Under the Statue of a Water Nymph^ at Stourheadp 
Somerfetjhire. From the Latin. Pope. 
YMPH of thegrot,thcfe ikered fprings I keep. 
And to the murmur of thefe watcis (Iccp: 
Ah, fpare my (lumbers ! gently tread the cave ; 
Or drmk in filence, or in lilcncc lave. 


On bis ozvn Grotto. PoPE. 

'T^HOU who (halt (lop where Thames* tranf- 
* lucent wave 

Shines a broad mirror thro’ the ihadowy cave % 

Where 


.0 
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Where ling’ring drops from mineral roofs diftil, 
And pointed cryllals break the fparkling rill ; 
Unpolilli d gems no ray on pride bedow, 

And latent metals inuoccmly glow ; 

Approach ! great Nature Ihulioully behold ! 

And eye the mine without a wifli for gold. 
Apl?roach, but awful ! — lo th* Kgerian grot, 

^ Where, nobly pcnfivc, St.John lat and thought; 
'Where Briiifh fighs from dying Wyndham dole, 
And the bright flame was fliot thro’ Marchmont’s 
Ibui: . 

Let fuch, fuch only, tread this facred floor, 

Who dare to love their country^ and be poor. 

A prudsnt Choice, 

Lovclefs married Lady Jenny, 

Whofc beauty was die ready penny j 
1 chofc her, fays he, like old plate, 

Not for the falhioii, but the weight. 

On a great Houfe iutorned loitb Statues, 
rpHE wails arc thick, the fervants thin ; 

Tltc gods without, the devil within. 

On a hajiy Marriage, 

I^ARRIED ! ’tis well ! a mighty blelTing ! 

But poor's the joy, no coirvpoffcflTmg. 

In ancient times, when folk did wed, 

*Twas to be one at “ board and bed.*’ 

But hard’s his cafe, who can*t afford 
His charmer either bed or board. 


The Ih'cttriou^, 

^HREE years in l^mdoii Bobadil had been, 
Yet not the lions noi the tombs had feen ; 

I cannot tell the caufc vyithout a Ihiile — 

The rogue had been in Newgate all the while. 

To a Spendthrift dijinherited, 

TTlS whole eftate thy father, by his will, 

^ Gave to the poor— tliou haft good title ftill. 

On a pale Lady, 

hence comes it that, in Clara’s face, 

The lily only has a place ? 

Is it, that the abfent rofe ' 

Is gone to paint her hufband’s nofe } 

The Mujical Contefl, SwiFT. 

COME fay that Signior Bononcini, 

^ Compar’d to Handel, 's a mere ninny ; 

Others aver that to him Handel 
Is fcarcely fit to hold a candle. 

Strange ! that fuch difference Ihould be 
*Twuct Tweedledum and Tweedledee ! 

The H^py Pbyfi^nomy, 
why Koome diverts you with his 
* jokes, 

Yet, if he prints, is dull as other folks ? 

You wonder at it I —This, Sir, ii the cafe : 

The jeft is loft'— Unlefs he prints his face. 


On feeing a Mifer at a Concert in Spring^Gardeni 
I^USIC has charms to foothe a favage breaft. 
To calm the tyrant, and relieve th* oppreft; 
But Vauxhall concert's more attradfcivc pow’r 
Unlock’d Sir Richard’s pocket at threcfcore : 

O ftrange effeft of mufic’s rpatchlefs force, 

T* extradl two Ihillings from a mifer’s purfe \ 

On certain Pqflorals, 

OO rude and tunelefs arc thy lays, 

The weary audience vow, 

’Tis not th* Arcadian Twain t’uat fings. 

But ’tis his herds that lowe. 

tmmmt i 

On a Gentleman •zuho expended bis Fortune ift 
Ilofe* Racing, 

J OHN run fo long, and run fo fall, 

No wonder he run out at laft ; 

He ran in debt ; and then, to p iy. 

He diftanc’d all— and ran away. 

On ibc Collar o f a Dog prefcnlcd by Mr, Pope i(t 
the Pit nee of IVales, 

T AM his Highnefs’ dog at Kew ; 

Pray tell me, Sir, wliofe dog arc you } 

From the GruJ^, 

A Blooming youth lies buried here, 
Euphemius, to his* country dear : 

Nature adorn’d hi‘> mind and face ' . * 

With cv’ry mufe and ev’ry grace : . • 

Prepar’d the marriage ftarc lo prove, 

But Death liad quicker wings than Love. 

On Sophocles, 

^IND, gentle evergreen, to' form a fliadc 
Around the tomb where Sophocles is laid j 
Sweet ivy, wind thy boughs, and intertwine 
With blulliing rofes and the cluft’ring vine : 
Thus will thy latting leaves, with beauties hung, 
Prove grateful emblems of i lie lays he fung: 
Whofc loul, exalted like a god of wit, 

Among the mufes and the graces writ. 

On the Countefs Dowager of Pembroke, 

JONSOK. 

rjNDERNEATH this fable hcarfe 
^ Lies the fubje£l of all vcrie, 

Sydney’s After, Pembroke’s mother; 

Death, ere thou haft flain another, ' 

Fair, and wife, and good as Ihe, 

Time fliall throw hie dart at thee. 

By Ben Jon^on. 

rjNDERNEATH this lf6nc dotlulic* 

^ As much virtue -as coul^ aid- 
Which, when alive, did vigour give 
To as much beauty as could li^c ; 

If (he had a Angle fault, 

Leave it buried in this vault. • , 

Intended for JOryden, * 

^HIS Sheffield raised. The facred dull b$ibw 
Was Dryden once : the reft who does not 
know ? ’ 


• Author of a pa|^r ailed Pif^uin reSeain, on Mr, Po,c, Ac. 


On 
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Oa ^£r, Jlowe. . Pope. 
reliques, Uowff I to this fad farine we truft, 
^ And near thy Shakrpeate place thy honour^^d 
buft. ' 

O ! next hiip, (kiU'd to draw the tender tear. 

For never heart felt palhoo more (incere i 
To nobler fentitnents to fire th^ brave, 

For never Briton more difdainM a (lave. 

te to t!hy gentle (hade, and endlefs reft; 

I io thy genius, in thy love too blefs'd ! 

• Andbkls’d, thaJjHimely fronl ourfccne rcmcA-'d, 
Thy foul lin joys the liberty it lovM, 

. Oft Mr. Fenton. Pope. 

•^HTS modeft ftonc, what few vain marbles can, 
• * ^May truly fay, “ Here lies an honeft man:'* 
A poet, bleisM beyond the poet's fate, 

Whom Heavenkcptfacredfrom the proud and ^eat. 
Foe to loud praife, and friend to learned cafe. 
Content with fcicnce in the vale of peace, 

Calmly he look'd on eitlver life, and here 
Saw nothing to regret,- or there to .fear; 

From nature's tempVafe feaft rofe ifatisfied, 
Thank'd Heav'nthat hehad liv'd, and that he died. 


On Mr. Gcff. 


*PopE. 


manners gentle, of affections mild; 

In wit a man, fimplicity a child,; 

With native humour tempering virtuous ragCi 
Form’d to delight at once and lafh the age : 
Above temptation in a low eftate, 

And uncorrupted ci?*n among the great : 

A fafe companion, and an eaty friend, 
Unblam'd thro* life, lamented in his end. 
Thefc arc thv honours I not that here thy buft 
Is mix’d witn heroes, or with kings thy dUft; 
But that the worthy and the good (half fay, 
Striking their pen five bofoms— -Here lies Gay. 


H 


On Tom DWrfej^ * 

ERE lies the Lyric, who, with tale and fong. 
Did life to thrcefcore years and ten pixilong: 
His tale was pleafant, and his fong was fweet; 
His heart was cheerful — but his thirft was great. 
•5 rieve, reader ! grieve, that he, too loon growm old, 
His fong has ended, and his tale has told. 

0 A^m H/Ily Efq. . S. RrawHtosoN. 
noble thoughts wjilflanguagc pure 
I unite, r ■ 

TjiJjjjivc t yki jtdrcd eitcellence its right, 
^TnoTjnincmber^ wfch the clogs of rhyme; 
Where tinklil^fouads for want of meaning chime*. 
Which, like me nlCk^a Shfinrictofs midway 
• ^y-^mrleV • " 

Divide the mfe, and intefrupt ijcs foree; 

Well may^ judge fo ftipng and clear a rill 
FlowyMgner from the juufes* (hcred 


9^0 me 'tis given to die, to thee 'tit gjivexl ^ 
^ T# live; alas! one momentf|^ us even; I 
Mark hew impattial is the' driH W ^ 


m Urn of lord Corkds 
* moiy^of 'the Dog Hector. 

CTRANOER, beholdthe mighty HeClor'stomb!; 
^ Seel to what end both dogs and heroes come. 
Thele are the honours by his mafter paid 
To HeCtor*s manes and lamented (hade : 

Nor words nor honourt can enough commend 
The focial dog— 4)ay -more, the fiiithfal friend ( " 
Prom nature ail his principles, he drew ; 

By nature faithful, vigilant, and true; 

His looks and voice 'his inward thoughts ex« 
prefs'd; 

He pprowl’d in .anger, and in love earefs'd. 

No human (alfehm iurk'id beneath his* heart ; ' 
Brave without boafting, gen'toud . without ^art. * 
When He£lor's virtues "man, 'proud man, di|w 
plays, 

Truth mall adorn his tomb with HeAor's prailef 
On a Pari/h Qkrki 

ejERE lies, within his tomb, fo calm, 

^ Old Giles : pray Ibund his knel^; 

Who thought no fong was like a plalm. 

No mufic like a' bell. 


On an old Wman who fold Pots ai CbejU^M 

B eneath this ftonc ties Cath'rine Gray# ' 
Chang’d to a Jifelefs lump of clay : 

By earth and clay Ihe got her pelf, 

Yet now ftie*s turn’d to earth herielf. 

Ye weeping friends, let me advife, 

Abate your grief, and diy your eyes; 

For what avails a flood of tears ^ . 

Who knows but inr a run of years, 

In fome tall pitcher, or broad pah, 

She in her ihop may be agatn ? 

To the Pye-houfe Memory of Nell Batcbelbwr^ ihi 
Oxford Pye^wman^ 

TJERE^ into the duft, 

“ The mouldering cruft 
Of Elenor Batchelour's (hoven ; - 
Well vers’d in the arts 
* Of pies, cuftards, and tarts, 

And the lucrative (kill of the oyeni# 

When (he'd liv'd lon£ enough, 

She made*her laft puffi- 
A puff by her hnftand much prais'd s 
Now here flic noth Ire, / 

And makes a dirt-pie, 

In hopes that her ertift ihall be rais'd^ 

On Sir John Fanbrugb^ the Port and Architi^* 

r lE heavy Oh hinii eUth ! for he 

Laid man 


Laid inany a heaHload on thed. 

P^bmousFam^'" 

A Monfter, iti acourfe of Vice grown oU, 
Leaves to his gaping bieli^ his ill ^in'd goU ; 
Now breathes his buft, lidw are his virtues l&virr# 
Theix we eommencmg with the fculptur'dftm. 
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If on his fpecioQS marble we rely, 

Pity a worth like his fhould ever die f 
If credit to his real life we givd, 
pity a wretch like him fhould ever live I 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 

From CowLEYrf 

TJERE lies the great— Falfe marble,. tell 
^ where. 

Nothing but poor and fordid duft lies here. 


On the Hon, Simon Harcourt, 


this fad flirine; whoe’er thou art, draw near: 
^ Here lies the friend moft lov’d, the fon moft 
dear; 

Who ne’er knew joy, but fricndfhip might divide, 
Or gave his fiither grief— but when he died. * 
tiow vain is reafbn, eloquence how weak ! 

If Pope muft tell what Harcourt cannot fpcak : 
"Yet let thy oncc-Iov’d friend inlcribc thy (lone, 
And with a father’s foriow mix his own ! 

On Oc?teral IFilbers. PoPB. 

U ERE, Withers, reft ! thou braved, - gentled 
mind, 

Thy country’s friend, but more of human-kind! 
O born to arms 1 O worth in youth approv’d f 
O foft humanity, in age bclov’d ! 

For thee the hardy vet’ran drops a tear, 

And the gay courtier feels the dgh liiiccre. 

Withers," adieu ! yet not with thee remove 
Thy martial fpirit, or thy focial love ! 

Amidd corruption, luxury, and rage, 

Still leave fomc ancient virtues to our age; ” 
Nor let us fay, thofe Englilh glories gone. 

The lad true firiton lies beneath this done. 


On Mr, Craigs, Pope. 

S tatesman, yet friend to truth! of foul 
fincerc, 

In a£lion faithful, and in honour clear I 
Who broke no promife, ferv’d no private end ; 
Who gain’d no title, and who lod no friend ! 
Ennobled by himfclf, by all approv’d, 

Prais’d, wept, and honour’d — the mufc he lov’d. 

On Sir Ifaac Newton, 

A PPROACH, ye wife of foul, with awe di- 
vine, 

*Tis Newton’s name that confccrates this fhrinel 
That fun of knowledge, whofl* meridian ray 
Kindled the gloom Denature into day I 
That foul of fcience, that unbounded mind. 

That genius which ennobled human kind ! 
-Confefs’d fupreme of men, hi^countiy’s pride ; 
And half cUcem’d an angel— till lie died : 

Who in the eye of Heaven like Enoch flood. 
And thro’ the paths of knowledge walk’d with 
God: 

Wbofe fame extends, a Tea without a (bore ? 
Who but foribok one wqild to know the laws of 


On a young Lady, MaLlet. 

npHIS humble grave tho* no proud druflurlf 
* grace, 

Yet truth and gogdjticfs fandlify the place : 

Yet blafhelcfs virtue, that adp^fd thy bloomy 
Lamented maid ! now wcej^upon thy tomb : 
Kfcap’d from death, O fafe on rhat'calm (hore, 
Where (in, and pain, and paflion are no more ! 
What never wealth could buy, nor pow'r decree^ 
Regard and pity wait finccre on thee ! 

Lof (<)ft remembrance drops-a pious tear. 

And holy fricndfhip fits a mourner here, 

On Mr, Aikman and bis Son, Mallet* 

T\E AR to the wife and good, beneath this (lone 
^ Here (leep in peace the father and the fon I 
By virtue, as by nature, clofe allied, 

1 he painter’s genius, but without the pride : 
Woith unambitious, wit afraid to fhinc, 

Honour’s clear light, and friend (hip’s warmth 
^ divine. 

The fon, fair-rifing, knew too fhort a date ! 

^ But O I how more fevtre the parent’s fate ! 

He faw him tom untimely from his fide. 

Felt all a father’s anguidi, wept, and died. 

On a young Lady, 

TTERE innocence and beauty lie, whofc breatH 
Was fnatch'd by early, not untimely, death. 
Hence did fhc go jud as fhe did begin 
Sorrow to know, before (he knew to (in. 

Death, that does (in and forrow thus prcvcnt> 

Is the next blcfling to a life well fpetit. 

On an Infant, 


On the fame: Pope, " 

N ature, and nature’s laws, lay hid in night; 

God faid, ** Let Newton and all was 
^ ... light. . ' 


IT'D the daik and lilcnt tomb 
^ Soon 1 hafted, from the womb; 
Scarce the dawn of life began, 

Ere 1 meafur’d out my fpan. 

I no fmiling pleafurcs knew ; 

I no gay dc%l«;48^gould view : 

Joylcfs fbjourncr wLt. 1 , 

Only bom to weep anu die.. 

Happy infant; early blcf^'d ! 

Reft, in peaceful ilumbtr reft 
Earljr refeued from the cfui* 5 f^’ 
Which increafe with'^wing yf^f . 

No delights arc worth thy ftay, • 
Smiling as they feem, and gay ; ^ 

Short and ftckly are they all. 

Hardly tailed ere they pall. 

All our gaieqr is vain, 

All our laughter is but psqn 
Lading only, divine, 

Is an inooctflOff ttiuie« 
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Another* 

toENE ATH a flceping infant lies 5 
" To earth her body’s lent : 

More elorious Ihc’ll hereafter rifc> 

1^0* not more innocent. 

When the archangel’s trump ihall bloW^ 
And fouls to bodies join, 

|4rl!'biis will wifh their lives below 
Had* been ^ (liort as thi^ ) 



• On Two Twin-Sifters* 

'^AIK marble, tell to future days. 

That here two virgin-fifters lie, 

Whofe life employ’d each tongue in praife^ 
Whofe death gave tears to ev’ry eye. 

In (laturc, beauty, years, and fame. 
Together as they grew, they Ihone ; 

So much alike, fo much the fame, 

That death miftook them both for one. 


To the * Memory of Mrs* Catharine ShuMurgh^ 
who (Ued at Baib^ March aa, 1764. 

R EMOV’D from all the pains and cares of 
life. 

Here refts the plcafing friend and faithful wife : 
ifriUnobled by the virtues of her mind : 

Condant to goodnefs, and in death refign^ : 
Who plac'd true pra£iicc in a wife retreat, 
Privately pious ; and unknown, tho’ great ; 

Sure, in the filcnt fabbath of the grave, 

To tafte that tranquil peace Ihe always gave. 

O early-loft, in virtue’s faired prime 1 
Thy pieties fupplied life’s want of time. 

No death is fudden to a foul prepar'd'—- 
When God’s own hour brings always God’s 
reward. 

Thy death (and fuch, O reader, wifh thy own ! ) 
Was free from terrors, and without a groan: 
Thy fpirit to himfelf th* Almighty drew. 

Mild as his fun exhales th’ afcending dew. 

'Epitaph on Mrs, Mafon, in :be Cathedral at Briftol, 

Mason. 

IT' AK^E, holy earth ! all that my foul holds dear: 

that bed gift, which Heay^n fo lately 

-rt BriflPs fount I borCj^iltS^rcmbling care, 
Her fndG|l form. She bowM to fade the wave— 
>oe^. yoidfa, does beauty read the line ? 

" Does I , :ib fear their breads alatm ? 

Speak ,'deaJ^^rA>i«h(^he a drain divine ; 

Ev’n from^J^igravc ttS^ fliak have power to 

Bid themj^chade, be innocent^ like thee : 

Bid djflimn duty’s fphere as meekly move: 
An<|^ fo^fair, from vanity as free, 

As'ftrm in fricndfhip, and as fond in love t 
^ell them, thp’ 'tis an awful thing to die, 

( ’Twas ev’n tothee) yet, thedread^path once trpd, 
its everlading portals'^ high, 

’ i pure iaheaitbehiold their God.’* 


Epitaph on Mifs Drummond^ in the Church of 
Brodfworihy Yorkjbire, * Mason. 

pjERK lleeps what once, was beauty, once waa 
-n grace; 

Grace, that with tendemefs and fepfe combin’d 
To form that harmony of foul and face, 

Where bqauty fhines the mirror of the mind. 
Such wa% the maid^ that in the morn of youth. 
In virgin innocence, in nature’s pride, 

Bled with each art that owes its charm to truth. 
Sunk in her father’s fond embrace, and died. 

He weeps : O venerate the holy tear 1 
Faith lends her aid tq eafe affliction's load ; 

The parent mourns his child upon the bier. 

The chridian yields an angel to his God* 


L^l 


Epitaph on Mrs. Clarke. GitAY. 

I where this filent marble weeps, 

A friend, a wife, a mother fleeps} 

A heart, within whofe facred cell 
The peaceful virtues lov’d to dwell*' 
Affeftion warm, and faith dnceic. 

And foft humanity were there, 
in agony, in death relign’d, 

She felt the wound (he led behind. 

Her infant image, here below, 

Sits fmiling on a father’s woe : 

Whom what awaits, while yet he drays 
Along the lonely vale of days > 

A pang to fccret forrow dear 5 
A-dgh, an unavailing tear, 

Till time Ilia II ev’ry grief remove, 

With life, with mem'ry, and with love. 


On General Wolfe : in the Church of Wefteram^ in 
Kent'-'-^oberc he was born, 1727. 

Y^HILE George in forrow bows his laurclPd 

.And bids the artid grace the foldicr dead— 

We raife no fculptur’d trophy to thy name. 
Brave youth ! the faired in the lids of fame. 
Proud of thy birth, we boad th’ aufpiciout 
• year; 

Struck with thy fall, we ihed the gen’ral tear : 
With humble grief inferibe one artlefs done-»« 
And from tby matchlefs honour date our owtt« 

The Prayer of a wife Heathen. 

OREAT Jove, this one petition grant; 

^ (Thou knowed bed what mortals want:) 
Aik’d or unaik’d, what’s good fupply ; 
hat’s evil— to our pray’rs deny 1 

To the Right Homfady G6— , 1 763. 

^HEK lovely Portia glitters at the play; 

Or, in her birth-night robes, outfliinet 
the day; 

From crowds didinguifh’d by her grace and air, 
Portia.the foired feems, where all are 

X a . AiemdUng 
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A kindling {^(Hen €v'rv brcaft alarms, 

Each tongue proclaims the triumph of her charms. 

But when, retir’d amidft their rural bow’rs, 
She cheers th’ illuftrious patriot’s calpicr hours; 
Or, fmiling, fits her infant tribe among, 

And guides to virtue’s paths the lilVning throng: 
Behold, amidfi thefe plcafing cares of lift, 

The tender mother, and th’ engaging idfe ? 
More juft applaufc thefe humbler viri Jes lhare, 
And Portia (hines — as good as ftie is fair. 


Aft IncUknl in High Life,'' 

rpHE Bucks had din'd, and deep in council (at 
Their wine was brilliant — but their wit grew 
fiat: 

Up ftarts his lordfhip, to the window flies, 

And lo ! “ A race ! a race !’* in rapture cries : 
Where ?’* qUOtU Sir john: Why, fee! two 
« drops of rain 

•• Start from the fummit of the cryftal pane : 

A thoufand pounds I which drop with nimblcft 
force 

♦* Performs its current down the flippery courfc !” 
The betts were fix'd; the dire fufpenfe they 
wait 

For victory, pendant on the nod of fate. 

Now down the fa(h, unconfeious of the pritc, 
The bubbles roll — ^like pearls from Chloc’s 
.eyes. 

But afi ! the glittering Joys of life arc (hortf — 
How oft two joftling ftccds have fpoil'd the fport! 
Lo ! thus attraction, by coercive laws, 

Th’ approaching drrms into one bubble draws. 
Each curs’d his fate, that thus their project 
crofs’d ; 

How hard their lot, wIk) neither won nor loft ! 


A** 


a weft-country mayor, with formal ad- 
drefs, 

Was making his fpccch to the haughty Queen 
Befs : 

The Spaniard,” quoth he, ** with inveterate 
fpleen 

« Has prefum’d to attack you, a poor virgih- 
queen ; ^ 

« But yourt fnajefty’s courage hat made h ap- 
«pear, 

^ That the don had ta’en the wrong fivf by the 


EXTRACTS, BookV. 

Oh a DiJpuU between Dr, Radcliffe and 
Godfrey Kneller^ ‘ 

ClR Godfrey and Kadcliffc had one common way 
Into one common garden— and each had a key. 
Quoth KnclIcT, “ ril certainly ftop up that door, 
“ If ever I find it unlock’d any more.*' 

“ Your threats,” repKcs: Radcliffc, “ difturb not 
“ my cafe ; 

“ And fo you don’t ptdnt it, e'en do whj< y'o^' 
pleafe.”* - 

“ You’re fmsrrt,” rejoins “ but, fay what 

“ you will, 

I ’ll take any thing from you — ^but potion or 
^The Empty Gtm, 

A S Dick and Tom in fierce difputc engage. 
And, face to facc^ the noify conteft wage ; 

“ Don't cock your cl/in at me,” Dick fmanly 
cries. [repliosu 

Fear not— his head’s not ebatg'd/^ a friend 


A Court A^ente, 

QLD South, a witty churchman reckon’d, 

^ Was preaching once to Charles the Second, 

But much too ferknis for 

Who at all preaching maMi ipore r 

He fuon perceiv’d hts auoHe nodi 

Deaf to the zealous mao c^^ckI. % 

"fhe doaorftoppM; began to calli 
« Fray ’wake the Earl of Lauderdale; 

« My lord ! why, 'tis a monftrous ihilig I • 
You fhota & lou(l-**ypa’U wake tbit 


To- 


OlVE me the thing that’s pretty, odd, and ncvri 
^ All ugly, old, odd things — I 1 


A/ 7 . Antiquay and F. R. S, 

, odd, and nc 
! leave to you. 

On ereHing a Monument to Sbakfpeare^ under the 
DirctVon oj Mr, PupCy Lord BmUngtofty fis’r. 

'T^O yark her Shakfpeare’s worth, and Brr- 
tain’s love, 

Let Pope dclign, and Burlington approve : 
Superfluous care I When diftant times ftiall view 
Tins tomb grown old - -his works fliali ftill 
new. 


( 


On Mr. Nayb*s Picture at full Lengthy between- 
the Bujfs of Sir Ifaac Newton and Mr, Pape, 
at Bath. Chest ER fifcLif. 

•T^HE old Egyptians hid their wit 
•*' In hieroglyphic drefs, 

To give men pains in fearchof it, 

And plcafe themfeivcs with gue&. 

Moderns, to hit the fclf-fame patfi, 

And excrcife their p^rts, 

Place figures in a room at Bath l 
Forgive them, God of Ana I 

Newton, if l^an judge aright^ 

, All \v cxprels ; 

His knowledge giYgjKiiankind dclighu 
Adds to their happm:fs. ^ t 

Pope h Ae emblem of truc^Wit, ^ 

The funihine of die mind | /. * 

Read o’er his works in fewlrot 
Y^ou’ll endtefs pleafwtO^. 

Na(h reprefents man in the mafs^ 

Made up of wrong and rights ^ \ 
Sometimes a king, fometjuics an al^ a 
^ Now blunt, and now polite, • 

The pi^re plac’d the buds bcjwecif|. 

Adds to the thought much 
Wifdom and Wit are little feea,^ \ 

Eui f oUy’f aa fhll length. t 
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^he following Lines were banded, up to a beau- 
jiful young Lady was 'attending the Trial 
of C/thiinals at the AJ/ixes in Storey. 

ytl HILST petty offences and fcionics fmart, 

Is there no jurirdidion for ftcaling one’s 
h#art ? 

You, fair one, will fmilc, and cry, « Laws, 1 
«» defy youj” 

A.fP’r'd that no peers can be fummonM to try you. 
jSuttfiyil^jiGt that paltry defend will Iccunc yc ; 
For theViufes'Jhd graces wilfmft ma' 




I jud make a jury. 


The iifopfical Man. 


Taylor. 


je, T 

too, f 
gone I 


A JOLLY , brave toper, who could not forbear, 

, ^ Though his life was in danger, old portend 
dale Jiccr, 

Cave the dodors the heating— but dill would 
drink on. 

Till the dropfy had fwoH’d him as big as a ton; 
The more he took phylic the worfe dill he grew, 
i\nd tapping was now the lad thing he could do. 
Affairs at this crids, and doctors come down. 

He began to conlider— rfo lent for his fon. 

Tom, fee by what courfes IVc ihorten’d my life, 
l*m leaving the world ere I’m forty and five; 
More than probable 'tis,that in tw'enty-four hours 
This manor, this houfe, and edate will be yours ; 
My early excefles may teach you this truth, 
That ’tis working fof death to drink hard in one's 
youth. 

Says Tom who’s a lad of a generous fpirit, 

And not like young rakes, who^re in hade to in- 
herit) 

Sir, don’t be didiearten’d ; aliho^ it be true, 

Til* opera tion is painful, and hazardous toOi 
*Tis no more than what many a man has gone 
through. 

And then, as foryears,you may yetbe call’d young, 
Your life after this may be happy and long. 
Don’t flatter me, Tom, was the father’s reply, 
With a jed in his mouth, and a tear in his eye : 
T(Oo well by experience, my vclTels, thou know’d, 
No fooncr are tapp’d, but they give up the gl.oi^. 


EPJGRAMS fiom MARTIAL. 
To James Harris ^ 

ARTIAL, Bo(^l^Ep. 87. 

^t^/OU'^^T thou, by tade approv’d, 
“ fc.;,read, Ijy »l be lov’d, 

To lea 7 Mfi 3 |Urri£ curious eye, 

By me advis^|MSaH 4 |)^ 8pply : 

{ n him judg^ou'll And, 

n him the&ndid friend, and kind. 

If he rcp^ 4 ^ if he approveSf 
If h^vbsmughing mulcles moves, ^ 

Thou nor (lie critic’s fneer flialc mind. 

Nor be to pies or ^nks coniign’d. 

If he condcrtiRj^jcJ^ay you fly,* 

And mount ir^apcr-kites tl e Iky, 

rcccf Js lie. 


} 


Book i. £p. xs, 

^URMUDGEON the rich widow' courts^ 

^ Nor lovely die^ nor made for fports ; 

'Tis to Curmudgeon charm enough, 

That die has gut a church-yard cough. 

Book i. Ep. 14. 

I^HEN Arria from her wounded fide 
To P.!Btus gave the reeking decl, , 

I feel not what i’ve done, (he cried ; 

What P:etus is to do — I feel. 

Book iii. Ep. 43* 

'DEFORE a fvvan, behind a crow. 

Such lelf-dcccit ne’er did I know. 

Ah I ceafi: your arts — death knows you’re grey. 
And fpite or all will keep his day. 

Book iv. P'p. 78. 

t^ITH lace bediaen’d comes the man. 

And I mud dine with lady Anne. 

A filver fervice loads the board, 

Of eatables a (lender hoard.^ 

“ Your pride, and not your vitals, fpare^ 

** I came to dine, and not to dare.” 

Bt>ok vii. Ep, 75. 

\ 1 I 7 HEN dukes in town a(k thee to dine, 

To rule their road, and linack their wine^ 
Of take thee to their country -feat, 

To mark their dogs, andblcfs their meat 3 
, dream not on preferment foon, 


Thou’rt not their friend, but their buffoon. 

Book viii. Ep. 35. 

A like in temper and in life, 

A drunken hulband, fottidi wife. 

She a fcold, a bully he— - 
The devil *s in’t they don’t agree.- 

Book xii. Ep. 23. 

Y OUR teeth fromHcmmct, and your hair from 
Bolncy— 

Was not an eye to be alfo had for money f 
Book xii. £p. 30. 

N ed ' ll a fober fellow, they pretend— 

Such would I have my coachman, not tny* 
friend. 


Book xii. Ep* 103. 



Still fold returns, and dill is to be ibid. 

Book i. Ep, 40. 

I S riicrc, t’ enroll amon^ the friendly few, ^ 
wWe names pure &ith ahd ancient fame ro»>. 
new } 

Is there, enrich’d w|||Kirtue’6 honed ftore, 
Deep vers’d in LatiffShd Athenian lom ^ 

Is there, who ri^ht maintains, and tru^hpurfucap 
Nor knows a with that Heatren can xefuie ? 

Is there, who can on his great felf depend ? 

Now let me die, but Harna is this friend* 

is 



ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Book V, 


Book it. £p. So. 

T^HEN Fannius Ihould have ’fcap’d his foe, 
His own l^ds ftopp’d his breath : 

And was ’t not madnefs, 1 would know, 

By dying, to Tcape death ? 

The fame, 

H imself he flew, when he the foe would fly ; 
What madnefs this— for fear of death to die ! 

Book V. Ep. 78. 

'^ARUS did lately me to fupper call ; 

^ The furniture was large, the feaft but fmall, 
The tablets fpread with plate, not meat } they put 
Much to accoft the eye, nought for the gut : 

We came to feaft our bellies, not our eyes ; 

Pray take away your gold ; give us fome pics. 

Book i. £p. 16. 

rpHOU, whom (if faith or honour recommends 
A friend ) I rank amongft my deareft friends, 
Remember you are now almoft threefcore i 
Few days of life remain, if any more : 

Defer not what no future time infures, 

And only what is paft, eftcem that yours. 
Succeilive cares and troubles for you ft ay ; 
Pleafurc not fo ; it nimbly fleets away j 
Then feize it faft : embrace it ere it flics ; 

In the embrace it vanilhes and dies. 

1*11 live to-morrow,** will a wife man fay ? 
To-morrow is too late— then live to-day. 

From Martiali literally tranjlated, 

A Landlord of Bath put upon me a queer hum : 
i alk*d him for punch, and the dog gave me 


Bdok ii. Ep. 41. 

; I fubmit, my lord ; you’ve gain’d yourend: 
* I’m now your Have*— that would have been 
your friend. 

ril bow, I’ll cringe, be fupplc as your glove — 
Kefpe£t, adore you — cv’ry thing— but love. 

Book viii. Ep. 19, 

TT AL fays he’s poor, in hopes you’ll fay he’s not ; 
But take his word forT ; Hal *s not worth a 
groat. , 

Book i. Ep, 16. 

IK^HEN from her bread chafte Arria fnatch’d 
the fword. 

And gave the deathful weapon to her lord ; 

My wound, flic faid, believe me, docs not fmart. 
But thine, alone, my Pxtus, pains my hean. 

Book ix. Ep. 8a. 

I^Y works the reader and the hearer praife— 
They’re incorre^, a brother poet lays : 

But let him rail 5 for, when I give a feaft, 

Am I to plcafe the cook, oa pleafe the gueft ? 
Book 34. 

H er father dead— alone no grief flie knows j 
Th* obedient tear at cv’ry vifit flows. 


tie s not ; 
worth a 


No mourner he, who muft by praife be feed, 

But he, who mourns in fetret, mourns indeed ! 

Book i. Ep. 39. 

^HE verfes, friend, which thou haft read, arc 

But, as thou read'ft them, they may pafs for thine. 
Book ii. Ep. 3. 

i VOU fay, you nothing owe; and fo I fay ^ 

I * He only owes, who fomething has^to f/ay.'*"* ' 

Book ii. Efi^S, 

fine, and ridicule my thread-bare gown^ 
* Thread-bare indeed it is ; bu^is my own. 

T DROPP’D a thing in verfe, without a name ; 

I felt no cenfure, and I gain’d no fame : 

The public faw the baftard in the cradle, 

But ne’er enquir’d : fo left it to the beadle. 

A certain nobleman takes up tL^ child, 

The real father lay perdue, and finil’d. 

The public now enlarges cv’17 grace. 

What Alining eyes it has ! how fair a face ? 

Of parts what fy minctry ! what ftrength divine I 
The noble brat is lure of Pelops’ line. 

The Mijlake. Taylor. . 

A CANNON-BALL, onc^bloody day, 

Took a poor failor’s leg away ; 

And, as on comrade’s back jbe made off, 

A fccoud fairly took liis head off. 

The fellow, on this odd cnjergcncc, 

Carries him pick-back to the iurgeons. 

Z— ds ! cries the clo6tor, arc you drunk, 

To bring me here a hcadlefs trunk ? 

A lying dog ! cries Jack — he faid 
His leg was of!', an 4 not his head. 

An Epitaph to the Memory of Lucy Lyttelton, 

I^ADE to engage all hearts, and charm all eyes; 

Tho’meck, magnanimous; tho’ witty, wife; 
Polite, as all her life in courts had been : 

Yet good, as Ihc the world had never feen ; 

The noble Arc of an exalted mind, 

With gentle female tendernefs combin’cK: ’ ,, 

. , Her fpcCcflS«§(The melodious voice of Love ; 

Her fong the of the vernal grc)vc ; 

Her eloquence was fw^ter than her fob 
Soft as her heart, and her rcafon ; 

Her form each beauty of her mind c; ,'^^d ; 

Her mind was virtue by t he e d ■ 


Epitaph on Mifs Stanley, 'OoMSON’. 
TJERE, Stanley I reft, efcap’^ thisTOg nal ft rife, 
Above the joys, beyond the woes ofitfe.. 
Fierce pangs no more thy lively beau*v ftaini 
And ftemly try thee wim a y^^ar of paijs ; 


* Merum knot tranflated at all. 
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No more fwect patience, feigning oft relief, 
Lights thy lick eye, to cheat a jjarent’s grief : 
With fRvder art to favc her anxious groan, 

No more thy bolbm preflcs down its own : 

Now welUearnM peace is thine, and blifs fincere : 
Ours be the lenient, not unplealing tear ! 

O ! born to bloom, then (ink beneath the ftorm. 
To Ihew us Virtue in her faireft formj 
To (hew us nrtlcfs Realbn's moral reign ; 
^vv'luf^oaftful Science arro^tes in vain ; 

Th* oBjudicaw j,»vlfions, knov^ng each their part, 
Calm light the hcad^ and Harmony the heart I 
Yes*, we muft follow foon, will glad'obey. 
When a few^ns have roIlM their cares away ; 
Tir’d with vam life, will clofc the willing eye j 
'Tis the great birthright of mankind to die. 
Bled be the bark that wafts us to the (bore 
Wliere death-divided friends (hall part no more ! 
To join thee there, here with thy duft repofc. 

Is all the hope thy haplefs mother knows. 


An Infcription on the T(^mb raifed to the Memoiy 
of the Author's Fatbe^, and of othns bis An- 
cejlors. Lard CLARE. 


TJNMARK’D by trophies of the great and vain, 
^ Here deeps in filcnt tomb a gentle train. 

No folly waded their paternal dorc. 

No guilt, no fordid av rice made it morc{ 

With honed fame, and fober plenty crown’d, 
They liv’d, and fpread their cheering influence 
• round. 

May he whofe hand this pious tribute pRys# 
Receive a like return of filial praife ! 


T LOV’D thee beautiful and kind, 
And plighted an eternal vow •, 

So alter’d are thy (ace and mind, 
’Twere perjury to love ihcfc now. 


OTNCE (ird you knew my am’rous fmart, ,, 
Each day augments your proud difdami 
*Tw'as then enough to break my heart. 

And now, thank Heaven ! to break my chain. 
Ceaic, thou fcorner, ceafe to (hun me ( 

Now let love and hatred ceafe 1 
Half that rigour had undone me, 

AU . hat rigour gives me peace. ^ 


Y leart ftill hovering Tound about you, 

I ^^gbt 1 could Jfot live without you ; 
Now liv’d months alundcr. 

How w^vou is the wonder. 



Dialogue Ah/tfeen an old Incumbent and the Perjbn 
ij^mifed the next Frefentation, 
T’^di^d to fee you well.— O faithlefs breath I 
W ha^ glad to fee ntc well, and wilh nw death ! 
No mowrepliesuhe youth, Sir, this mi(givmg: 
X wiil^or deatli, but for your hving. 


T HO’ cheerful, difcrcct, and with freedom welt 
bred, 

She never relented an idle word faid : 

Securely (he (miles on the forward and bold, 
They feel what they owe her, and feel it untold. 


T SWORE 1 Wd, and you believ’d, 

*■' Yet, trull me, we were both <leceiv*d; 

Though all I fworc was true. 

I lov’d one gen’rous, good, and kind, 

A form created in my mind ; 

And thought that form was you. 


On one who firft abufed, a>td then made lave t$ 
a Lady. 

F oul with gracelefs verfe, 

The noble — dar’d afperlc ; 

But when he faw her well bcfpattcr’d, 

Her reputation (laiii’d and tatter'd ; 

He gazM, and lov’d the hideous clf, 

She look’d (b very like himfclf. 

True fung the bard well known to fame ^ . 

Self- love and focial are the fame. 


CHE who in fecret yields her heart, 

^ Again may claim fr from her lover \ 
But (he who plays the triilcr’s part. 

Can ne’er her fquander’d fame recover. 
Then grant the boon for which 1 pray ; 
'Tis better lend than throw away. 


T^E thought you without titles great. 
And wealthy with a (mail elfatci 
While by your humble fclf alone 
You (eem’d unrated and unknown. 

But now on fortune’s fwelling tide 
High-borne in aU.thc pomp of pride, 

Of grandeur vain, and fond of pelf, 

’Tis plain, my lord, you knew yburfclf. 


^OM thought a wild profufion great, 

' And therefore fpent his whole eftate : 
Will thinks the wealthy are ador’d. 

And gleans what mifers bluih to hoard. 
Iheir paffion, merit, fate the lame. 

They thirlt and ftarve alike for fame. 


lo Clarijfa, 

yr/H Y like a tyrant wilt thou reign, 

When taou may ’ft rule the willing ^lSnd ? 
Can the poor pride of giving pain. 

Repay the joys that wait me kind ? 

I curie my fond enduring heart, 

Which fcorn’d, prefunics not to be frcf, 
Condemn’d to feel a double fmart, 

To hate mylelf, and burn for thee. 


pVER bufy, nj’cr employ’d, 

" Ever lovihg, nelft enjoy’d, 

Ever doom’d to feek and mifs, 

And pay unble(«*d the price of blifs. 


Mr. Pope, 


' ^ 4 
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ELEGANT- EXTRACTS, 


JSooK V*^ 


’WAINLY hath Heaven denounc’d the wo- 
^ man’s woes, 

Thou know’ft no tender cares, no bitter throcsj 
Vnfelt your offspring comes, unfelt it goes, 


;s 


On SbakJ^eare's Monument at Stratford upon Avon, 

Sewaru. 

^REAT Homer’s birth feven rival cities claim, 
^ Too mighty fuch monopoly of fame. 

Yet not to birth alone did Homer owe 
His wondrous Vv'orth; what Egvpt could bellow, 
With all the fchools of Greece^ and Alia join’d. 
Enlarg’d th* immenfe expanfion of his mind. 

Nor yet unrival’d the Maeonian drain, 

The * Britilh Eagle and the Mantuan Swan 
Tow’r equal heights. But happier Stratford, thou, 
With inconteded laurels deck thy brow : 

Thy bard was thine unfchool’d, and from thee 
broughtv^ 

More than all Egypt, Greece, or Afia taught. 
Not Homer’s fdf fuch matchlcfs honours won ; 
The Greek has rivals, but thy Shakfpcarc none. 


A Sonnet, Imitated from the Spanijb of Jj>p€% 
de Vega. Menagiana^ tom. iv, p. 176. 

Edwards. 

^APRICIOUS Wray a fonnetneedb mud have; 
^ I nc’pr was fo put to ’t before— a fonnet I 
Why, fourteen verfes mud be fpent upon it : 
'Tia good howe’er t’ have conquer’d the fird davc. 

Yet I Ihall ne’er find rhymes enough by half. 
Said F, and found myfelfi’thcmidd o' the Iccond. 
If twice four verfes wcie but fairly reckon’d, 

I diould turn back on th’ hardcjl pare and laugh. 

Thus far with good fuccefs I think I’ve fcribbled, 
And of the twice feven lines have cljcan got o’er 
ten. 

Courage ! another ’ll finifh the fird triplet. 

Thanks tothee,mufe,my work begins to fiiorten. 
There’s thirteen lines got thro’ driblet by driblet. 
'Tis done ! count how you will, I warr’nt there’s 
fourteen. 


I^NpolIard oak, hoHo^ at heart, 
^ Tremendous lightning darted. 
Tremble at God's avenging dart, 
0,all ye hollow-hearted. 




0 wonder that Oxford and Cambridge pro- 
— found, A 

In learning and (bience (b gtcatly abound 5 
V^Jicn ail carry thither a little each day, 
^nd'we meet with fo foyr who bring any away. 


K S Opin and Foote 
One day walk’d out 
To view the country round, 

In merry mood 
They chatting dood, 

Hard by the village-pound. 

Foote from his poke 
A ihilling took, 

And faid, I’ll bett a penny 
In a diort fpac^ 

Within this place, 

1^11 make this piece a guinea. ‘ 

Upon the ground, ^ 

Within the pound, r 

The (hilling foon was thrown ; 
Behold, fays Foote, 

The thing ’s made out, 

For there is one pound one. 

I wonder not, 

Says Quin, that thought 

Shomd in your head be found. 

Since that’s the 
Your debts you pay— 

One ihiliing in the pound. 

— ni 

On a Statue of Af-ollo crowning Merit. 
I^ERIT, if thoii’rt bled with riches, 

For God’s fake buy a pair of breeches, 
And give them to thy naked biothcrj 
For one good turn deferves another. 


LET me die in peace ! Eumcncs cried, 

To a hard creditor at his bed-fidc. 

How! die! roar’d Gripus; thus your debts evade! 
No, no, Sir, you iha'r.t die till I am paid. 


On Sleep. 

A LTHOUGH foft deep death’s fad rcfcmblance 
wears, 

Still do I wilh him on my couch to lie ; 
Come, balmy deep, for fwcetly it appeals, 

Thus without life to live, thus without death 
to die. 


On a bad Singer, 

;roHBt>*fcfccal^owls fcrcek, their note portends 
To foolilh mortals death of friends ; J 
But when Con'ina drains her throat, 

E’en fcrcech-owls fickel at the note. 




r jPON fomc hady crr^-Totnl^^ent, 

And met his pai ilh'curate as ; 

Byt, Juft like what he was, a forty clown, 

It feerns he pafs'd him with a cover’d crown. 
The gownman ftopp’d,and, turning,fterri!y faid-rFi 
T doubt, my ladjjou’ie far worfc taught, than fed I 
Why aye ! faysTom, ftill joggirig on, twi’s true ; 
Thank God I h« feeds me ; VVlt ^taugh^Al 


* Milton, 


\Spltopk ' 
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Eph^ph Oft a certain Mifir, 

U £R|^ic$cnc who formed Vines would not give 
A little gold, and fo his life he loft : 

1 fancy now he’d wifh again to live, 

Could he but guefs hOw much his funVal coft. 


On Capiain Grenville, Zorrf Lyttelton. 

yE Hjeeping mufes, graces, virtues, tell, 

■*“ If, i^e your all-accomplifh’d Sidney fell, 
You, or alBiftcd Britain, e*er deplor’d 
A lofs nice tfbt thefc plaintive lays record ! 
Such rpotlcfsIjLonour; fuch ingenuous truth ; 
Such ripen’d wifdom in the bloom of youth ! 
So mild, fo gentle, fo compos’d a mind, 

' To fuch hetoic warmth ^nd courage join’d ! 
He too, like Sidney, nurs’d in learning’s arms, 
For nobler war forfook her foftcr charms : 
Like him, poiTefs’d of ev’ry pleating art, 

The fccrct witii of ev’ry female heart ; 

Like him, cut off in youthful glory’s pride, 

He unrepining for his country died. 


Pejigned for the Monument of Sir Ifaao Ne*ivton, 

llyf ORE than his name were Icfs — ’twould feem 
to fear 

He whoincrc;is ’d heaven’s fame, could want it here. 
Yet — when the fun lie Ijgbted up lhall fade. 
And all the worlds he found at firft decay’d; 
Then void and wafte eternity lhall lie. 

And Time and Newton’s name together die ! 


Ujofi a young Gentlcwan reftifing to uvalk ivith the 
Author in the Park^ buaufe oe was not drejfcd 
well. Garrick. 

•pRlEND Col and I, both full of whim, , 
^ To Ihun each other oft agree ; j 

Ftr I’m not beau enough for him, 

And he’s too much a beau for me. 

Then let us from each other fly, 

And arm in arm no more appear; 

That I may ne’er offend your eye, ^ 

That you may ne’er offend my ear. 


Mrs. Clivers re fenting being put out of the 
hf andje^wng Jhe was furely as well 

~'ree^s 


On Mr, ^uin. 


Garrick. 


qAYS Epicure Quin, lliould the devil in hell 
^ In filhing for men take deliglK, 

His hook bait with vcn’fon, 1 love it fo wcll^ 
Indeed 1 am fure I Ibould bite. 


Extempore^ on bearing a certain impertinent Ad^ 
drefs in the Nevfpapers. By Garrick^ Tbonf/fon^ 

'T^HOU elTence of dock, of valerian and fage, 

, At once the difgracc and the peft of this age. 
The worft that we wifli thee, for all thy bad crimes. 
Is to take thy own phytic, and read thy own rhymd;. 


Anfwer to the Junto, 

'T'HETR wifti muft be in form revers'd. 
To fuit the doftbris crimes; 

For if he takes his phytic firft, 

He'll never read his rhymes. 


Dr, HilVs Reply to the Junto's ‘Fpigram, 

defperate junto, ye great or ye fmall, 

^ Who combat dukes, doctors, the deuce, and 
’em all ! 

Whether gentlemen, fcribblers, or poets in jail. 
Your impertinent curfes lhall never prevail ; 

I’ll take neither fage, dock, nor balfam of honey ; 
Do you rake the phytic, and I’ll ukc the money. 


IVritten foon after Dr^ Hill* s Farcer called The Rout^ 
was ailed, Garrick. 

■pOR phytic and farces. 

His equal there fcarce is ; 

His farces arc phytic; 
llis phytic a farce is. 


To Dr, Hill, upon bis Petition of the Letter I, to 
Mr, Carrie k. Gar rick. 

TF ’tis true, as you fay, that I’ve injur’d a letter, 
I'il change my note foon, and I hope for the 
* better ; 

May the right ufe of letters, as well as of men. 
Hereafter ^ fix’d by the tongue and the pen ; 
Moft devoutly 4 wiih that they botli havetheirdue, 
And that / may be never miftaken for If. 


•quahffd to^^uear Breeds as Mr. Gatrick was | 
to piaf ganger. , ^ Garrick. 

D ear Katepiir is j^nity both us betw itches, 
nn't reveal ; 

For when I "llilNnt the ladder and you wear the | 
breeches, 

We Ihew— what we ought to conceal* 

* Soon^ter AicAproAotion of Lord Camden to the Seals, Mr. Wilmot, his Lordlhip*l ^rfe-beartr, called 
at Hatnjj^, whei^ learning that Mr. Qarrick had not yet paid his congratulatory compliments, the.conver- 
fation^ween two gentlemen furnilhed Mr. Ganick with the fubjed of the Epigram; in which, with an 
_ '-%.llr^1e addrefs, our Engliih Rofeius has turned an imputed ncgled^ intp a veiy elepent panegyric on that 
4fply pafKdFjc noblemaR. ^ . 

‘ Qaertckm 


Colloquial Epigram Garrick* 

IVjlmot, 

Y OU. fliould call at his houfe, or Ihould find 
. him a card, * « 

Can Garrick alone be fo cold ? 
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Garrick. 1[ “ Thus trade incrcafing by degrees. 

Shall I, a poor player> and ftill poorer bard, I “ Doftor, we both fliall have our ends : 

Shall folly with Camden make bold } |j* For jfeu arc furc to have your fces,^”* 

What joy can I give him, dear Wilmot, declare } And. I am fure to have your friends. 

Prmotion no honours can bring ; -m 

To him the Great Seals are but labour and care, . r * 

Wilh joy to your country and king. ^ gtwngfime Thoufand Pounds 

^ ^ ^ foraHoufe. Garrick. 
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EPIGRAMS, Sec. 


jUn Epitaph upon the ceUhtaied Claudius Philips 
Mt^dan^ who died veiy poor. Garrick. 

P hilips, whofctouch harmoniouscoutd remove 
The pangs of guilty pow’r and haplcfs love, 
Reft here, diftrefs’d by poverty no more, 

Here find that calm, mou gav’ft fo oft before } 
Sleep undJfturb’d within this peaceful Ihriile, 
Till angels wake thee with a note like thine. 


Epitaph u^^illiam Hogarth t> in Cbifwick Church^ 
\^" ard , Garrick. 

P»ARfiW]™, CTcat painter of mankind, 

* Who rea(fli2 the nobleft point of art j 
Whofc pictur’d morals charm the mind, 

, Aq 4 thro’ the eye corre6l the heart ! 

If genius fire thee, reader, ftay ; • 

If nature touch thee, chop a tear 
If neither move thee, turn away, 

For Hogarth’s honour’d duft lies here. 


Epitaph on James J, in Bath Cathedral. 

Garrick. 

•T^HAT tongue, which fet the table on a roar, 
And charm’d the public car, is heard no morel 
Clos’d arc thole eyes, the harbingers of wit, 
Which fpoke, before the tongue, what Shaki'peare 
writ. 

Cold are thoTe hands, which living \ycrc ftretch’d 
forth, 

At friend Ihip’s call, to fuccour modeft worth. 
Here lies James Quin ! deign, reader, to be taught 
( Whate er thy ftrer.gth of body, force of thought, 
In nature’s happieft mould however call) 

To this complexion thou mull come at laft. 


Epitaph on Lqptrence Sterne § . G A R rick. 

CHALL pride a heap of iculptur’d marble raife, 
^ Some worthlels, unmourn’d titled fool to praife^ 
And lhall we not by one poor grave- ftone learn 
W^herc genius, wit, and humourficep with Sterne.^ 


Epitaph on Mr. Beighion^ who bad been Vicar of 
F.gbam forty -frve Tears. Garrick 
■^EAR half an age, with every good 

Among his Hock the Ihephcrd pafs’d his days; 
llie friend, the comfort; of the Tick and poor. 
Want never knocked un needed at his duorj 
Oft when his'duty cal^, difeafe and pain 
Strove to confine, hu^ but they ftrove in vain. 
All moa^]^ia..ac^in,hi^ virtues long they tried, 
They knew n^how thi^ -lov'd him, till he died. 
Peculiar bleilings did his life attend, 

He had no f6c, aid Camden was his friend, 


Garilics:* 


Epitaph on Paul Whitehead^ Efy, 

Near this place 
Arc depofited the remains 
of 

Paul Whitehead, Efq. 

Who* was born January *5, 1710, 

And died Dec. ^o, 1774, 

*Agcd 65. . 

Here lies a man misfortune could not bend ; 
Prais’d as a poet, honour’d as a friend : 

Tho’ his youth kindled with the love of fame^ 
Within his bofom glow’d a brighter flame. 
Whene’er his friends with fliarp affliflion bled. 
And from the wounded deer the herd was fled, 
Whitehead flood forth-— the healing balm applied^ 
Nor quitted their diftrefles— till he died. 

Tribute^ by Mr. Garricky to the Memory of dt 
Charaiier be long knew and rej^e^ed. 

Epitaph on Mr. Havardy Comedian ][« 

** An honeft man’t th« nobleft work of Cod.^ 

TT AV ARD from forrow refts beneath this ftone; 
^ An honeft man — belov’d as loon as known; 
Howe’er defedlive in the mimic art. 

In real life he juftly play’d his part I 
The nobleft chara^cr he a£ted well, 

And Heaven applauded — when the curtain feiL 

Infcription on a Grotto of Spells at CruJt^Eafion 
the Work of Nine young Ladies ’ *■. Pope. 
tJ ERE, lliunning idlcncfs at once and {iraiic, 
“ This radiant pile nine rural fitters raife; 
The glittering emblem of each fpotlcl's dame. 
Clear as her foul, and ihming as her frame ; 
Beauty, which nature only can impart. 

And fuch a polilh as difgraces art ; 

But fate dilpos’d them in his humble (bit. 

And hid in dcfcrcs what would charm a court. 


Verfes occajioned by feeing a Grotto built fy Nine 
Sifters. Herbert. 

CO much this building entertains my fight, 

^ Nought but the builders can give more delight; 
In them the maftcr-picce of nature’s fhown. 

In this I fee art’s maftcr-picce in ftone. • 

O ! I^’ature, Nature, thou haft conquer’d art; 

She channs th'* Sight alone, but you the heartr 


Lines written by the celebrated Thomson to bis 
Amanda ; with a Copy of the Seasons. 

i tribute due 


A CCEPT, dear Nymph ! a 1 
^ To facred fricndfliip, and t 
But with it take, what breath’d the whol^ 

O ! cake to thine the poet’s foul ! 

* This Epitapl/has becn.afcribed to Dr. Johnfon, but was really written by Mr. Garrick. Set £ur<^n 
Magaainefjanua*, 1785. 

t Hr^dicd OaSber 26, 17^4. t died J^uwy, 1766. 

4 >'4 Sterne was born at Clonmel ip Ireland, November. 14, 17 ‘3 J died in London, March i 8 , 1768* 
M rieVied teth February, 1778. H In the coanty of Hants, the fidwaf 4 Lille, hfq. ; 

f e MiS Liilesj daushtciv of Edward Lille, £fq. and filters to Dr. Lille. 
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if Fttifcy here her powV difplays, 
Or, if a heait exalt thefe lays, 

You faireft iii Khax fancy (Kmc, 
And aU*that heart is fondly thine ! 


An Epigram, 

A Member of the modern mat 
Pafs'd Sawney with his Dudgct| 
Tlic Peer was in a car of Hate, 

The tinker forc'd to trudge it. 


But Sawney (hall receive the praife 
' His Lordihip would parade for ; 
One's debtor for his dapple greys. 
And th’ other's (hoes are paid for. 


7be Lan.oyer ami Client 

T WO lawyers, when a knotty cafe was o’er, 
Shook hands, and were as good friends as be- 
fore ; 

^ Zoundsr’ fays thelofingclicnt, •• Howcoraeyaw 
« To be fuch friends, who were fuch foes juft 
naw r” 

Thou fool, fays one, we Lawyers, tho’ fq keen, 
Like (hears, ne’er cut ourfclves, but what's bc«- 
tween. 


Epitaph on Mrs, Ellen *femple^ late Wife of Mr, 
John Temple j of Maltony Surgeon, 

Mr. Oentlei^un. ^ 

TTERE, in juft hope above the ftars to rife. 
The mortal pan of Ellen Temple lies, 
In whom thofe b^uties of a fpotlefs mind, 

Fakh and good works, were happily combin'd ; 
A patient, careful, conftant,' loving wife, 

The foe of fcandal, and domeftic ftrife ; 

The tender mother, undiftembling friend. 

Who grac’d thofe vini/es with a pious end ; 
Who, ftill preferring an unblemifh'd name, 
Ke'cr meanly ftrove to taint a neighbour's fame i 
Who play’d — as, reader, thou Ihouldft do^her 
With inward peace and redkitude of hcan; [pan, 
Who, chriftian-like, rcfign’d her final breath, 
And, dying free from ccnlurc— fmird at death. 


• Epigram, 

S ays a beau to a lady, Pray name if you can, 
Of all your acquainiaice, the lyindfomcft man. 
The lady replied, If you'd have me fpeak true. 
He's the handfomeft man that's the moft unlike 
u. 


\ 


On OkBont/l of Punch, 

TWHENF/ER a bowl of punch wc make, 
Foirtr ftriking oppofites wc take ; 

The ftrong, the fmall, tl^ ftwrp, the hveet, 
Tcgetlicr mix'd, moft kindly meet ; 

And when they happily unite, 

•Xhe bowl is pregnant with de)ight.”j 
In converfatiot) thus we find, 

Tbltt# fi^Ur men difFercntly inclin’d ^ 


With talents each diftindk, and each 
Mark’d by peculiar po\yers of fpcech ; 
With tempers too, as much the fame,t< - ’ 
As milk and verjuice, froft and flame $ 
Their parti by properly fuftaining, 

May all prove highly entertaining. 


A Defeription of London, 
^YTOUSES, churches, mixt together. 
Streets unpleafant, in all weather^ 
Prifons, palaces contiguous, 

Gates, a bridge, the Thames irriguoitri 
Gaudy thingi enough to tempt yc,/' • 

Showy outfides, infides empty ; j 
Bubbles, trades, mechanic arts, 

Coaches, wheelbarrows, and caits^ 
Warrants, bailiffs, bills unpaid, , 
Lords of lautidrciics afraid ; 

Rogues that nightly rob and (hoot men. 
Hangmen, aldermen, and footmen ^ 
Lawyers, poets, priefts, phyficians, 
ISoblc, fimplc, all conditions ; 

Worth —beneath a threadbare cover, 
ViJlany— bedaub’d all over; 

Women, black, red, fair, and grey, 
Prudes, and fuch as never pi ay ^ 
Handfomc, ugly, noify ftill, 

Some that will not, fome that will i 
Many a beau without a (hilling, 

Many a widow not unwilling ; ^ 

Many a bargain if you ftrike it, 

This is London How d’ ye like it > 


On a youn^ Lady, 

pEHOLD a nymph, with ev’ry virtue grac’d, 
^ Minerva’s head on Venus* (boulders plac'd I 
Kind nature here difplays her niceft art, 

With fweet relievos hides the founded heart; 
But while it hides, it elegantly tells 
With what benevolence her bofcNti fwells ; 
Here’s beauty mental, moral, and divine. 

To charm the lover, and his thoughts refine. 


PARADOX, 

F our people fat down in one evening to play, 
T hey play’d all that eve, and parted next day; 
Cou'd you think, when you're told, as thus they 
Cit, 

Vvo oincr play’d with them, nor was there one bet; 
Yet, when they rofe up, each gained a guinea*.' 
Tho* none of ’em loft td th’ amount of a pennyw 

Anfibe/, 

Four merry fidlers play'ik^ll night. 

To many a dancing nmny;^ ^ 

And the next morning went a^ay, ‘ 

. 'And each receiv’d a guine i. 


On the Fifth of November, 

By an Irish Bellmak, ^ 
T'O-NIGHT’s the day, I (peak it with great 
*• forrow, J 

That >ye were a)it*haveb^nblowHup tomorrow* 

. Tbercf9F?k^ 
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Therefore, take care of fires and candle-light; 
’Tis a cMfrofty mom, and fo good-night. 

Epitaph m a Lawyer, 

XyNTOMB’D within this vault, a lawyer lies, 
Who, fame allureth us, was juft and wife ; 
An able advocate, and honeft too 
That’s wondrous ftrange indeed !— if it be true. 

’ IKcfteWons ^(tr a Pipe of Tobaccoy and a. Pinch oj 
4 • ^ Snuff, 

"I^HILST fm^oke arilcs from my pipe, 

Thus to^fnyfelf I fay : 

Why fliould I anxious be for life, 

* Which vanilhes away ? 

Our focial fnuff-boxes convey 
The fame ideas juft ; 

As if they filently would fay, 

Let’s mingle dull to duft. 
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A Country Siuocrter Sejfions, 
^T^HREE or four parfbns full of Offober ; 

^ Three or four Tquircs between drunk and 
fober ; 

Three or four lawyers, three or four lyars ; 
Three or four conftables, three or four cryers j 
Three or four pariftics bringing ajipcals, " 

Three or four writings, and three or four (cals ; 
Three or four baftards, three or four whores, 
Tag, rag, and bob-tail, three or four (cores j 
Three or four ftatutes, mifunderftood, 

'riirec or four paupers, all praying for food ; 
Three or four roads that never were mended, 
Three or four fcolds — and the fclfion is ended. 


Epigram- 

^lyHAT legions of fables and whimfical talcs 
Pafs current for goli^cl where pricftcrafc pre- 
vails ! 

Our anceftors thus were moft ftrangely deceived; 
What (lories and nonfenfe for faith they believed! 
But we, their wife fons, who thefe fables rejedt, 
Even truth, now-a-days, arc too apt to fufpedl ; 
From believing too much, theright raith wc let fall, 
So now we believe, i ’faith ! nothing at all. 

^ Another ^ 

C RIES ff^ed to his neighbours, asonwardsthey 
pref^^. 

Conveying his wife t^er place of long re(l;> 
Take, friends, I bcjttift you, a little more Icifure, 
for why ftmuld i|itous make a toil of a pleafure.' 


On Six Sorts ^ 
mifer faftsj 


^People who beep Fajis. 

™ecaufe he will not cat, 

— The poor roailfafts becauie he lias no meat} 
The rich nian fafts with greedy mind to fparc. 
The glutkn fafts, to eat the greater (hare} ' 
The hypoSgte, he fafts to feem more holy, 
puniih fin and folly% 


Epitaph on a Blackfmith^ 

V (ledge and hammer lie declin’d, 

My bellows too have loft their wind } 

My fire’s cxtindl, my forge decay’d, 

My vice is in the duft ail laid ; 

My coal is fpent, my iron gone, 

My nails arc drove, tny work is done. 

My. fire-dried corpfc lies here at reft, 

My Ibui, fmokc-likc, foars to be bleft. 

A whimjtcal Epitaph^ taken from a Stone in sf 
Church^ 

UERE lies the body of Sarah Seaton, 

“ Who as a wife did never vex one } 

Wc can’t fay that for her at th’ncxt ftonc, 


L } 


On ^adriUe, To a young Latfy, 
TAEIGN, lovely nymph, to hear the IcaftQfbards, 
^ Who draws inftrudlion from a game of cards} 
What tho’ Quadrille perplex you, here is (liowa 
How hsArd the talk for her who plays alone.. 

But, vvou'd you then confent to be a wife ? ' 
Think firft, O think I you play your cards for 
life ! 

Should {brdid fricndscontroul your right good will. 
Beware the wretched ftate ot forc’d" Spadi lie. 
Should man, by grandeur, ftrive your heart to fire, 
A crofs fi(h well denotes a pur(e-proud ’Squire } 
Then pafs by wealth and power, for better lure 
It is, with fome kind Twain to play fccurc } 

And he, dear girl, who docs your charms adoit;. 
Now a(ks you leave } O I let him foon fay more, 

To-morro^M, An Epigram, 
'T^O-MORROW you will live, you alw'ayscry^ 
* In what far country does to-morrow lie, 
That ’lis fo mighty long ere it arrive ? 

Beyond the Indies doth this morrow live ? 

*Tis fo far fetch'd, this morrow', that I feaip 
’Twill be both very old, and very dear. 
To-morrow I will live, the fool does fay, 
To-day’s too late : the wife liv’d yefterday* 

Spoken Extempore by the Earl of Rochefier to m 
Parijb Clerk, 

qTERNHOLD and Hopkins had great qualms^ 
When they tranfiated David’s Tfalms, 

7'o make the heart full giad : ' 

But had it been poor David's fate, 

To bear thee fing, and them tianflate, 

By Jove, ’twould have made him mad. 


RJ^'me to Ujbon, By the Samfk 
tt£RE*s a health to Kate, 

Our Sovereign’s mate, 

Of the Royal Houfc oE Lilbon ; 
But the Devil take Hyde, 
And the Bilhop bef^dc. 

That made her bone of nis . 
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fht Tunch, 

I^ENCfif rfftlefs care and low dciign ! 

Hcncf!, foreign compliments and wine ! 
Let generous Britons* brave and free* 

Still tK>aft their punch and honefty. 

Life is a bumper* fill’d by fate* 
i^nd we the guefts who ware the treat : 
Where ftrong, infipid, (harp, and fweetf 
£ach other duly tempering, meet. 

Awhile with joy the fccnc is crown’d, 
Awhile the catch and toaft go round ; 

And when the full caroufc is o’er, 

Death puffs the lights, and ihuts the doon 
Say then, phyiicians of each kind, 

Who cure the body or the mind, 

W/iat harm in drinking can there be, 

Since punch and life fo well agree ? 


*rbe Difappointed HuJbaThL 

K Scolding wife fo long a flecp pofTtfs’t}, 

Her fpoufe prefum’d her foul was now at reft ; 
Zable was call’d to hang the room w'ith black. 
And all their cheer was fugar, rolls, and fack. 
Two mourning ftaffs ftood fentry at the door, 
And filence reign’d, who ne’er was there before $ 
The cloaks, and tears, and handkerchiefs prepar’d. 
They march’d in woeful pomp to the church-yard; 
When fee, of narrow ftrccts, what inifchiefs conic ! 
The very dead can’t pafs in quiet home ; 

By fome rude jolt the coftin-lid was broke, 

And Madam from her dream of death awoke. 
Kow all was fpoil’d ? the Undertaker’s pay, » 
Sour faces, cakes and wine, quite thrown away. 
But (bme years after, when the former feene 
Was a£Veci, and the coffin nail'd again ; 

The tender hufband took cfpccial care 
To keep the palfagc from difturbance dear ; 
Charging the bearers that they tread aright. 

Nor put his dear in fuch anotner fright. 


An Epigram* 

l^USlC’s a crotchet the fober thinks vain, ’ 
The fiddle’s a wooden projeftion ; 

Tunes are but flirts of a whimfical brain. 

Which the bottle brings beft to perfet^ion, 

Muficians are half-witted, merry, and mad* 

The fame are all thofe that admire ’em ; 

They ’re fools if they play,UDlef8 they’re wcllpaid, 
And the others are blockheads to hire ’em. 


^ An Epigram* 

S ays johnny to Paddy, “ I can't for my life 
** Conceive how a dumb pair are made man 
“ ah4 wife, 

« 'Since they can’t with the form and the parfon 
•• accord.” 

Says Paddy, You fool I they t^e each other’s 
« word.” 


*n>e BUer hh* 

A Certain prieft had hoarded up 
^ A fecret mafs of gold ; 

But where he might beftow it fafi^ 

By fancy was not told. 

At laft it came Into his head 
To lock it in a cheft 
Within the chancel ; and he wrote 
Thereon, Hie Deus eft* 

A merry grig, whofc greedy mind < 

Long wi^’d for fuch a prey,^^ 

Refpe£ting not the facred words' 

That on the cafket lay. 

Took out the gold, and blotting out 
The price’s infeript thereon. 

Wrote, Rcfurrexil^ non eft bicf 

“ Your God is rofe and gone.” 

On the Death of Dr* Seeker^ late Archbijbop of 
Canterbury* 

X^HILE Seeker liv’d, he Ihew’d how Seers 
fhouldlivc; 

, While Seeker taught, heaven open’d to our eye; 
When Seeker gave* wc knew how angels give ; 
When Seeker died, we knew e’enSamts muftdie. 

Epigram, 

Occajioned by the lEords “One ’Prior,” in 
£«raet*s Hiftory. 

^NE PRIOR ’ — and is this, this all the fame 
The Poet from th’ Iliftorian can clainA 2;. 

No ; Prior’s verfe pofterity fhall quote, 

When *tis forgot One Burnet ever wrote. 

On Content* An, Epigram* 

|T is not youth can give content, 

* Nor is it wealth’s decree ; » 

It is a gift from Heaven fent, 

Tho’ not to thec or me. 

It is not in the Monarch’s crown, 

Tho’ he'd give millions for’t : 

It dwells not in liis Lordfhip’s frown. 

Or waits on him to court. 

It is not in a coach and fix. 

I t is not in a garter ; 

^lls not in love or politics, 

But *tis in Hodge the carter. 

The Firft Pair. 

A DAM alone bould notvbe' eafy, 

^ So he muft have a wiK, an’ pleafe yC'j 
And how did he procure this Vvue, ' 

To cheer his folitary life ? 

Out of a rib, Sir, from his 
Was form'd this ncceftary brtqe. 

But how did he the pain begutle > 

How ? — He flept fiveetly all tWe while# 

And when this rib was re-appHed, 

In woman’s form, to Adam s fide, 

How then, 1 pray you, did it anfwerf^ 

** He never flept fo fiveec again, Sir.” 
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SmilUs* To Moll/n 
TV>fY pftWun is as muftard ftrong^ 
Ifitalllobcrfad; 

Drunk as a piper all day long. 

Or like a March hare mad. 

Round as a hoop the bumpers flow, 

I drink, yet can’t forget her 5 
For tho’ as drunk as David's fow, 

1 love her flill the better. 

Pert as a pear-monger I’d be, 

If Mohy ^vcrc but kind ; 

Ciibi as a cucumber could fee 
The reft of womankind. 

Lik& a (luck pig I gaping flare, 

, And eye her o*er and o’er ; 

Leah as a rake with (ighs and care, 
^cek as a moufe befoi e. 

Plump as a partridge was I known, 

And foft as filk my (kin ; 

Mv checks as fat as butter grown j 
^ut as a groat now thin ! 

1 , melancholy as a cat, 

Am kept awake to weep } 

But (he, infenflble of that, 

Sound as a top can fleep. 

Hard is her heart as flint or flone, 

. She laughs to fee me pale ; 

And merry as a grig is grown. 

And briik as ^ttled ale. 

The God of love at her approach 
Is bufy as a bee ^ 

Hearts found as any bell or roacli 
’ Arc fmit, and (igh like me.. 

Ay me ! as thick as hops or hail 
The fine men crowd aboht her i 
But foon as dead as a door^nail 
Shall I be, if without her. 

Straight as my leg her ihape appears j 
O ! were we join’d together, 

My heart would be fcot-free from cares^ 
And lighter than a featiier. 

As fine as five-pence is her mien. 

No drum was ever tighter } 

Her glance is as a razor^een. 

And not the fun is brighter. 

As foft as pap her kifles are, 

Methinks I tafte them yet ; 

Brolvn as a berry is her luir, 

Her eyes as black as }et. 

As fmooth as gl^rs, as white as cuxds. 
Her pretty hand i^^tes ; 

Sharp as ^needle mb her words, 

Her wit like p|pp 6 r bites. 

Briik as a body-lo^e (he trips. 

Clean as a pcn|}r dreft ; 

« Sweet as a role her breath and lips. 
Round as a globe her breaft. 

Full as an egg was 1 with glee, 

And hiipy as a king I 
Good Lora^i how all men envied me 1 
.She lov'd like any thing : 


But falfe as hell, (he like the wind 
Chang'd, as her fex muft do ; 

Tho’ feeming as the turde kind. 
And like the gofpcl true. 

If I and Molly could agree. 

Let who would take Peru ; 

Great as an emp’ror^ (hould I bfe, 
And richer than a Jew. 

Till you grow tender as a chick, 
I'm dull as any poft y 

Let us like burrs together flick. 
And warm as any toafl« 

You’ll find me truer than a die. 
And vviih me better (ped. 

Flat as a flounder when 1 lie. 

And as a herring dead. 

Sure as a gun (he’ll drop a tear. 
And figh perhaps, and wi(b. 

When I am rotten as a pear. 

And mute as any fi(h. 


0?t /Af /rw REPRESENTATIVE, 
reprefent is but to perfonate, 

Which (hould be truly dune at any rate ; 
Thus they who *rc fairly chofe without a fee, 
Should give their votes, no doubt, with liberty j 
But when a feat is (bid by th* venal tribe. 

He reprefents them beft — who takes a bribe. 


Ojt the Sbortmfi of Human Lift. 

, r IKE as a damafle rufc you fee, 

\ ^ Or like the bloflbm on the tree ; 

Or like the dainty flower in May, 

Or like the morning to the day ; 

Or like the fun, or Tike the (hade, 

Or like the gourd which Jonas had : 

E’en fuch is man, whofe thread is (pua 
Drawn out and cut, and fo is done ; 
Withers the rofe, the bloflbm bfafls. 

The flower fades, the morning haftes ; 

I The fun doth fet, the (hadows fly, 

The gourd cenfumes, and mortals die. 

Like to the grafs that’s newly fprung. 
Or 4ike a tale that's new begun ; 

Or like a bird that’s here to-day. 

Or like the pearled dew of May ; 

>. Or like an hour, or like a fpan, 

' Or like the (ingihg of a fwan : 

E'en fuch is man, who lives by breath, 

Is here, now there, in life and death ^ 

The grafs decays, the tale doth end, 

The bird is flown, the dews afeend ; 

The hour is (hort, the (pan not long. 

The fwan’s near death, man’s life is done. 
Like to the bubble in the brook, 

Or in a glafs much like a look ; 

Or like the ihuttle in the hand, 

Or like the writing in the fand ^ 

. Or like a thought, qr like a dream^ 

Or like the gliding of the dream : 

, E’en fuch is man, who lives by breath. 

Is herci now there, in life, and death s 
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The bubble's burll, the look’s forgot, 

The (huttle’s flung, the writing’s blot ; 

The thought is paft, the dream is gone. 

The water glides, man’s life is done. 

Ep/fafb OH Captain Jones ^ 

Who puhUJbed fotne nuxcvellous Account s on bis Tra- 
•ueisy the Truth of all wbicb he ilsougbt proper 
to teflift by ^ 

AFFIDAVIT. 
frREAD foftly, mortals, o’er the bones 
^ Of the world’s wonder, Captain Jones ? 
Who told his glorious deeds to many, 

But never was believ'd liy any. 

Poftcrity let this fuince, 

He fwore all’s true, yet here he lies- 

A Portrait from Life, 

By Dr. SwiVt. 

C OME fit by iny fide while this piilurc T draw. 
In chatt'riug a magpye, in pride a jackdaw ; 
A tcmijcr the devil himfcif cou*d not bridle, 
JmpcrtmcRC mixture of buiy and idle ; 

As rude as a bear, no mule half fo crabbed. 

She I'wilU like a fow, and (he breeds like a rabbity 
A houfewife in bed, at table a llattern, 

For all an example, for no one a pattern ; 

Now tell me, friend Thomas Ford f, Grattan f, 
and j mciry Dan, 

Has tills any likencfs to good Madam Sheridan r 
An Epigram^ 

On feemg a young Ltuly •writing Ferfes luitb a 
Hole in her Stocking. 

^rO fee a I^dy of fuch grace, 

** With fo mueh iVnfe and fuch a face. 

So ilatteinly, is (hocking; 

O I if you would with Venus vie, 

Vour pen and pdetry lay by, 

And learn to mciid your (locking. 

An Epigram. 

A S Tom was one day indeep chat with his friend, 
* ^ He gravely advis’d him his manners to mend; 
That his morals were bad, he had heard it from 
many ; 

They lie, replied Tom; for T never had any. 

On Time. 

S AY, is there aught that can convey 
An image of its tranfient (lay ? 

*Tis an hand's breadth ; ’tls a talc j 
' *Tis a vcffcl under (ail ; 

Tis a courfer’s (training ftecd; 

Tis a (hutth in its fpeed ; 

Tis an eagle in its way. 

Darting down upon its prey ; , 

-Tis an arrow in its flight* 

Mocking the purfuing (ight ; 

Tis a vapour in the air; 
rria a whirlwind ru(hing tht're ; 
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'Tis a (liort-liv’d fading flow’r ; 

*Tis a rainbow on a (how’r ; 

’Tis a momentary ray. 

Smiling in a winter's day; 

’Tis a torrent’s rapid ftream ; 

’Tis a ihadow; ’tis a dicam ;• 

’Tis the cloflfig watch of night, 

Dying at approaching light ; 

*Tis a lancllcaijJc vainly gay, 

Painted upon crumbling day ; 

Tis a lamp that waftes its fiics ; 

’Tis a Imoke that quick expires; / 

Tis a bubble, ’tis a (igh, 

Be prepar’d, O Ma n ! to d ie. 

An Anatomical Epitaph on an Inualia* 
Wutten by Himself. 

TTERE lies an head that often ach’d: 

Here lie two hands that always (hak’dj 
Here lies a brain of odd conceit ; 

Here lies a heart that often beat : 

Here lie two eyes that diily wept, 

And in the night but fcldom (lept ; 

Here lies a tongue that whining talk'd $ 

Here lie two feet that feebly walk’d j 
Here lie the midriff and the breaft, 

With loads of indigeflion preff ; 

Here lies the liver, full of bile. 

That ne’er fccretcd proper chyle ; 

Here lie the bowels, human tripes,. 
Tortur’d with wind and twilling gripes^ 
Here lies the livid dab, the fplccn, • 

The Ibiircc of life’s fad tragic fcenc ; 

That left fide weight that clogs the blood. 
And llagnatcs nature’s circling flood : 

Here lie the nerves, fo often twitch’d 
With painful cramps and poignant Hitch j 
Here lies the back, oft rack’d \vit!i pains> 
Corroding kidneys, loins and niis ; 

Here lies the (kin, by feurvy fed, 

With pimples and eruptions red ; 

Here lies the man, from top to toe, 

That ftibric fram’d for pain and woe. 


A Potm^ 

Walter Raleigh. 
CHALL t like an hermit d veil 
On a rock, or in a cell. 

Callin g home the fmallefl: part 
•iYfai is miffing of my heart. 

To bellow it where I may 
Meet a rival ev’ry day ? 

If (he undervalue me, 

What care I how feir (lie } 

Were her trelTcs angd 
If a (Irangcr may bo bold, . ^ 

Unrebuked, unafraid, 

To convert them to a brayde,j( 

And, with little more a-do, ^ ^ 

Work them into bracelets too; 1 

If the mine be grown ib free, * 

What care i how rich it be > • 

Were her hand as rich a prize 
As her hairs, or precioui eyes ; 

’s friendh Mr« D# Jackfoil. 
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IF Ihc lay tlicm out to take 
Kill’eSjofoi; good manners fake f 
And let cv*ry lover Ikip 
From her hand unto her lip ; 

' If Ihc feem not chafte to me, 

What care [ how chafte fhe be ? 

No, (lie muft be perfeft fnow 
In cft'cdl:, as well as ftiow ; 

Warming but as fnow-balls do, 

Not like lire, by burning too ; 

But wlu n fhe by change hath got 
liLM-’lieaii a I'ccond Lot, 

Then, ifot'jcrs Ibare with me, 

I'arcwel her, whate'er Ihe be ! 

* * A Form 

occqfioned by the /'r ego! 

"pAlNT, paint no more, no more with blots, 
C>r ch(c]uer I'o thy face witli fpots, 

Thar I muft view thee, as men drive 
To lee ecliples, through. a fieve; 

Be tliou but plcaiing unto me, 

What care 1 what tile thou be ? 

Be thou fatter tliah a hog, 

A butcher’s doublet, oi his" dog ; 

Be thy checks butter, thy nofe greafej 
May we make brewis on thy face ; 

Yet if thou do not melt to me,- 
What care Thow fit thou be } 

Be thy nofe like fiery coals, 

Or a grater, full of holes, 

Let’it turn up, or elfc hook in, 

And fo be clafp’d unto thy chin; 

Yet, if it turn not unto me. 

What care I how crook’d it be ^ 

Though reading, thou muft look fb clofc, 
As thou wert reading with thy nofe j 
From thine eyes let filth run more 
Than broken boil, or plaguy fore; 

Yet, if they do not look on me, 

What care I how foul they be } 

Canft thou outfcold a butter wench, 

Or a fivfti lawyer at the bench ? 

Canft thou the noife of thunder drown. 

Sour all the beer about the town ? 

Yet, if thou \^ilt not fpcak to me, 

What care I how loud thou be r 
Be thy mouth like jaws of death, 

Thit they who kifs, mpft kifs thy teeth ; 

And hold by th’ ha.^dle of thy chin. 

Left their f(x)t flip, and they fall in ; 

Yer, if tl ou wilt nor gape on me, 

, WhatcSfel how broad it be ? 

Smells th)r bres^th like nurfe’s clout, . 

Or a candle juft biynt out ; ^ 

Or fb, that men miftake the place, 

‘ And7 untrufs coming near thy face ! 

Yet, if it finell not fo to me, 

What cju'e I how ftVong it be ? 

Wom m, like paper, whiift they’re white, 
Are fit for cv’rv man to write ; 

I’d haye a mifire ^ Inch a one, 

I n ight be fure ihe wat my own ; 


Be thou then but fuch to me, 
What cafe 1 what elfc thou be ? 


Stage Coach, 

■n ESOLV’D to vifit a far diftant fr’end, 

A porter to the Buil-and-Gate J fend, 

And bid the flave at all events engage 
Some place or other in the Chefter ft^ige; 

"i'he Have returns — ’lis done as foon as faid- 
Vour lionour’s Jure when once the money’s paid; 
My brother whip, impatient of delay, "j 

Buts to at three, and nvears he cannoi ftay V 
(Four difmal hours ere the break of day). J 
Rous’d from .found fleep, thrice cah'd, at length 
I rife, 

Y awning, ftrctdi out my arms, hal f clos’d my eyes; 
By fteps and laiitliorn enter the machine, 

And take my place, Iiow cordially * between 
Two aged matrons of exccifivc I ulk, 

To mend the matter too, of meaner folk ; 

While in like mode jamm’d in on t' other fide 
A bullying Captain and a fiir-cnc ride; 

Fcolilh as fair; and in whole lap a hoy— 

Our plague eternal, but her only joy ; 

At laft, the glorious number to complete, 

Steps in my landlord for that bodkin feat : 
When^foon by cv’ry hillock, rut, and ftone, 
into each other’s face by turns we’re thiovvn ; 
This grannam fcolds, that coughs, and Captain* 
fwcars, • 

The fair-one fereams, and has a thoufand fears; 
While our plump landlord, train’d m other lore, 
Slumbers. at cafe, nor yet afham’d to fiiorc ; 

And maftcr Dicky, in his mother’s bp. 

Squalling bring,s up at once three imaK of pap; 
Sweet company f next lime 1 do protcll, Sii , 

J’ll walk to Dublin, ere J’d ride to Cliefter, 


Mr, Garrick being ajked by a Nobleman if be did 
not intend to Jit in Parliament^ gave him an' 
Anfiver in the fAl owing Lines, 

\yrORK than content with what my talents gaiii^ 
Of public favour though a little vain, 

Yet not fo vain my mind, fo madly bent. 

To w'ifti to play the fool in Parlianicnt; 

In each dramatic unity to err, 

?4jftaking time, and place, and character; 

Were it my fate to quit the mimit: art, 

I’d “ ftrut and fict” no more in any part; 

No more in public fcencs would ! engage, 

Or wear the cap and malk on any ftage. 


The I'boughi’y or, a Song of Simnies, 

I ’VE thought ; the fair NarciiTa ciies, 

What is it like. Sir ? — Like ypuv eyes 
* Tis like a cliair — tis like a key — 

* 'Tis like a purge — ’tis like a flea— 

‘ ’Tii like a beggar — like the fun— 

< ’Tis like the Dutch — *tis like t'nc moon.-^ 

« *Tis like a kilderkin of ale— 

« ’Tis like a Doctor — like a whale- - 
Why are my ejes, Sir, like a Swor£> ? 

For that's the Thought, upon xny word. 
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Ah ! witncfs evtr>; pang I feel, 

** The deaths they give the likenefs tclL 
A fword is like a chair, you'll find, 

** Becaufe Ms moft an end behind. 

“ *Tis like a key, for ’twill undo one ; 

** 'Tis like a purge, for ’twill run thro* One ; 
*Tis like a flea, and reafon good, 

’Tis often drawing human blowl.’* 

XVIw like a beggar ? ■ « — <* You lhall hear; 

*Tis often carried ’fore the May’r; 

*Tis like the fun, becaufc ’tis gilt, 

Befides, it travels in a belt, 

“ ’Tis like the Dutch, we plainly fee, 

Bccaufe that flatc, whenever wc 
A puih for our own int’reft make. 

Does inllantly our fides forfnke.*' 

The moon ‘ — “ Wliy when all’s faid and deme, 
A Sword is very like the moon; 

“ For if his Majtity (God blafs him) 

<< When County , SherilF comes t’ addrefs him, 
Is pleas’d his favours to beftow 
“ On him, before him kneeling low, 

** This o’er his fliouldcrs glitters bright. 

And gives the glory to the Knight (night) ; 
’Tis like a kilderkin, no doubt, 

« For its not long in drawing out, 

’Tis like a Doctor, for who will 
Difputc a Doctor’s pow’r to kill 
But why a Swoid is like a whale 
Is no fuch cafy thing to tell. 

Hut fince all Swords are Swords, d’ye fee, 

<* VV’hy, let it then a backfword be ; 

Which, if well us’d, will feldoin fail 
<< To raife up fomewhat like a whale.’' 


T/v AjJronomer* s Room, 
ipvNE day J call'd, and, Philo out, 

^ 1 opM the door, and hjok’d about ; 
WIk'u, all his goods being full in view^ 

I took this inventory true : — 

Item, a bed without a curtain, 

A broken jar to empty dirt in; 

A candleftick, a grcaly night-cap, 
j\ fpitting pot to catcli what might hap ; 

Two ftockings darn el with numerous flitche^ 
A piece <tt Ihirt, a pair of breeches ; 

A threc-lLTg’d ftool, a four-legg'd taJ)lc, 
Were liH’d with book unfit for rabble ; 

Sines, tangents, fe'eants, radius, Co-fines, 
Subtangenrs, fegincnts, and all thofe figns; 
Knough to ihew the man who made *cm, 

Was fhll as mad as he who read ’em : 

An almanack of fix years fianding, 

A cup with ink, and one with fand in ; 

One corner held his books and clieft. 

And round the floor were fticw’d the reft ; 
That all things might he like himlelf, 
llc'd ncuher clofct, dra^ver, or ihelf; 

Here pifs-pot, faucc-pot, I rokcn platter, 
Appear’d like heterogeneous matter. 

I I ancient days the walls were white, 

But who ’gainft damps a id lhails can fight 
They’re now in wTeathy linglets bound, 

Some fquare, fome oval, and fome round ; 

5 


The antiquarian there may find 

Each hieroglyphic to his mind ; ^ v 

Such faces there may fancy trace, 

As never yet knew time or place. 

And he who ftudics maps or plans. 

Has all the work done to his hands ; 

Til fiiort, tlic room, the goods, and author, 
Appear’d to be one made for t’ other. 


Epitaph by a Gentleman to the Memory of bis LaJyi 


rpAREWEL 

* min 


j, my beft belov’d, whofe heavenly 
mind, ' * 


Genius and virtue, ftrength with foftnefs join’d, 
Devotion uiidcbas’d by pride or art, 

With meek fimpliciry, and joy of heart ; 

Tho’ fprighily, gentle; tho’ polite, fincerc ; 

And only of thyfelf a judge fevere ; 

Uubkm'd, unequaU’d in each fpher© of life, 
The tendereft daiigliter, filler, parent, wife; 

In thee their patronefs th’afli idled loft; 

Thy friends, their patron, ornament, and boaft; 
And I — but ah ' can words my lofs declare, 

Or pjknt th’ cxtriTucs of tranfport and defpair ? 
O tiiou, beyond ivhat verfe or Ipeech can tell, 
My guide, my friend, my bell bclov’d, farcwel? 


On feeing el Great Commander effeminately drefl at 
a Ball, 

faid that our foldicrs fo lazy, are grown, 
With pleafurc and plenty undone, 

That they more for their carriage than courage 
arc known, 

And fcarcc knolv the itfe Of a gvfn. 

Let them fay what theyw'ill, fince it nobody galls, 
And exclaim out ftill louder and jouder; 

But there ne’er was more money expended in bulisg 
Or a greater confumption of powder. 


An Original Epitaph, 

TJERE lies, faft afleep, awake me who can > 
That medley < f paifions and follies, a Mani 
Who fometimes lov’d licence, and fometimes re- 
ft) liint, 

Too much of the Tinner, too little of faint; 

From quarter to quarter I fhifted my tack; 
’Gainft the evils of life a moft notable quack ; 
But, alas ! 1 foon found the defeats of my Ikilly 
And my noftrums in pratlice prov'd treacheroue 
ftill i . i 

From life’s certain ills *twas in vain to feck eafe. 
The remedy oft prov’d another difeafe ; 

What in rapture began often ended in forrow, 
And the pleafurc to-day brought refl^^jon to* 
morrow ; 

When each ailion was o’er j and*<s errors were feen, 
ThcifT view’d widi furprizc/thc ftrange thing 1 
'ii$d been ; 

IV^ bpdy and mird were lb oddly contriv'd, 
at e^h other’s failing both parties conniv’d; 
Imprudence of mind broilghTon fipknefs and paiii, 
The body difeas’d paid the debt back again : 
Thus coupled together life’s journey they pafs’4, 
Till they wrangled and jangled, andparild.at laft ; 
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Thus tir'd ind weary, I have finifli’d my courfe, 
Am gkd it is bed-time, and things arc no worfe. 

Epitaph on an Honejl Sailor^ 

^^HETHER failor or not, for a moment avaft I 
Poor Tom’s mizzeti tup-fail is laid to the 
mail; 

lie’ll never turn Out, ot more heave the lead ; 
lie’s now all-a<^back, nor will fails fiioot a- 
head ; 

^ He even was brifk, and tho* now gone to wreck, 
'When he hears the laft whittle he'll jump upon 
deck. 


• * The Confultation, 

^HREE Doftors met in confultation 
. Proceed with great deliberation j 
The cafe was defperate, all agreed ; 
but what «f that ? they mutt be feed ; 

They write then, as *twas fit they fhould. 

But for their own, not patient’s good ; 
Confulting wifely, don't mittake. Sir, 

Kot what to give, bUt what to take, Sin 

On a Larnttoi'd drunk, 

Y ANDLORD,with thee now even is the wine; 
^ For thou, haft pierc’d his hogfhead, and he 
thine. 




A Rhapfody, 

I walk’d by myfclf, [ faid to myfelf, 

And myfelf faid again to me ; 

Look to thyfelf, take care of thyfclf, 

For nobody cares for thee ; 

Then I faid to myfelf, and thus anfwer’d myfclf, 
With the felf fame repartee; 

Look to thyfclf, or look not to thyfelf, 

'Tis the felf fame thing to me., 

To-Day and To-Morrow, 

^pO-Day man’s drefs'd in gold and filver bright, 
Wrapp’djn a fliroud before to-morrow night; 
To-Day he’s feeding on delicious food, 
To-Morrow dead, unable to do good ;’ 

To-Day he’s nice, and fcorhs to feed on crumbs,. 
To-Morrow he’s himfelf a diih for worms ; 
To/Day he’s honour'd, and in vaft etteem, 
To-Morrow not a^J^eggar values him; , 

To-Day he rifes from a velvet bed, 

To-Morrow lies in one that’s made of lead ; 
To-Day^s houfc, tho’ large, he thinks but fmall, 
To-Morrow no command, no houfe at all ; 
To-Day has forty fervants at his gatCf 
To-Morrow fcorn’d, not one of them will wait ! 
To-Day perfum’d as fweet as any rofe, 
To-Morrow ftinks in every body’s nofr; 

To-Day he’s grand/ majeftic, all delight, 
Ghaftful and pale before to-morrow night ; 

TruCf as the feripture fays^ “ man’s lifers a 
The pre&nt mom<mt is the life of man. 


zn 

An Infcription over a Gentleman^ z Cbimn^^Pite* 
neoar Barnjky. 

*^0 my beft my friends are free 5 
Free with that, and free with me ; 

Free to pafs the harmlcfs joke, 

And the tube fedately fmoke ; 

Free to drink juft what they plcafe.. 

As at home, and at their calc ; 

Free to fpeak, and free to think-— 

No informers with me drink ; 

Free to ftay a night, or fo ; 

When uncafy, free to go. 

The Cbwaiier, 

A N cafy mien, engaging in addrefs, 

^ Looks which at Once cadi winning grace 
exprefs, ^ 

A life where love and truth are ever join’d^ 

A nature ever great and ever kind, 

A wifdom foiid, and a judgment clear. 

The frnile indulgent, and a foul finccrc; 

Meek without mcannefs, gentle and humane; 
Fond of improving, but yet never vain 5 
So juftly gof)d, fo faithful to his friend, 

Ever obliging, cautious to offend ; 

A mind where gen’rous pity ftands confefs’d. 
Ready to eafe and fuccour the diftrefs’d ; 

If thefe refpeft and admiration raife, 

They furcly mutt demand our greateft praife; 

In one bright view tlVaccomplilh’d youth vve fee^ 
Thefe virtues all are thine— and thou art he. 


Poverty and Poetry, 

♦rpW AS fung of old, how one Amphion 
Could by his vcrlbs tame a Lion, 

And by his ftrange enchanting tunes 
Make Bears and Wolves dance rigadootis ; 

His fongs could call the timber down, 

And form it into houfc or town. 

But it is plain, now in thefe times, 

No houfe is rais’d by poet’s rhymes j 
They for thcmfclves can only rear 
A few old cattles in the air. 

Poor are the brethren of the Bays,- 
DoWn from high ttrains to ekes and ayes ; 

The mufes too arc virgins yet, 

And may be till they portions get. 

Yet ftill the doatin^^ rhymer dreams, 

And lings of Helicon’s briglit ttreams: 

But Helicon, for ail his clatter, 

Yields nothing but infipid water ; 

Yet, even athirtt, he Iweetly lings 
Of Ne6tar and Elyfian fprings. 

The grave phylician, who by phylic, 

Like death, difpatches him that is lick, 

Purfucs a fure and thriving trade ; 

Tho* patients die, the doctor’s paid ; 

Licens'd to kill, he gains a palace 
For what another mounts a gallows. 

In lhady groves the mufes play, ; 

And love in flow’xy meads to ftray j 
Pleas’d with a bleaky barren ground, 

Whext rip’ning fruits arc never found. 

y a But 
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But then, feme fay, you purchafe fame, 

And gain a never dying name ; 

Great reccmpcnce for real trouble ! 

To be rewaided with a bubble. 

Thus foldicrs, who in many battles 
Get bangs and blows, and God knows what elfc, 
Arc paid with fame and wooden leg, 

And gain a pafs, with lca\c lo beg- 


0?! Bribery, 

A Poor man once a Judge befought 
To judge aright liis caufe ; 

And with a pot of oil falures 
This judger of the laws. 

My friend, quot'h he, thy caufc is good ; 
He glad away did trudge : 

An6n his wealtliy foe did come 
Before this partial Judge. 

A heg well fed this churl prefents, 

And cra\cs a (lraiv\ of law ; 

The hog receiv’d, the poor man’s right 
Wa** judg'd not worth a ftmw. 

Thcrcw'ith he cried, O parti.d judge, 
Thy d*y)in has me undone ; 

When oil I gave, my caufc was good. 
But now to ruin run. 

Poor man, quoth he, T thee forgot, 

And fee rliy taufc of Foil ; 

A hog came lintc into my lioulc. 

And broke ihy pot of oil. 


T.lh abrth Wi}7^ ajhcd ht r ophuon conrernhiy^ 
thf Yttd Tri ftme tn the Stinamrntf gt4ve the 
JoUox'iffji' artful and jolid Anjiucr : 

^IIRfSr was the word that fpake it^ 

^ He took the bread, and brake 
And \\hat,thc word did make it, 

That 1 believe, and take it. 


I 


Dialogue between Harry, who bad a large Li- 
brary, and Dick, who had more underjji*nding 
than Books. 

Q uoth Harry to his friend one day, 

Would, Richard, Td thv head !” 

What wilt thou give for 't > (Dick replied) 

‘ The bargain’s quickly made.* 

‘ My head and all my books I'd girc, 

“ With readinefii and fn cdom.” 

Tel take thy books ; but with tl^ head, 

‘ Gad zcoks ' I ne'er could read ’em,* 


Lpigiam, 

blew a hard ftorm, and in utmoft c 
fufion 

The failors all hinried to get abfohuion ; 

Which done, and tlie weight of the fins they’d 
confefs’d 

Transferr’d, as they thought, from thcmfelvcs to 
the priefi, 

To lightciithc Ihip, and conclude their devotion. 
They tofs'd the poor parfon foufe into the ocean, 


Epigeam. 

TTIND Peggy kifs*d her huiband, with thclc 
words : 

“ Mine oWn fwcet Will, how dearly I lave 

If true, quoth Will, the world none fuch afibrds^ 
And that *tis true 1 dare her warrant be : 

For ne*cr was woman yet, or good or ill, 
But loved always bed her own fweet Will. 


Epitaph on a Coblcr. ’ 

D eath at a Coblcr’s door oft made a ftand, 
And always found him on the mending 
hand ; * « 

At laft came death, in very dirty weather, 

And ripp’d the foie from off the uptx:r- leather. 
Death put a trick upon him, and what was ’t > ^ 
riie Cobler call’d tor’s awl, death brought h?4 
lad. 

*jf)ue Bnienjolence. 
other day, fays Ned to Joe, 

Near Bedlam’s confines gioping. 

Whene’er I hear the cries of woe^ 

My hand is always open. 

I own, fays Joe, that to the poor 
(You prove it ev’ry minute) • 

Your hand is open, to l)e fure, 

But then there’s nothing in it. 

Epigram on Bijbop Anerimy s burying the Duke of 
Bucktngbtwt, 

T HAVE no hopes, the Duke lie fays, and dies. 
L “ In fure and certain hopes,” the prelate 
cries. 

Of tliefc two learned peers, I prithee fay, man, 
Who is the lying knave, the pried or layman ? 
The Duke he ftands an infidel confeft; 

“ He’s our dear brother,” quoth the lordly pried. 
The duke, the knave, dill brother dear he cries, 
And who can fay the reverend prelate lyes ? 

Written under a Lady s Name in a Window. 

'^HREE brilliants fair Cclinda grac'd 
(There love’s artillery lies) ; 

One from her fnowy finger blar/d, 

Two fparklcd in Iter eyes. I 

The fird, which flione with fainter rays. 

Could here her name impart ; 

The -others drew her charming face 
M6rc deeply on my heart.- ^ 


On the Death of Dean Swift. 

T^HEN Gay breath’d his laft, we in lilence' 
complain'd, 

But yet we’d a Pope and a Swift who remain'd; 
Pope falls ! all Parnaffus refounds with our cries^ 
And pray'rs daily matV to keep Swift from the 
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Vain wi flies ! vain pray’rs ! to the winds they ! 
^arc given, 

Forde^rh comes i clentler|,and takes him to heaven. 
At Jiitlc misfortunes weVe fobc! ly fad. 

But it’s lime, now we've loflali our wits, to run 
mad. 


Spoken 'Extempore to a Lady^ on hein^ ajkcd *ivbat 
this World ivas like. 

^I^UrS^ world is a prifon in ev’ry refpert,* 
s Wliofe walls arc tlie Ii- avens in common ; 
The gaoler is fin, and the j>rifontrs men, 

And the fetters arc nothing but — women. 


lie I'Lrf. 

T TRTJ., with equal rruth and grief, 

’I'luit little Kite’s in errant thief j 
ndore ihi urchm wl!! eould go, 

Sh:- iU Ic rlie uhitenefs of i;ie fnow ; 

And more — ili.Jt vNhitencfs to adoin. 

She fiole the blulhes of tlie morn ; 

Stole ail the foftilcfs /Ktlvei' pours 
On priinrofc buds, in vernal flunv’rs. 

There's no repeating all her wiles : 

She ftoic the Graces winiiuig Imiles ; 

*Twas quickJy fecn flic robb'd the Iky, 

To plant a ftar in cither cve ; 

She pilfer’d orient pearl for teeth, 

And Hole the cow’s ambrofial breath ; 

The cherry, ftcep’d in morning dew, 

Gave moillurc to her lips, and hue. 

Thefe were her infant fpoiis; a flere 
To which, in time, flic added more : 

At twelve ihc ftoic from Cyprus’ Queen 
Her air a. id love-commanding mien j 
Stole Juno's dignity ; and ftole, 

From Pallas, fenle to charm the foul ; 

She fung — amaz'd the Syrens heard, 

And to aifert iheir voice apjiear’d ; 

She play'd — the mufes from their hill 
Wonder’d who thus had Hole their (kill ; 
Apollo’s wit was next her prey, 

And then the beams that light the day ; 
While Jove, her pilfring thefts to crown, 
Pronounc’d thefe beauties all her own, 
Pardon’d her crimes, and prais’d her art; 
An#i t* other day flic ftole— my heart, 

Cupid ! if lovei;^^ are thy care, 

Revenge thy votary on the fair; ^ 

Do jultice on her ftolen charms, 

And letl^er prifon be — my arms. 

“Beauty s Valuer Bj Shakspeare. 

B eauty is but a vain, a fleeting good, 

A Alining glofs that fadeth fuddenly ; 

A flow’r that dies when almoft in the bud, 

A brittle glafs that breaketh prefenrly. 

A fleeting good, a glofs, a glafs, a flowV, 
Loft, faded, broken, dead, wiihin an hciiir. 


AMS, &c. 3*5 

As goods when loft we know are ftldom found, 
As fading glol’s no rubbing lau cxcirc, 

As flow’ll -- hen dead are trampled on thd 
ground, 

As broken glafs no cement can unite ; 

So beauty, bleu.ifli’d once, is ever I ifl, 
in Ipite of phyfic, painting, pains, and coft. 

On the frequent Defeat! of the French Army in 
the lafi War. • An Epigram. 
nnHE toaft of each Briton in war’s dread alarms, 
^ O’er bottle or bowl, is fuccefs to onr arms ; 
Attack’d, put to flight, and foon forc’d from each 
trench, 

Succefs to our legs is the toaft of the French. 

A Sailor ha^j/ng been fenlcn red to the Cat of Nine 
7i^/7.r, tuhtai tied nady jor Piaujhnit nt, fpoke 
the follo\ohig Lines to bis Commander ^ who bail 
cvi A'vojion to a Cal. 

"D Y your honour's command, an example I Hand' 
Of your juftice to all the fliip’s crew ; 

I am hamper’d and fivi])t, and if I am whipt, 
’Tis no moie than T own is my due. 

In this feurvy condition, I humbly petition 
To ofl’er foine lints to your eye : 

Merry Tom by tuch tralh once avoided the kfli, 
And, if fate and yiu pleafe, fo may I. 

There is nothing you hate, I’m inform’d, like a 
cat; 

Why, your honour's avcrfioii is mine : 

If pufs then with one tail can fo make your heart 
fail, 

O favc me fiom that which has nine ! 

N. B. He was pardoned. 

On a certain Lady's Stutly. 

'T'O Chloe’s ftudy fliall wc go, 

(For ladies have their ftudics now) 

O Avhat a fplendid flght is there ! 

’Twould make the dullcft hermit flare; 

There ftand, all rang’d in proud array, 

Each French roinanci?, and modern play; 

Love’s magazine of flames and darts. 

Whole hillories of eyes and liearrs ! 

Bur, O • view well the outward I'cene, 
you'll never need to look within ; 

What Chloe loves /he plainly fliews, 

For, io 1 her very books are beaus. 

Epitaph on a Scolding Wife. 
rrKRE lies my wife ; poor Molly ! lot her lie: 
^ She finds repofc at laft — and ib do L 

An Epigram. 

'T'HE lofty oak from a fmall acorn grows. 

And to the ikies afeends with fpreadiog 
boughs ; 

y i As 
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As years increafe^ it (hades th’ extended plain, 
Then, big with death and vengeance, ploughs the 
main : 

Hence riles fame, and fafety to our (liore ; 

And from an acorn fprings Britannia’s pow’r. 


*Ib€ Modern Courtier. 

*pRAY fay what's that which fmirking trips 
^ this way, 

That powder’d thing, fo neat, fo trim, fo gay ? 
Adorn’d with tambour’d veil, and 1‘panglcd fword, 
That fupple fervile thing r— O I that’s a Lord ! 
You jeft — that thing a Peer ? an Englilh Peer > 
Who ought (with head, cllate, and confcience 
clear) 

Either in grave debate, or hardy fight, 

Firmly maintain a free-born people's right ; 
Surely thofe lords were of another breed 
Who met their monarch John at Runnemede j 
And, clad in ftcel, there in a glorious hour 
Made the curd tyrant feel the people’s pow’r ; 
Made him confefs, beneath that awful rod, 
Their voice united is the voice of God, 


f^pitaph on a beautiful and virtuous youn^ Laefy. 
CLEEP foft in dull, wait the Almighty’s will, 
^ Then rife unchang’d, and be an angel dill. 


Jn Epitaph on a Poor but llonrji Man, 

OTOP, reader, here, and deign a look 
^ On one without a name, 

Hc'cr enter’d in the ample book 
Of fortune or of fame. 

Studious of peace, he hated drife ; 

Meek virtues fill’d his bread ; 

His coat of arms, “ a fpotlcfs life,” 

An honed heart” his cred. 

Quarter’d therewith was innocence ; 

And thus his motto ran : 

A confcience void of all offence 
“ Before both God and man.” 

In the great day of wrath, tho* pride 
Now fcorns his pedigree ; 

Thoufands lhall wifh' they’d been allied 
To this great family. 


An Epitaph on a very idle Fellow. 

From Cambden. 

H ere lieth one that once was born and cried, 
Liv’d fevcral years, and then— and then — he 
died. 


^e PiRure of Slander. 

^nr/HAT monal but (lander, that ferpent, hath 
dung, 

Whofe teeth are (harp arrows, a razor her tongue? 
The poifon of afps her vivid lip loads, 

The rattle of fnakes with the Ipittle of toads \ 


Her throat is an open fepulchre, her legs 
Set hatching of vipers, and cockatrice egos ; 

Her ding is a fcorpion’s \ like Iwcna fhcTl cry \ 
With the ear of an adder, a bafililk’s eye i 
The mouth of a monkey, the hug of a bear, 
The head of a parrot, the chat of a hare ; 

The wing of a magpye, the fnout of a hog, 

The feet of a mole, and the tail of a dog \ 

Her claw is a ryger’s, her forehead is brafs, 
With the hifs of a goofe, and the bray of an afs. 


On a Covetous old Parfoet^ 

^RIES Spintext, in fpleen, this public dona» 


Methinks favours much of vain odentation.; 

G — d blefs me! five pounds, why the fum is im^i 
menfe I 

And for pity, mere pity ! *tis (how and pretence^ 
When I do an alms, fame’s trumpet ne’er blows, 
What my right hand is doing, my left never knows; 
All my gifts I bedow in fo private a way, 

That when, how, or where, no mortal can fay.” 
Spintext, it is true, has fuch art to conceal ’em,*" 
That his parilli ne’er lee, nor the poor never feel 
•cm, 

And thus he makes furc that none (hall reveal 
’em. 


Epigram to a pretended Friend^ md real Enemy. 
'T'HY hefitating tongue, and doubtful face, 

* Shew all thy kindnefs to be n>erc grimace ; 
Throw off the nialk ; at once be foe or friend ; 
’Tis bafe to foothc, when malice is the end ; 
The rock that’s fecn gives the poor failor dread. 
But double terror that which hides its head* 


On a 7'ombjlone in EJfex^ 

TTERE lies the man Richard, 

^ And Mary his wife ; 

Their furname was Prichard ; 

They liv’d without drife ; 

And the reafon was plain— 

They abounded in riches ; 

They nor care had nor pain, 

And the wife woke the BREECHES, 


To Lacfy May IFortley Montague, fy Mr. Pope, 
tN beauty or wit, no mortal as yet ^ 

* To quedion your empire has dar’d ; 

But men of difeerning have thought that in Icarn-i 

To yield to a Lady was hard. 

Impertinent fchools, with mudy dull rules, 

Have reading to females denied ; 

So Papids refufe the Bible to ufe, 

Led flocks Ihould be wife as their guide, 

'Twas a woman at fird (indeed (he was curd) 

In knowledge that taded delight ; 

And fages agree, the laws Ihould decree 
To the fird of poileiTors the right. 

Then 
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Then bravely, fair dame, refume the old claim. 
Which to your whole fex does belong ; 

And let men receive from a lecond bright Ev£ 
The knowledge of right and of wrong. 

But if the firft Eve hard doom did receive, 
W'hen only one apple had (he ; 

What punifhment new lhall be found out for you, 
Who, tailing, have robb’d the whole tree ? 

On ibe Death of a IVife, a notahle ScqU and a 
Shrew, By the llujband, 

J lived onc-and-twenty year 
As man and wife together ; 

I could no longer keep her here. 

She’s gone — J know not whither. 

Could I but guefs, I do proteft, 

I fpeak it not to flatter ; 

Of all the women in the world 
I never would come at her. 

Her body is beftowed well, 

A handfome grave doth hide her ; 

And lure, her foul is not in hell— 

The devil would ne’er abide her# 

I rather think ihc*s Ibar’d aloft ; « 

For in the laft great thunder 

Methought J heard her very voice, 

Rending the cloutls in funder. 


Rqfe, By Mr, Philips. 
^T^HE rofe’s age is hut a day, 

^ Its bloom the pledge of its decay 5 
Sweet in feent, m colour bright, 

Jt blows at morn, and fades at night. 

Imitated by pr. Swift. 

My age is not a moment's ftay, 

My birth tiu; fame with my decay ; 

I favour ill j no colour know j 
And fade the inllanc that I blow. 


A Bofton Epigram.^Willen in 1774. 

"To the Minijhy, 

’vc fent a rod to Mafl'achufet, 

^ Tliinking ih’ Americans will bufs it j 
But much [ fear,, for Britain’s fake, 

That this fame rod will prove a fnakc. 

Epitaph on Mr. Thomas Hammond, a Ptm/h 
Clerk, a good Man, and an excelle?it Baek^Oa/n- 
^lon Phmr, who was Juccteded in bis OJfice by 
Mr, Tiice. 

B y the chance of the die, 

On his back here doth lie 
Our mud audible clerk, Mafter Hammond ; 
Tho* Yixbore many men^ 

Till thrcefcore and ten, 

Yet at length he by death is haek-gammon d. 
But hark ! neighbours, hark ! 

Here again comes the clerk ; 

By a hit very, lucky and nlec^ 

With death we’ re now even 5 
He juft ftepp’d to heaven, 

And is with us again iu a Trice. 


On Matrimony. An Epigram. 

•T'OM prais’d his friend, who chang'd hU date, 
^ tor binding faft himftlf and Kate 
I n union fo divine i 

“ Wedlock’s the end of life,” he cried ; 

Too true, alas !” faid Jack, and figh’d, 

'Twill bathe end of mine.'* 


ITERE 1 

AX u/u« 


An Epitaph on the Death of a favourite Parrei 
that was found in a HeceJfary^Houfe. 

fafe lie interr’d the remains of a bird| 
Who fubmits to all conquering fate ; 

Whofe mafter took care to teach it to fwcar, 

As his miftrefs had taught it to prate. 

If complaint ihould be made of the place where 
he’s laid, 

Poor Betty is only in fault ; 

Poor Betty, to lave the expence of a grave, 
Thought proper to choofe it a vault. 

To preferve its dear fame, for time without namCj 
His miftrefs, ftill kinder and kinder, 
Declar’d with a tear, (he’d never come here, 
Without leaving fomething behind her. 


Epitaph on Ladv Malcfwortb^ who was burnt to 
Death by a Fire whi< h broke out in her Dwel’* 
lingmlioufe, London, the htb qf May, 1763; 

A Pecrlcfs matron, pride of female life, 

^ In ev’ry date, as widow, maid, or wife ; 
Who, wedded to thrccfcorc, preferv’d her fame ; 
She liv’d a Phoenix, and expir'd in dame, 


Fafe 5 fuppofed to he written by Alexander Selkirk, 
during bis foliiaxy abode in the Ijland of Juan 
Fernandez, CowrER* 

T AM monarch of all I furvey, 

“*• My right there is none to difpute. 

From the centre all round to the lea, 

I am lord of the fowl and the brute. 

0 folitude I where are the charms 
That fages have fecn in thy face ? 

Better dwell in the midft of alarms. 

Than reign in this horrible place. 

1 am out of humanity’s reach, 

I mud finifh m/ journey alone, 

Never hear the fwcet mu lie of fpccch^ 

1 ftart at the found of my own. 

The beafts that roam over the i^lain. 

My form with indifference fee, ’ 

They are fo unacquainted with man. 

Their tamcnefs is fliocking to me. 

Society, fricndlhip, and love, ] 

Divinely beftow’d upon man, 

O had I tne wings of a dove, 

How fuon would I tafte you again ! 

My forrows I then might affuage 
In the ways of religion and truth. 

Might learn from the wifdom of age, 

And be cheer’d by the Tallies of youth. 

y 4 Religion 1» 
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Religion ! what treafure untold 
Rciides in that heavenly word ! 

]Morc precious than filver and gold, 

Or all that this eanh can afford. 

But the found of the church-going hell 
Thcfe valleys and rocks !:ever heard, 
NeVr at the found of a kncil, 

Or fmilM when a f;bhath appeal’d. 

Ve winds that have made me your Ipcrt, 
Convey to this dc folate flmre 
Some c<Tdivil endt -iring repoit 
Of a land I lhall vifu no more. 

My friends do tliev now and then fend 
A wiHi or a tliought iFcer me ? 

O tell me I yet have ii fiiend, 

Though a friend I am never to fee. 

How flcvt is a ;d ince of the mind ' 

Compar'd wirh the fin ed of its dight, 

The tempest itieif lags behind, 

And the rv\lfi-\vingecl arrows of light. 
When I think of my own native land, 

Til a moment J feeni to be theie *, 

Bur, alas ' ii- ollcdUon at hand 
Soon hurries me back to defpair. 

Bur the fca-fowl is gone to her neft, 

The bcaft is laid down in his lair, 

Ev*n htre is a feafon of reft, 

And 1 to my cabbin repair. 

There is men'y in every place, 

And merry, encouraging thought ! 

Gives even afBid'tion a grace, 

And reconciles man to his lot. 

Oir/ CowpKR. 

^OME, peace of mind, delightful giieft 1 
^ Return, and make thy downy neft 
Once more in this fad heart : 

Nor i idles I nor pow’r purfuc, 

Nor hold forbidden joys in view, 

We the.eforc need not part. 

Where wilt thou dwell, if not with me, 
From av’rije and amb'tion free, 

And plcifure’s fatal wiles ? 

For whom, alas ’ doft thou prepare 
The fwecis tt.at 1 was wont to lhare— 

The banquet of ihy fmiles ? 

The great, the gay, (hall they partake 
The heaven that thou alone ranft make ? 

And wilt thou quit the ftream 
That murmurs through the desvy mead. 
The grove and the fcqueftcr’d Ihed, 

To be a gueft with ihcm ? 

For thee I panted, thee I priz'd. 

For thee I gladly fieri fir/d 
Whate’er .1 lov’d before ; 

And (hall 1 fee thee ftart away, 

And hclplefs, hopelefs, hear thee lay— 
Farcwel ! vve meet no more ? ^ 

Hi^frtan Frallfy, CowrER. 

EAK and irrcfolure is man 5 
‘The purpofe if to-day, 
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Woven with pains into his plan, 

To-morrow rends away. 

The bow well bent and fmart the fprinj* 

ViLC fccms already (lain ; 

But paftion rud\,ly fnaps the (Iring, 

And it revives again. 

Some foe to liis upright intent, 

Finds out his weaker part; 

Virtue engages his alfcnr, 

But pUafure wins his heart, 

’1 is here the fdly of tlie wife 
Through all his art w'e view; 

And while his tongue the charge denies^ 

Jlis confcience owns it iruc. 

Bound on a voyage of awful length, 

And dangers little kimwn, 

A ftrangcT to fuperinr ftivngth, 

Man vainly trufts his ow n. 

But oars alone ran ne’er prevail 
To reacli the diftant ro»ft ; 

The breath (•{' heaven muft fvvcll the fail, 

Or ail the toil is loft. 

Ofi Jbm' l^iWft s of Unit' No/t' rpcorded lA 

1 tbti Biogra^h'ta Britamvcu, Cow I'ER. 

I FOND attempt U) yivc a dearhi«.ls lot 
j ^ To names ignoble, born to be forgot ! 

I In \ain rctordcd m iiiitoric page, 

They court tiw notice of a future age; 

Phofe twunkling tiny luftres of the land 
Drop one by one from fame’s neglcifimg hand! 
Letha?an gulphs receive them as tiny fall, 

I And dark oblivion foon abfoibs them all. 

So when a child, as playful cliildren ufc, 

FTas burnt to tinder a ftale Lift year’s news, 

The flime extinft, he views the loving fire, 
There goes my lady, and there goes the 'fcjuirc ; 
There goes the parfon, O illuftrious fpa\k ! 

And there, fcaicc iefs illnftiious, goes the clerk. 

The Fiightingalc aud GlovV-lForm, Cowp£R, 
A Nightingale, that all day Jong 
^ Had cheer’d the village wuth his fong, 

Nor yet at cvciiis note furpended, 

Nor yet when even-tide was ended, 

Began to fed, as well he might, 

The keen demands of appetite ; 

When, looking eagerly around, 

He fpied far off, upon tl.c ground, 

A f »mcihing (hining in the dark, 

And knew the gLiWrWonn by his fpark : 

So, ftooping down from hawthorn top, >. 

He thought to put him in his crop ; ^ 

The worm, aware of his intent, 

Harangued him thus, right eloquent : 

Did you admire my lamp, quoth he. 

As much as I your minft reify, 

You would abhor to do inc wrong, 

As much as T to fpoil your fong; 

For ’twas the felf-fome Pow’r aivine 
Taught you to ling, and me to fhinc, 



That 


Pf 


Book V. E P I G S. A M S, &c. 


That you with mufic, I with light, 

Might j)CHUtify and cheer the night. 

The f’ongftcr heard his Ihort oration. 

And warbling out his approbation. 
Releas’d him^ as my flory tells, 

And found a fupper fomewhere elfe. 

lienee j.imiig fcilarics may learn 
Their real int’ielt to difeern ; 

That brother Ihould not war with brother, 
And worry and devour each other. 

But ling and Ihinc bv Iwcct confent, 

Till life’s poor tranlient nigiit is Ipent, 
Rcl’pe^ m Mil each other’s cafe 
The gifts of nature and of grace. 

Thole Chriftians beft deferve the name 
, \Vho.ftudioiifly make' peace their aim j 
peace, both the duty and the pri/c 
Of him tLiat creeps and him that flies. 


On a GcUjbith Jlarved to Death in bis Ca^c. 

COWPCR. 

was when T was free as air, 

•** The tliiftlc's d'Avny iced my fare, 

My dri.ik the morning dew ; 

T perch’d at will on cv’ry foray, 

My form genteel, my plumage gay. 

My drains for ever new. 

But gaudy plumage, fprightly drain, 

And form genteel, were a.l m \aiii, 

And of*a tranlient dale ; 

For caught and cag’d, and ihiv’d to death. 

In dying fighs my little breath 
Soon pafs’d the wiry grate. 

Thanks, gentle Twain, for all my woes. 

And thanks for this efFc6lual clofe 
And cure of cv’ry ill ! 

More cruelty could none exprefs ; 

And J, if )ou had fhtwn me Ids, 

Had been your pris’ner dill. 

TJje Vhtr^appU' and the Cowper. 

^HE pinc-applcs in tripple roW 

W'ere balking hot and all in blow; 

A bee of moll dilcerning tadc 
Perceiv’d the fiagrance as he pafs’d. 

On eager wing the Ipoilcr canic, 

And fearch’d for crannies in the frame 
Urg’d his attempt on cvVy fide, 

To cv’ry pane his trunk applied ; 

Bitf dill in vain, the frame was tight, 

ASid only perviour to the light. 

Thus having waded half the day, 

He trimm’d his flight another way. 

Met^ks, 1 faid, in thee I And 
The fin and madnefs of mankind ; 

To joys fiirbidden man afpires, 

Confumes his foul with vain deiires ; 

Folly the fpring of his purfuit. 

And difappointment all the fruit. 

While Cynthio ogles as (lie pafles 
The nymph between two chariot^gUfTeSf 
She is the pine apple, and he 
Tlic Ally uafuccefsful beCt 


The maid who views with pcnfivc air 
The fli(»w-glafa fraught with glitt’ring ware. 
Sees watches, bniceJcts, rings, and lockeu. 
But fighs at thought t>f empty pockets; 

Like thine her appetite is keen. 

But, ah, the cruel glafs between ! 

Our dear delights arc often fuch, 

Expos'd to view, but not to touch ; 

The fight our foolilh heart infl.imcs, 

We long for pine-app'c> in frames. 

With hopelels wifli one locks and lii*-gers. 
One breaks the gla?s, and cuts his lihgers; 
Bur they whom tniih and uildom lead, 

I Can gather honey fr(;m a weed. 


Hoi'are, Booh ii. Ode lo. Cow PER. 
in ECEIVF, dear fr.wn'.I, the truths I teach^ 
So Ilia It thou live beyond ib.c reach 
Of adviTle fortune s pow’r: 

Not always tempt the did mi deep. 

Nor always timoroully citep 

Along the tvcach’ious there. 

He that holds fall the golden mean, 

And lives cuiitLiitedly bcuvtcn 
The linle and the great, 

Feels not tlic wants tliat pineh the poor, 

Nor plagues that haunt the rich man's door, 
ImbiTi ring uii his ftate. 

Tile tall'-ft pines feel m< It tlu' j'ow’r 
Of winti y blall, the loftidt toa' r 
Coiiius neavieft to die groioid ; 

The bolls that fpsi'e the iiKij.itain'a fide 
His cloud- eapt eminence clwidc, 

And fpread the ruin toimd. 

Tlic wcll-infuim'd philofophu* 

I'lcjoiccs with a wh<;jcioinc fear, 

And hopes in fpitj i.f paiii ; 

If winter bcliov/ from tlie north, 
iiooii il e fvveet Ipring comes dancing forth, 
And :i, twre laughs again. 

'*Vhaf if thine heaven be overcad, 

Ihc* dri’k appe nance will not haft, 

KxpLCi a blighter iky; 

The God tiiLii fti-iags the lilver bow 
AVakes foinciimcs the mufes toti. 

And lays his arrows by. 

If hindrances obltruft thy way, 

Thy magnanimity difplay, 

And let thy Urerngth be (cen: 

But, oh ! if fortune fill thy fail 
With more than a propitious gale, 

Take half thy canvas in. 


J RejieBion on the fo) egoing Ode. CowpEr; 
ND is tliis all ? Can reafon do no more 
^ I'han bid me fliun the deep, and dread the ihore? 
Sweet moralilt ! afloat on life's rough fta 
The Chriftian has a heart unknown to thcc; 

He holds no parley with unmanly fears, 

Where 'duty bids he confidently ftcers ; 

Faces a thoufand dangers at her call. 

And trulling in his God, furxnounts them all. 

7he 
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Use Shrubbery, Wrhten in a *time of AJUiBion. 

CowpER. 

HAPPY fliades ! to me unblcft, 

^ Friendly to peace, but not to me ; 

How ill the fcenc that offers reft, 

And heart that cannot reft, agree f 
This glaffy ffream, that fpreading pine, 

Thofc alders quivVing to the breeze, 

Mij^t foothe a Ibnl lefs hurt than mine, 

^ And plcafe, if any thing could pleafe. 

But fix'd unalterable care 

Foregoes not what (lie feels within ; 

Shews the fame fadnefs ev’ry where, 

And flights ti>c fcafon and the feene. 

For all that pleas’d in wood or lawn, 

While peace poflefs’d thefe filcnt bow'rs. 

Her animating fmilc withdrawn, 

Hath loll its beautips and its pow'rs* 

The fiunt or morahfl fhould tread 
This mofs-grown alley, mufing flow | 

They feck, like me, the fccret (hade, 

But not, like me, to nourifh woe. 

Me fruitful feenes and piofpc^ts waffi^ 

Alike admonifh not to roam, 

Thefe tell me of enjoyments pall, 

And thofe of forrows yet to come. 

Muimat Forbearance nntjfury to the Hapfmefi of 
the Married State. Cow per. 

^HE Lady tlms addrefs'd her fpoufc— • 

“*■ What a mere dungeon is this houfe ! 

By no means large enough j and, was it. 

Yet this dull room, and that dark clofct, 

Thofe hangings with their worn-out graces, 
I^ong beards, long nofes, and pale facts. 

Are fuch an antiquated fccnc, 

They overwhelm me with the fpleen. 

Sir Humphry, (booting in the dark. 

Makes anfwcr quite befide the mark : 

!No doubt, my dear, [ bade him come, 

Engng’d my (elf to be at home, 

Anc^iall expe^ him at the door 
Pretfiftly w hen the clock flrikes four. 

You arc fo deaf, the Lady cried, 

(And rais’d her voice, and frown’d befide) 

You are fo fadly deaf, iiiy dear. 

What fhall 1 do to make you hear? 

Difinifb poor Harry ’ he replies. 

Some people arc more nice than wife ; 

For one flight trefpafi all this ftir ! • 

Wliat if I did ride whip and fpur, 

*Twas bin a mile — your favr^itc horfe 
Will never look one hair the worfe.— .r 
Well, I proteft ’tis paft all bearing !— 

Child ! 1 am rather hard of hcarmg.^ 

Yes, truly — one mull feream and bawl ; 

I tell you, you can't hear at all. 

Then, with a voice exceeding low, 

Ho matter if ycdj hear or no, 

Alas ! and’ is domeftic ftrife. 

That foreft ill of human life, 

A plague fo little to be fear'd, 

As to be wantonly incurr'd j 
To gratify a fretful pafiion. 

On ev'ry trivial provocation ? 


The klndcfl and the happieft pair 
Will find occafion to forbear, ^ 

And fomething ev’ry day they live 
To pity, and perhaps forgive. 

But if infirmities that fait 
In common to the lot of all, 

A blcmifh, or a fenfe impair’d. 

Arc crimes fo little to be fpar’J, 

Then farewcl all that mull create 
The comfort of the wedded Hate : 

Tnflcad of harmony, ’tis jar, 

And tumult, and mtefiinc war. 

The love that cheers life’s latcft ffage, *■ 

Proof .igainfl ficknefs and old age, 

Preferv'd by virtue fiom declenfion. 

Becomes not weary of attention, 

But lives when that exterior grace 
Which firft infpir’d the flame, decays, 

’Tis gentle, delicate, and kind, 

To faults coinpaflionatc or blind. 

And will with fympathy endure 
Thofe evils it would gladly curc^ 

But angry, coarfc, and harfli cxprclTioxi 
Shews love to be a mere profclfiou, 

Proves that the heart is none of his. 

Or foon expels him if it is. 

The IV^i liter Sqfe^ny- Cowrr.R, 

AT nature, alas ! has denied 
To the deiiiatc growth of our ifle. 

Art has in a mcafurc fiipplied, 

And winter is deck’d with a fmilc. 

See, Mary, what beauties 1 bring 
From the flieltcr of that funny flicd, 

Where the flow'rs have the charms of thefpring^ 
I'hrough abroad they are frozen and dead, 
'Tis a bow’r of Arcadian fwcets, 

Where Flora is flill in her prime, 

A fortrefs to which flic retreats, 

From the cruel aflaults of the ejime. 

While earth wears a mantle of fnow. 

The pinks are as frefli and as gay 
As the raircH and fw'ceteft that blow 
On the beautiful bofom of May, 

See how they have fafely fuiviv’d 
The frowns of a Iky fo fevcrc, 

Such Mary’s true love, that has liv’d 
Through many a turbulent year. 

The charms of the late blowing rofe 
Seem grac'd with a livelier hue. 

And the winter of Ibrrow belt (hews 
The truth of a friend fuch as you. 

— —HP— III — 

Loadicea^ an Oite. Cowper* 
X^HEN the Britiih warrior queen, 

~ Bleeding from the Roman rodv, ^ 
Sought, with an indignant mien, 

Counfel of her country’s gods. 

Sage, beneath a fpreading oak. 

Sat the Druid, hoary chief, 

Ev’ry burning word he fpokc 
Full of rage and full of gricYi 
Princefs ! if our aged eyes 
Weep upon thy matchlefs wrongs, 

'Tis bccaufe refentment ties 

All the terrors of our tongues* 
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Rome (hall pcrifli — write that wor4 
in the blood that ihe has fpllt j 
Perifli hopclefs and abhorr’4» 

Deep in ruin as in guilt. 

Rome, for empire renown’df 
Tramples on a thoufand dates, 

Soon her ^)ridp (hall kifs the ground-!P« 
Hark ! the Gaul is at her gates. 
Other Romans fball arife, 

Heedlei's of a foldicr’s name, 

Sounds, not arms, (hall wip the prizC| 
Hariupny the path to fame. 

Then the progeny that fprings 
Fiom the forefts of our land, 

Arm’d with thunder, clad with wings, 
i Sha41 a wider world command, 
Regions Cjefar never knew 
Thy pofterity lhall fway. 

Where his eagles never flew, 

None invincible as they. 

Such the bard’s prophetic words. 
Pregnant with celeflial Are, 

Bending as he fwept the chords 
Of his fwcet but awful lyre. 

She, with all a monarch’s piide, 

Felt them in her bofom glow, 
Rufh’d to battle, fought and died. 
Dying hurl’d them at the foe. 
RufUans, pitilefs as proud, 

Heaven awards the vengeance due.; 
Empire is on us beftow’d, 

Shame and ruin wait for you. 


Herotfm. Cowpkr. 

^T'HERE was a time wheu /Etna’s filcnt fire 
^ Slept unpcrceiv’di the mountain yet entire ; 
When, confeious of no danger from below. 

She tower’d a cloud-clapt pyramid of fnow. 

No thunders Ihook with deep intefline found 
The blooming groves that girdled her around. 
Her unftuous olives and her purple vines 
(Unfelt the fury of thofe hurtling mines) 

The peafant s hopes, and not in vain, allur’d, 

In peace upon her Hoping lides matur'd. 

When on g day, like that of the laft doom, 

A conflagration |ab'ring in her womb, 

She teem’d and heay'd with an infernal birth, 
That Ihook the circling Teas and folid earth. 
Dgrk and voluminous the vapours rife, 

And hang their terrors in the ncighb’ring Ikies; 
\Vhile through the Stygian veil that blots tnc day, 
In dazzling ftreaks the vivid lightnings play. 
But, 0‘J what mufe, and^in what pow’rs pf long, 
Can trace the torrent as it burns along? 

Havoc and devaflation in the van. 

It marches o’er the proftratc works of man. 
Vines, olives, herbage, forefts difappear, ' 

And all the charms of a Sicilian year. 

Revolving fcafons, fiuitlcfs as they pafs, 

Pee it an un form’d and an idle mafs, 

Without a foil t’ invite the tiller's care, 

Pr bjad? redeem it from defpain 
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Yet time at length (what will not time achieve ?) 
Clothes it with earth,’ and bids the produce live ; 
Once more the Ipiry myrtle crowns the glade. 
And ruminating flocks enjoy the ftiadc. 

O blifs precarious, and unlafc retreats I 
O charming paradile of fliort-liv’d (wcets ! 

The ftlfjlamc pic that wafts the fragrance round. 
Brings to the diftant car a luilen found : 

Again the mountain feels th’ imprilbn’d foe, 
Again pours ruin on the vale below ; 

Ten thoufand fwains the wafted feeqe deplore. 
That only future ages can reftore. 

Y c monarchs, whom the lure of honour draws. 
Who write in blood the merits of your caufc, 
Who ftrike the blow, then plead your own dcv 
fence, 

Glory your aim, but iufticc your pretence; 

Behold in TEtna’s emblematic fires 

The mifehiefs your ambitious pride mfpires* 

Fall by the llrcam that bounds your juft do« 
main. 

And tells you where ye have a right to reign, 

A nation dwells, not envious of your throne. 
Studious of peace, their neighbours and their o^vn^ 
Ill-fated race ! liow deeply muft they rue 
Their only crime, vicinitv to you 1 
The trumpet founds, your legions fwarm abroad, 
Thiongh the ripe harveft lies their deftin’d road. 
At evVy ftep beneath their feet they tread 
The life of multitudes, a nation’s bread ; 

Earth feems a garden in its lovelicft drefs 
Before them, and behind a wildcnuTs ; 

Famine, and Peflilcnce, her firft-born fon. 
Attend to finifh what the Iword begun ; 

And echoing praifes fuch as fiends might earn. 
And folly pays, rcfoiincl at your return. 

A calm fuccceds — ^but plenty, with her train 
Of heart-fcIt joys, fuccecds not foon again ; 

And years of pining indigence muft fhew 
What fcouiges are the gods that rule below. 

Yet man, laborious man, by flow degrees 
(Such is his thirft of opulence and eafe) 

Plies all the finews of induftrious toil, 

Gleans up the refufe of the gen’ral fpoil; 
Rebuilds the towVs that fmok’d upon the plain, 
the fun gilds the ftiining fpires again. 
Increafing commerce and reviving aft 
Renew the quarrel on the conq’ror’s part; 

And the fad leflbn muft be learn ’d once more. 
That wealth within is ruin at the door. 

What are ye, monarchs, laurel’d heroes, fay. 
But Aitnas of the fu AT ring world ye fway ? 
Sweet nature, ftripp’d of her embroider’d robe. 
Deplores the wafted regions of her globe. 

And Hands a witnefs at tiuth’s awful bar, 

To prove you there deftroyers as ye are.' 

O place me in fome heaven -protected ifle. 
Where peace, and equity, and freedom fmilc ; 
Where no volcano pours his fiery flood, 

No crefted warrior dips his plumt in blood. 
Where pow’r fecures what induftry has won, 
Wherc'to fuccccd is not to be undone ; 

A land that diftant tyrants hate in vain. 

In Britain’s ifle, beneath a George’s reign. 
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7?jg Poci^ the Ojflefy and Senjiii've P/anf. 

' C0W1»ER. 

A N Oyftcr cafl'upon the (here 

^ V\'as l\c.ird, though never heard before, 
Complaining in a fpecch well worded. 

And worthy thus to be recorded ; 

Ah, haplcfs wretch ! condemn’d to dwell 
For eve; in my native Ihell, 

Ordain'd to move when others pleafe. 

Not tor in^ own content or eail, 

Bu« tofs’d and buifeted about, 

Now V the wHtfr, and now out. 

^'J'woa- ’.Cl ter to be born a ftonc 
Cjj ra ’■ r iha; c and fcelinij nure, 

T' nn Itli .1 tt ndcrnels liKe mine. 

An! fiMii iliL) (b fi-'c : 

J cow il .It unpLLling fhrub, 

Fau~/o.jtcd :igai'ii> ev’ry iub. 

The -‘I ht* meant grew not far off. 

All-' h! the i'ncor with lc-)rn enough; 

ipit r, difgullcd, ii.ortified, 

All with al,'cnty replied. 

When, cry tlie botanifts, and ftare, 

Did pl.iin-i call’d fenfitive grow there ? 

No niatur when — a poet’s mule is 
To make them grow juft wcic Iho choofes. 

You ftripclel's nothing in a diih, 

You tint uvo hut almoft a ftili, 

1 leorn yv)nr ciiarle inli iuaiion, 

And have inoft pltnriful occafion 
'I'o v'i^h mylblf the rock j view. 

Or fuch anoiiicr dolt as \ou. 

For many a grave and learned clerk, , 

And many n g-^y unlctttr’d fpark. 

With curious touch examines me, 

If 1 lan Feel as well as he ; 

And V. il' n [ bend, rctiic, and ftirink, 

Says — Well, ’tis more than one n^ould think. 
Thus 11 tc is fpsnt, O fie upon't ! 

In being touch’d, and crying. Don’t ! 

A polt, in his evening walk, 

O’erl.card and check’d this idle talk. 

And your fine ftnfe, he faid, and yours. 
Whatever evil it endures, 

Dclervcs not, if fo ibc.n offended, 

Much to be pitied or commended. • 

Difputc?, ♦ho\igh ftioit, are far too long, 

Where both alike are in the wrong; 

.Your Feelings, in their full amount. 

Are all upon your own account. 

You in your grotto- work inclos’d 
Compl iin of being thus expos’d, 

Yet nothing fctl in that tough coat, 

Save when the knife is at your throat. 

Wherever driven by wind or tide. 

Exempt fiom evhy ill hcfidc. 

And as for you, my Lady Squeamiih, 

Who reckon tv’ry touch a blemifli, 

Jf ail 'he plants that can be found 
EmbcUilhing the fccnc around ^ 

Should droop and wither where they grow, 
you wouhl not 'feel at all, not you. 

The nobleft ininrU tlicir viitue prove 
By pity, fyt''patUy, aed love, 


Thcfc, thefe arc feelings truly fine. 

And prove their owner half divine; 

His cenfure reach'd them as he dealt it. 
And each by Ihrinking Ihcw’d he felt it. 


A Fa/>/e, Cow per. 

A RAVEN, while with glofly bread 
^ Her new-laid eggs Ihe fondly prefs’d. 
And on her wicker-work high mounted 
Her chickens prematurely counted 
C A fault philofophers miglit blame. 

If quire exempred from the fame). 

Enjoy'd at t'afe the genial day ; 

’T\v«s April, as the bumpkins fny. 

The Ifgiiiaturc call'd it May. 

But fuddcnly a wind as high 
As ever fwept a wiiiicr Iky 
Shook the young leaves about her ears, 

.And till’d her with a thoufiind fears, 

I.,eft die rnde blaft Ihould Ih.ip the bough. 
And I'pread her golden hopes below. 

Bat juft at eve the blowing weather, 

And all her fears, were hulh'cl together: 
And now, quoth poor untliinking Ralph, 
’Tih over, and the brocjd is faie ; 

(For ravens, tliough as birds of omen 
'Fiiey tench both conj’rors and old women 
To tcii us what IS lo bcfal, 

Can’t prophefy themielves at all). , 

The morning came, when neighbour Hodge, 
Who long had m.irk’d lier aiiy lodge. 

And deftin’d all the treafurc there 
A gift t'l his expedlin r fair, 

Climb’d like a fqiiirrel to his prey. 

And bore the worthlel's prize away. 

MORAL. 

*Tis Providence alone fccuics. 

In ev’ry change, both mine and yours. 

Safety conlifts not in cl'cape 
From dangers of a frightful fliape : 

An earthquake may be bid to fparc 
The man that’s ftranglcd by a liair. 

Fate ftcals along with filent tiead. 

Found oft’neft in what leall we dread, 
Frowns in the ftorm with angry brow. 

But in the funfhine ftnkes the blow. 


of the iForld deieded. Cowper. 
'T'HUS fays ihe prophet of the Turk : 

Go»)d miilTiilman, abftain from pork | 
There is a part in cv’ry fwine 
No friend or follower of mine 
May tafte, whatc*er his inclination. 

On pain of excommunication. 

Such Mahomet’s myftcrious charge, 

And thus he left the point at large. 

Had he the ftnful part exprefs’d, 

They might with lafety cat the reft : 

But for one piece they thoughpit hard 
From the whole hog to be debarr'd, 

Aud fet their wit at work to find 
'What joint the prophet had in mind. 



Much 
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Much controvcrfy ftraight a];orc, ! 

Thefe ^hufc ihe back,* the belly thofci 
By feme *tis confidently faid 
lie meant not to forbid the head ; 

While others at that dodlrinc rail, 

And pioufly prefer the tail. 

Thus, conuricnce freed from evVy clog, 
Mahometans cat up the hog. 

You laugh — ’tis well — the tale applied 
May make you laugh oat' other fide. 

Renounce the world, the preacher cries : 

We do, p multitade replies. 

W'liile one as innocent regards 
A Inug and friendly game at cards ; 

And one, whatever you may fay, 

,Can fee no evil in a play ; 

Some love a concert, or a race, 

And others, ihocting and the cliafc. 

Revil'd and lov’d, rcjiounc'd and follow’d, 

Thus bit by bit the world is fwallow’d ; 

Each thinks his neighbour makes too ffee, 

Yet likes a (lice as well as he; 

With fophiftry their faucc they fwceten, 

Till quite from tail to fnout ’tis eaten. 


7/v Jatiduzo, Co VINTER. 

rj^HERE is a bird who by his coat, 

And by the hoarfenefs of his note, 

Might be fuppos’d a crow j 
A great frcqCicntcr of the church, 

W’hcrc bifhop-like he finds a perch 
And Dormitory too. 

Al)out the fteeplc Ihincs a plate. 

That turns and turns, to indicate 

From W'hat point blows the weather } 
Look up — your brains begin to fwim, 

T'is in the clouds— that pleafes him, 
lie choofes it the rather. 

Fond of the fpcculative height, 

Thither he wings his airy flight, 

And thence fccurcly fees 
The buftlc and the rarce-fhow 
That occupies mankind below. 

Secure and at his cafe. 

You think no doubt he fits and mufes 
On future broken bones and bruifes, 

If he fhould chance to fall; 

No, not a finglc thought like that 
Employs his philofophic pate, 
f Or troubles it at all. 

iHe fees that thi8‘'^rcat round-about. 

The world, ifvith all its motly rout, 

Ohurch, army, phyfic, law, 

Tts cuftoms and its bufinclTes ' 

Are no concern at all of his. 

And fays, what fays he ? Caw. 

Thrice happy bird ! I too have feen 
Much of tne vanities of men, 

And, ficjc of having feen ’em, 

Would cheerfully thefe limbs refiga 
For fuch a pair of wings as thine. 

And fuch a head between ’em. 


A M 's,‘ &c. 

Country Pijrfon's BlefHn^s. 
\^OULD ye, my friends, live fiec fi'om care. 
Attentive lend a willing cai ; 

While I in humble verfe relate 
The blefiings of my huiid.lc Hate. 

1 hiv<* a living brings in dear 
About a hundred pounds a year; 

'J'hc tythc well paid, without l.iw, ftrife 
(I’m not encumber’d \^itli a wife). 

A finglc church, not grahd, but neat; 

My people rather good than great ; 

A ftiong-built houfc, and palturc good. 

Where boircl crops his livelihood ; 

A gulden cloth’d widi greens and fruits, 

And intermix’d with flow’rv loots ; 

A walk with well-mow ’d greenfwdrd laid, 
Where 1 may fmoke in fun or fh.ide; 

A terrace lais’d, whence I furvey 
The market folk who pafs that way ; 

A fliatled bench wdierc I nny read 
OM Baker’s Chronicle, or Speed : 

'1‘he neighb’iing clergy kind and free. 

Who give and take civility ; 

Of humour good, of mirth and fenfe, 

WIio o’er a glafs fomc wit dil'pcnrc ; 

(For where’s the crime to meet and prate 
Of country news and tricks of fiate ?) 

Some focial gents of goodly worth, 

Who fcorn to boaft of wealth or birth ; 

I Who ne'er affume the courtit r's frown. 

Yet keep above the homely clown ; 

Who love ihcii country, king, and church. 

And in no dues the purfoii lurch ; 

With cafe 1 keep a maid and man. 

This ILmy call’d, the other AW : 

A table fleck, with pudding giac’d. 

Or plain or plum, as fuirs my tafic; 

Attended by a fav'ry dilh 
Of mutton, beef, or fowl, or fifli ; 

A pile of fallad, frefli and green ; 

In fummer, fruit well pick’d and clean f 
Sound fparkling ale, and foinetiincs wine-. 

When patron deigns with Vic to diur^ 

Oft o’er the fields wdth gun 1 flride, 

A;id faithful BiVita by my fide ; 

Then, if a mufliroom is in fight, 

It ferves to fupper me at night; 

Or clfe a veltfarc or a fnipe. 

Sometimes a difh of double tripe. 

Thus joyous do I pafs my life, 

Stranger to tumult or to flrifo , 

Pleafurcs I feel in this blcft fijir, 

Unfelt, unknown, to rich and great j 
When airy fancy mounts on wing, 

T think myfelf a fort of king; 

My pipe my feepter, cup my crown. 

My elbow chair my regal throne. 


On bearing of a Gentleman's Pocket being picked 
of bis Watch. 

TJ E that a watch would wear, this he miift do^ 
“ Pocket his watch, and watch his pocket too. 

7he 
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fetlEGANt EXTRACTS, 


flapfy Fire^SUe. 

•T'H^ hearth was clean, the fire dear, 
**• The kettle on for tea ; 

Falemon, in his elbow chaiP| 

As bled as man could be. 

Clarinda, who his heart poflefs’d* . 

And was his new-niade bride ; 

With head reclin’d upon his bread, 

Sat toying by his iTde. 

Stretch’d at his feet, in happy (late, 

A fav’rite doa; was laid ; 

By whom a little fportivc cat 
In wanton humour play’d. 
Clarinda*s hand he gently prefs*d \ 

She Hole an atn’rons kifs, 

And bJuOiing, modeftly confefs’d 
The fulncls of her blifsi 
Palemon, with a heart elate, 

Pray'd to Almighty Jove, 

That It might ever be his fate, 

Jud fo to live and love. 

Be this eternity, he cried, 

And let no more be given j 
Continue thus my lov’d fiic-fidc, 

1 alk no other neaven. 


Retrofpe£i of Life, 

T> ICHES chance may take or give ; 

Beauty lives a day, and dies 5 
Honour lulls us while we live j 

Mirth's a cheat, and plcafuic dies. 

Is there nothing worth our care. 

Time, and chance, and death, our foes ? 
If our Joys fo fleeting arc, 

Arc we only tied to woes ? 

Let bright virtue anfwcr, No ; 

Her eternal pow’rs prevail, 

When honours, riches, ccafc to flow, 

And beauty, mirth, and pleafure fail. 


An Invitation into the Country. 

T he fwallows in their toipid date 
Compofc their ufelcfs wing. 
And bees in hives as idly wait 
The call of early fpring. 

The keened Fred that binds the dream. 
The wildcd wind that blows, 

Are neither felt nor fear’d by them, 
Secure of their repofe. 

But man, all feeling and awake. 

The gloomy fcenc furveys j 
With prefent ills his heart mud ache. 
And pant for brighter days. 

Old winter, halting o’er the mead. 

Bids me and Mary mourn 5 
But lovely fpring peeps o’er his head, 
And wnifpers your return. 

Then April, with her fiftcr May, 

Shall chafe him from the bow’rs, 
And weave frefli garlands cv’ry day, 
To crown the fmiiing hours. 


And if a tear that fpcaks regret 
Of happier times appear, 

A glimpfe of joy that we have met 
Shall ihine, and dry the tear. 


Invitation to the feathered Rare, 

Greavess 

A GAIN the balmy zephyr blows, 

^ Frclh verdure decks the grove ; 

Each bird with vernal rapture glows^ 

And tunes his notes to love. 

Ye gentle warblers ! hither flyj 
And fhun the nck>n-tidc heat ; 

My flirubs a cooling fllade fupply \ 

My groves, a fafe retreat. 

Here, freely hop from fpray to fpray> 

Or weave the moflTy nci’t : 

Here, rove and fing tlic live-long day ; 

At night, here fweetly red. 

Amid this cool tranflucent rill. 

That trickles down the glade. 

Here bathe your plumes, here drink your 
And revel in the ihude. 

No fchool-boy rude, to mifehief prone. 

E’er (hews his ruddy face, 

Or twangs his bow, or hurls a Hone, 

In this fequcdcr’d place. 

Hither the vocal thrufli repairs ; 

Secure the linnet lings ; 

The goldfinch dreads no (limy fnarcs, 

To clog htr painted wings. 

Sad Philomel ! ah, quit thy haunt 
Yon diftant woods among, 

And round my friendly grotto chant 
Thy fweetly plantive fong. 

Let not the harmlcfs red-bread fear^ 

Domcftic bird, to come. 

And feek a furc afyliim here, 

With one that loves his home. 

My trees for you, ye artlefs tribe ! 

Shall ftorc of fruit preferve : 

O ! let me thus your fricndlhip bribed 
Come, feed without referve. 

For you thefe cherries 1 prote6l, 

To you thefe plums belongs 

Sweet is the fruit that you liave peckM^ 

But fweeter far your fong. 

Let then this league betwixt us made 
Our mutual intereds guard : 

Mine be the gift of fruit and (hade ; 

Your fongs^ be my reward. 


Addr^s to a Nightingale, THOMSOVf 
Q nightingale 1 bed poet of the grove, 
^ That plaintive drain can ne’er belong to thee. 
Bled in the full pofleflion of thy love : 

' O lend that drain, fwcet Nightirigale I to me# 
’Tis mine, alas ! to mourn my wretched fate : 

I love a ipAid who all my bofom charms, 

Yet lofc my days without this lovely mate ; 

Inhuman Foflunc keeps her from my arif^s# 
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You, happy birds ! by nature’s fimple laws 
Leac^our foft lives, fuftain’d by Nature’s fare ; 
You dwell wherever roving Fancy draws. 

And love and long is all your plcafing care : 
But wc, vain flaves of intcreft and of pride. 

Dare not be bleft, left envious tongues Ihould 
blame ; 

And hence in vain I languilli for my bride : 

O mourn with me, rweetbird ! my haplcfs iiame. 

RETALIATION: . 

« 

A Poem. Goldsmith* 
77/E title and nature of this Poem Jbew that 
it owed its birth to fame preceding drcumjlances 
• of fijii^e inerrhnenty which from the wit of 
the company^ and the wy ingenious Author's 
petuliar oddities , WCvt probably enlivened by 
fame poignant Jlrokts of humour, 7 bis piece 
was only intended for the DoSior's private ! 
amufement^ and that of the particular friends 
who were its filbje£l\ and hr unfortunately 
did not live to revlfe^ or even finijb ity in the 
manner which hr intended. The public have^ 
however y already Jhrwn how much they were 
pirufrd with its appi aranecy even in its prefent form, 
old, when Scarron his companions invited, 
^ Each gueft brought his difli, and the fcaft 
was ujiitcd ; 

If our ■ landlord fupplies us with beefand with (ifti, 
Let each gueft bring himlelf, and he brings the 
bcftdifh: { 

Our f Dean fhall be venifon, juft freih from the i 

plains $ { 

Oiirf Burke ftiall be tongue, with a garnilli ofj 

brauis ; 

Our§ Will lhall be wild-fowl, of excellent flavour; 
And II Dick with his pepper lhall heighten their ' 
lavour I 

Our ■ • Cumberland’s fwcet-bread its place lhall 
ol^tain, { 

And ft Douglas is pudding, fnbftantial andplain; j 
Our } j: Garrick’s a fallad, for in him we fee 
Oil, vinegar, fugar, and ikltncfs agree : 

To make out the dinner, full certain I am 
That§§ Ridge is anchoi^S and Kll Reynolds Is lamb; 
That Hickey’s a capon; and by the fame rule. 
Magnanimous Goldfmith a goolberry fool : 


At a dinner fo various, atfucH a repaft, 

Who’d not be a glutton, and ftick to the laft ? 
Here, waiter, more wine, let me frt while I’m able. 
Till all my companions fink under the table; 
Then with chaos and blunders encircling my head. 
Let me ponder, and tell what I tliink of the dead. 

Here lies the good Dean, re-united to earth. 
Who mix'd realbn with plealure, and wildom with 
mirth : 

If he had any faults, he has left us in doubt. 

At Icaft in fix weeks L could not find 'em out; 
Yet (bmc have declar’d, and it can’t be denied 'em. 
That fly-boots was curfedly cunning to hide ’em. 

Here lies our good Edmund, whole genius was 
fuch 

We fcarcely can praife it or blame it too much ; 
Who, born for the Univerfe, narrow’d his mind, 
And to party gave up what was meant for man- 
kind. 

Tho’ fraught with all learning, yet (training his 
throat 

To perfuade ff Tommy Town fend to lend liims 
vote ; 

Who, too deep foi his hearers, fti 11 went on refining. 
And thought of convincing, while they thought 
of dining ; 

Tho* etiual to ail things, for all things unfit. 

Too nice for a ftatcfman, too proud for a wit : 
For apartrioctoocool ; for a drudge, difobedient; 
And too fond of the right to purfue the expedients 
In fliort, ’twas his fate, unemploy’d or in placc^ 
Sir, 

To cat mutton cold, and cut blocks with a rator. 

Here lies honeft William, whofc heart was % 
mint, 

While the owner ne’er knew half the good that 
was in’t ; 

The pupil of impulfe, it forc’d him along, 

His conduct ftill right, with his ai gumcni wrong ; 
Still aiming at honour, yet fearing to roam, 

The coachman was tiply , the cliat iot drove home ; 
Would you alk for his merits, alas ! he had none; 
What was gex^d was fpontaneous, his faults were 
his own. 

Here lies honeft Richard, whofc fate I tnuft 
figh at. 

Alas, that fuch frolic fhould now be fb quiet I 


* The mafterof the St James’s Cofree-houfe, where the Do^r, and the fii’ends he has characterized in this 
pow, held an pccaiional club. . 

DuClor Barnaci^, Dean of Derry, in Ireland, author of many ingenious pieces. 

Mr. Edmund Burke, member for Wendover, and one of the greateft orators in this kingdom. 

^ Mr. William Burke, late Secretary to General Conway, and member for Bedwin. 

U Mia Richard Burke, CollcAor of Granada, no lefs remarkable in the wulks of wit and humour than hit 
brother Edmund Burke is juftly diftingulflied in all the branches of ufeful and polite literature. 

** Author of the Weft-Indian, Faihionable Lover, the Brothers, and otlier dramatic pieces, 
f + Dodor Douglas, Canon of Windfor, an ingenious Scotch gentleman, who has no lefs diftinguifhed himfelf 
as a Citizen of the World, than a found Critic, in detecting feveral liteiaiy miftakes, or rather foiRCries, of las 
countrymen; particularly Lauder on Milton, i^d Bower’s Hiflory of the Popes. 

ft David Garrick, Efq. joint Patentee and aCting Manager of the Theatre- Royal, Drury- Lane. 

Counfellor Joha Ridge, a gentleman belonging to the Irifli bsr, the relilh of whofe agieeable and pointed 
converfation is admitted, by .all his acquaintance, to be veiy properly compared to the above faucc, 
mi Sir Joihua Reynolds, Prelident of the Ro>al Academy. 

% An eminent Auomey. 

if 4- Mr, T. Tewnfend, member for Whitchurch* 
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Book V, 


What fpuTts were His, what wit and what whim, 
Now breaking a jeft, and now bre.iking a limb ; 
Now wrangling Lnd grumbling to keep up the ball, 
Now teazing and vexing, yet laughing at all ! 

In Hiort, fo piovoking a devil was Di.k, 

That we wilh’d him full ten times a d^y at Old 
Nick ; 

But, milling his mirth and agreeable vein, 

As often we wifli’d to ha\e Dick back again. 

Here Cumberland lies, having H<^cd hi*s parts, 
The Terence of Kngland, the mender of heaits; 
A flattering painter, wlio made it his care 
To draw men as they oug!u to be, not as rliey are. 
His gallants arc all faultlefs, his women divine; 
And comedy wonders ;it being fo fine ; 

•Like a tragedy queen he lias dizen'd her out. 

Or rather like tragedv giving a rout. 

His fools have their ^ollics lb loft in a crowd 
Of virtues and feelings, that folly grows proud, 
And coxcombs alike in tiicir failings alone, 
Adopting his portraits arc pleas’d with their own. 
Say, where has our poet this malady caught, 

Or wherefore his chiratfcrs thus witliout fault? 
Siiy, was it that Tuinly directing liis view 
To find out men’s virtues, and finding them few, 
Quite fick of purfuing each trouiileromc elf. 

He grew lazy at laft, and drew from himklf? 

Here Douglas retires from his toils to relax, 
The fcourgc of inipoftors, the terror of quacks ; 
Come all ye quack bards, and yc quacking divines, 
Come and dance on the fpot where your tyrant 
reclines. 

"W^hen Satire and Cenfure encircled his throne, 

I fear’d for your fafety, 1 fear’d for my own ; 
But now he is gone, and wc want a dete^lor, 

Our Dodds lhail be pious, our Kenricks Iball 
leulure ; 

Macplicrlbn write bomhaft, and rail it a ftylr; 
Our Townfticnd make fpeeches, and 1 ihaflcum- 
pile ; 

NcwT^audcrsandBowcrsthcTwcedftiallcrofsovcr, 
No countryman ii\ing their tricks to difeover; 
Derc£tioii her taper iball quench to a fpaik^ 

'And Scotchman meet Scotchman and cheat in the 
dark. • 

Here lies David G. Trick, deferibe me who can 
An abridgment of all that was pleafant in man ; 
As an a£for, confeft without rival to (hinc, 

As a wit if not firft, in the very firft line; 

Yet with talents likethefe, and an excellent heart, 
The man had his failings, a dupe to his art; 
Like an ill-judging beauty his colours he fpread, 
And bepl alter’d with rouge his own natural red. 
On the ftage he was natural, fimple, affct‘iting; 
^Tvvas only that when he was off he was a6ling ; 
“With no rcafon on earth to go out of his way, 
He turn’d and he vasied full ten times a day; 
Tho’ lecurc of our hearts, yet confoundedly lick 
If they were not his own by flneifiDg and trick’; 


He caft off his friends as a huntfman his pack, 
For he knew when he pleas'd he could whiftlc 
them back. 

Of praife a mere glutton, he fwallow’d what camei 
And the puff of a dunce he miftook it for fame; 
Till his rclilh grown callous, almoft to dileafe, 
Who pcppei’d the higheft was fureft to pleafe. , 
Wwt let us be candid, and fpeak out our mind, 
rf dunces applauded, he paid them in kind. 

Ye Kenricks, ye Kellys, and Woodfalls lo grave, 
What a commerce was yours, while you got and 
you gave ? , 

How did Grub-ftrcct rc-ccho thelhouts that you 
rais’d, 

WJiilc he was bcrofclus’d, and you wer6 beprais’d ? 
I>ut peace to his fpirit, wherever it flies, . 

To a A as an angtl, and mix with the Ikies : 
Thole poets who owe their beft fame tohislkill, 
Shall ftill be hib flatterers, go where lie will. 

Old Shakfpeai j receive liim with praife and with 
love, 

And ncaiiinonts and Bens be his Kellys above. 

Here fliekey reclines, a moll blunt, pleafant 
creature, 

And flan Icr itlelf mull allow him good-narurc ! 
ilcchcrilb’^ his friend, and herelilh’d a bumper ; 
Yet one fatiit he hud, and that one was a timmper ; 
Perhaps you may alk if the man was a mifer j 
I anfwcr, No, no, for he always w^s wiftr : 

*>"jo courteous, ‘perhaps, or obligingly fl.it; 
j1!s very vvorft foe can’t accufc hiin of that. 
Perhaps he confided in men as they go, 

And fo was too foolifhly honeft ? — Ah no ! 

'fhen what w us his failing' c(nuc tell it,audburn ye. 
He uas, couid he help it ^ u Ipecial attorney. 

Here Reynolds is laid ; and, torellyou my mind^ 
He has not left a wiler or better behind ; 

Ills pencil was ftriki-ig, rciiftlefs, and grand ; 

II;s manners were gentle, complying, and bland j 
Still born to improve us in oi’ery part. 

His pencil our faces, his manners our heart: 

I To coxcombs averfe, yet inoft civilly ftceiing, 
|,VVhen they judg’d without Ikill he was ftill iiard 
of hearing : 

When they talk’d of their Raphaels^ Corregios, 
and ftuff, * 

He Ihiftcd his t trumpet, and only took fnuff. 

LIN^S /rd?;w Dr. Barnard, Dean ^Deiry, i9 
D'\ Gor.DSMiTH and Mr. Cumberlani>. 
T^tiAR Noll and dear Dick, fincc you’ve malt 
^ us fo merry, 

Accept the beft thanks of the poor Deanof-Dcrry 1 
Iho* 1 here muft confefs that your meat an4 
• your wine 

Are not quite to my tafte, tho* they’re both very 
fine; 

For Cicrry’s a liquor monaftia, you own ; 


Now there’s nothing I hate fo— as drinking alone : 
* Mr. Richard Burke. Tbis gentleman having flightly fra^u red one of his arms and legs at different times, 
the Doctor has rallied him on thofe accidents, as a kind of reUibutive juftice for breaking his jefts upon other 
people. 

t Sir Jolhua Reynolds is fo remarkably deaf as to be under the acceflity of ufing ao car*trumpetm co^ipanr. 

3 U. 
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It may do for your monks, or your curates and 

for my part, I'm fond of more (bciablc liquors. 
Youl^nil’on’s delicious, tho’ too I'wcet your 
jfaucc is — , 

aW non ^ nificulis offtndar pauctu [difli up, 
So Ibon as you plcal'e, you may ferve me your 
But inftcad of your Iheiry, pray make me a 
bijfjop! 


On Dr. GOLDSMITH’5 Chara^ertjiical 
t Cookery. A Jtu tTEfPrit. 

Bj D. Garrick, Efq. 

A re thefc the choice dilhes the Doctor has 
il’iit us ? 

Is this the great poet whofe works fo content us r 
Tliis GoldUnith's fine feaft, who has written fine 
books? [rooks. 

Heaven lends us good meat — ^but the Devil fends 


JUPITER and MKRCU RY. A Fable. 

Wtiticu fome Time Ji nee. Oarrick. j 

TTERK, HtrmrSi fays Jove^ who with nc€tar 
was mellow, \Jell(nv\ 

Cio fetch me fome clay— I vvill make an odd 
Right and wrong Ihall be jUmblcd — much gold 
and fome drofs; ^ [crofs. 

Without caufe be he pleas’d, without caufc be he 
Be fure, as I work, to throw in coiitradiftions, 

A great love of truth, ycta mind turn’dto fi6lions; 
Now mix thefc ingredients, which, warm’d in the 
baking, 

Turn to Iriirnhtg^ and gaming, religion^ vetiAraklng. 
With the love of a wench, let his writings be 
chafte ; 

Tip his tongue with ftrangc matter, his pen with 
fine tafie ; 

That the rake and the poet o’er all may prevail, 
fict fire to the head, and fet fire to the tail : 

For the joy of each fex, on the world I’ll beftow it, 
This Srbolai', Rake, Cbrifian, Dupe^ Camr^ftcr, 
and Poet: 

Tho’ a mixture fo odd, he ihall merit great fame, 
And among brother, mortals-^be Goldsmith 
his name I 

When on earth this ftrangc meteor no more Ihall 
appear, [here* 

You, Hetmes, ftiall fetch him to make us fport 


^ „f I , 

hi Lamentation of Glumdalclitck fir the 
LofsofGRiLDKio. 

A Pajloral. Gay. 

S OON as Glumdalclitch mift’d her pleafing 
care, 

She wept, ftic blubber’d, and Ihe tore her hair. 
No Briiilh mifs finccrer grief has known, • 

Her fquirrcl miffing^ or her fparrow ilown. 

She furl’d her famplcr, and haul’d-in her tliread, 
And ftuck her needle into Grildrig’s bed 5 
Then fpread her hands, and with a bounce let &II 
Her bw, bke the giw in Guildhall. 


In peals of thunder now Ihc roars, and now 
She gently whimpers like a lowing cow; 

Yet lovely in her forrow ftjll appears : 

Her locks dilhevcll’d, and her tiood of tears. 

Seem like the lofty barn of lomc rich fwain, 

When from the thatch drips faft a fliow'r of rain. 

In vain Ibe fcarch'd each cranny of the houfc. 
Each gaping chink impervious to a moufe. 

“ Was It for this (/he cried) with daily care 
“ Within thy reach I fet the vinegar; 

“ And fill’d tl:e cruet with the acid tide, 

“ While pepper-water worms thy bait fupplied, 

“ Where twin’d the filvcr eel around thy hook, 

** And ail the little* monfters of the brook t 
“ Sure in that lake he dropp’d : my Grilly’a 
** drown’d.” 

She dragg’d the cruet, but no Grildrig found. 

“ Vain is thy courage, Grilly, vain thy boaft: 

“ But little creatures enterprize the moll. 

Trembling I’ve fecn thee djrc the kitten’s paw, 
“ Nay, mix with children as they play’d at taw, 

“ Nor fear’d the marbles as they bounding flew; 

“ Marbles 10 them* but rolling rocks to ydu. 

Why did I truft thee with that giddy youth > 
** Who from a page can ever learn the truth ? 

“ Vers’d in court-tricks, that money-loving boy 
“To fome lord’s daughter fold the living toy ; 

“ Or rent him limb from limb, in cruel play, 

“ As children tear the wings of flies away. 

“ From place to place o’er Brobdignag I'll roam, 
“ And never will return, or bring thee home. , 
“ Bur who hath eyes to trace the paifing wind i 
“ How then thy fairy footfteps can I find > 

“ Doft thou, bewilder’d, wander all alone, 

“ In the green tliickct of a moflV ftone; 

“ Or, tumbled from the toadftool’sflippcry round, 
“ Perliaps, all maim’d, lie groveling on the 
“ grouhd > 

“ Doft thou, imbofom’d in the lovely rofe, 

Or funk within the peach’s down, repoll* > 

“ Within the king-cup if thy limbs are fpread, 

“ Or in the golden cowfljp’s velvet head, 

“ O Ihcw me, Flora, ’midft thofc fweets the flow'r 
“ Where llccps my Grildrig in this fragl•an^ 
“ bow’r ! 

‘i But, ah 1 I fear thy little fancy roves 
“ On little females, and on little loves; 

“ Thy plgmy^childrcn, and thy tiny fpoufe, 

“ The baby -pi ay things that aclorn thy houfc, 

“ Doors, windows, chimneys, and the ipacioiis 
rooms, 

“ Equal in fize to cells of honey-combs. 

“ Haft thou for thefc now ventur’d from the 
“ fliore, 

“ Thy bark a bean-fliell, and a^ftraw diy oar? 
Or, in thy box now bounding on the main, ’ 
Shall 1 ne'er bear thyfelf and houfe again ? 

“ And Iball I fet thee on my hand no more, 

“ To foe thee leap the lines, and traverfe o’er 
** My fpaciouspalm ? of ftature fcarce a fpan, 

“ Mimic the aakms of a real man ? 

“ No niorc behold thee turn my watch’s key, 

«• As Teamen at a capftern anchors weigh ? 

“ Hmv waft thou wont to walk with cautious trea^ 
** A difli of tea, like miik-pail, on thy head j 

a “ Host 



fiooK V: 


ELfeGANT extracts, 


** How chafe the mite that bore thy chcefc away, Yet tho* my limbs difeafe invades, 

And keep the rolling maggot at a bay !" Her wings imagination tries, •i' 

She faid ; but broken accents flopp'd her voice, And bears me to the peaceful fhadcs 
Soft as the fpeaking trumpet's mellow noife. Where — ’s humble turrets rife* 

r ** r**" 7- ’’ I Hw* ®y «>»’. % rapid flight, 

'W^ichfeem d like two hroad funs in mifty flties . plcafing groves depart, 

O fiiuander not thy grief; ttofe tears command j- ^ 

To weep upon our cod- in Newfoundland : ^ ^h^^rt. 

The plenteous pickle lhall preferve the filh, „ , , . t , ^ 

And Europe taftc thy forrows in a dilh. purfuc 

* A guide— -a father— and a friSencl ^ 

' ' Once more great natuie's works review^ 

A ReceifI fir fic^ing f^cd. Gay. On« «» wifdom'a voice attend. 

n^AKE a knuckle of veal ; carelTes, eaufelefs ftrife, 

You may buy it or fteal ; Wild hope, vain fear, alike remov’d ; 

In a few pieces cut it. Here let me learn the ufc of life, • . 

In a ftewing-pan put it. When beft enjoy’d, when moft improv'd. 

Salt, pepper, and 'mace Teach me, thou veneraUc bow’r, 

Muft fcafoii this knuckle ; Cool meditation’s quiet feat. 

Then 'what’s join’d to a place, The generous fcorn of venal pow’r. 

With other herbs muckle ; The filcnt grandeur of retreat. 

‘piat which kill d king t Will ; When pride by guilt to greatnefs climbs. 

And what never J ftands ft, 11. ^ 

Some § fprigs of that bed • kt me kam to fliun the crimes 

Where children arc bred ; 1 can’t prevent, and will not fliare. 

Which much you will mend, if « t r « t . r 

Both fpinnach and endive, But left I fa 1 by fubtler foes. 

And lettuce, and beet, 

With marygold meet. Th« Iwelhng paflions to compofc. 

Put no water at all An® *•'« 

For it maketh things fmall, 

Which left it fhould happen^ MIDSUMMER'S WISH. Aft Ode. 

A cloTe cover clap on. Dr. Johnsois* 

Put this pot of If WiHxl’s mettle Q Phesbus ? dowr\ the weftern fky 

In a hot lx)iling kettle, ^ Far hence diffufe thy burning ray % 

And there let it be Thy liglit to diftant worlds fupply, 

(Mark the doflrinc I teach) And wake them to the cares of day. 

lee— Come, gentle cve, the friend of eafe T 

Thrice as long as preach f., Come, Cynthia, lovely queen of night 1 

So Ikimming the fat off, Refrelli me with a cooling breeze, 

grace with your hat off. cheer me with a lambent light. 

O, then ! with what rapture _ . , . a , 

Will it fill dean and chapter f W «> er veritot ground 

Her living carpet nature iprcads j 

' ” * Where the green bow'r, with rofes crown'd, 

SPRING. * fhow'rs its fragrant foliage fheefs. 

„ ^ w Improve the peaceful hour with wine. 

An Ode, Dr, JoHNSorf. mufic die along the grove ; 

5TERN Winter now, by Spring reprefs'd, Around the bowl let myrtles twine, 

^ Forbears tfie long continued ftrife } And every ftrain be tun’d to love. 

nature, on her naked breaft. Come, Stella, queen of all my heart ! . r 

. Delights to csftch the gales of hfc. Come, bf;rn to fill its vaft defires ! 

•low o’er the rural kingdom roves ^ Thy looks perpetual joys impart, 

Soft Plcafure, with her laughing trains Thy voice perpetual love infpires. 

.ove warbks in the vocal CToves, complete. 

And vegetation plants the platn. 

Jnhappy-whom to beds of pam Let ftghing galcii our lighk repeat. 

Arthritic’*^- tyranny configns f ^ Our murmurs — ^murmuring brooks 

Vhom fndling nature courts in vain, . lact me, when nature calls to reft,' 

Tho* rapture fings, and beauty Ihuies f ' And blufliing £kies the morn foretel, 

♦ Vulgcs /alary. f Suppofed forrel. J This is by Dr, Bentley thought to be time, or thyme# 

^ Parfley. Vide Chamberhyne. g Of (hit compolitioa, fee the Works of the Copper-farthing ]>ean« 
% Which we fuppofe to bt near four hours. ^ ~ The author being iU of the gout, 

Sink 


A Receipt for fie^jcing Veal, < 

^AKE a knuckle of veal ; 

You may buy it or fteal : 

In a few pieces cut it. 

In a ftewing-pan put it. 

Salt, pepper, and 'mace 
Muft icafoii this knuckle ; 

Then ’^what's join’d to a place, 
With other herbs mucklc ; 

That which kill'd king f Will ; 
And what never X ftands ftiil. 

Some J fprigs of that bed 
Where children are bred ; , 

Which much you will mend, if 
Both fpinnach and endive, 

And lettuce, and beet, 

With marygold meet. 

Put no water at all 

For it maketh things fmall, 

Which left it fhould happen^ 

A clofe cover clap on. 

Put this pot of If WiHxl’s mettle 
In a hot Ixiiling kettle, 

And there let it be 

(Mark the do£^rinc I teach) 
About— let me fee— 

Thrice as long as you preach f., 
So ikimming the fat off. 

Say grace with your hat off. 

O, then ! with what rapture 
Wiii it fill dean and chapter! 


SPRING. 

An Ode, Dr. JoHNsorr. 

OTERN Winter now, by Spring reprefs'd, 
^ Forbears tfie long continued ftrife } 

And nature, on her naked breaft, 

. Delights to esetch tfie gales of life. 

Now o’er the rural kingdom roves 
Soft Pleafure, with her laughing trains 
3>>ve \varbh$ in the vocal groves. 

And vegetation plants the platn. 

Unhappy-whom to beds of pam 
Arthritic tyranny configns f 
tVhom fndling nature courts in vain, 

Tho’ rapture ftngs, and bdauty Ihuies F 
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Sink on tlie down of Stella's breaft, 

And\id the waking world farewel. 

'"'a i; T U M N. An Ode. 

Dr, Johnson. 

A LAS ! with fwift and filent pace 
^ Impatient time rolls on the year $ 

The feafons change, and nature’s face 
Now Iwcctly fmilcs, now frowns feVere. 

•Twas Spring, Was Summer, all was gay. 
Now Autumn bends a cloudy brow ; ‘ 

The flow'rs of Spring are fvvept away, 

And fummer fruits deiert the bough. 

The verdant leaves that play’d on highi 
And- wanton’d on the weftern breeze, 

Now trod in dull negle£ted lie, 

As Boreas ilrips the bending trees. 

The fields that wav'd with golden grain, 

As ruffet heaths are wild and bare, 

Nor moift with dew, but drench'd in rain; 

Nor health nor plealure wanders there. 

No more, while thro' the midnight lhade 
Beneath the moon’s pale orb 1 ftray, 

Soft pleafiiig woes ray heart invade. 

As Brogne pours the melting lay. 

From this capricious clime flic foars, 

0 would fomc god but wings fupply ! 

To where each morn the Spring reftoies. 

Companion of her flight, I’d fly. 

Vain wifh ! me fate compels to bear 
The downward feafons iron reign. 

Compels to breathe polluted air, 

And ihiver on a blaftcd plain. 

What blifs to life can Autumn yield, 

1 f glooms, and fhow’rs, and ftorms prevail ; 
And Ceres Hies the naked field, 

And riow’rs, and fruits, and Phoebus fail ? 

O * what remains, what lingers yet, 

To cliccr me in the darkening hour ? 

The grape remains, the friend of wit. 

In love and mirth of mighty pow’r. 

Hafie, prefs the cluftcrs, fill the bowl } 

Apollo ! ilioot thy parting rav : 

Tliis gives the funmine of the foul, 

This god of health, and verfe, and day. 

^ Still, fiill the jocund drain ihall flow, 

'Jhe pulfe with vigorous rapture beat ; 

Stella with ntkv charms fliall glow, 

And every, blifs in wine ihall meet. 


WINTER. AnOiie. 

Dr. Johnson. 

N O more the mom, with tepid rays, 

Unfolds the flow ’r of vanous hue j 
Noon fpreads no more the genial blaze, * 

Nor gentle eve diflils the dew. 

The lingering hours prolong the night ; 

U furping darknefs fhares the day, 

Her mills reftrain the force of light } 

And Phoebus holds a doubtful fway. . 


By gloomy twilight half reveal’d, 

With fighs \vc view the hoary hill, 

The lea dels wood, the naked fields 
The fnow-topt cot, the frozen nil. 

No mufic warbles thro* the grove, 

No vivid colours paint the plain j 
No more with devious Heps 1 rove 
Thro* verdant paths now' fought in vain. 
Aloud the driving tempell roars, 

Congeal’d, impetuous Ihow’rs defeend ; 
Hade, dole the window, bar the doors. 

Fate leaves me Stella, and a friend. 

In nature’s aid let art fupply 

With light and heat my little fphere ; 

Roufc, roufc the fire, and pile it high > 

Light up a conllellation here. 

Let mufic found th.c voice of joy, 

Or mirth repeat the jocund tale ; 

Let love his wanton wiles employ. 

And o'er the fcafon wine prevail. 

Yet time life’s dreary winter brings, 

When miith’s gay tale (hall pleafe no more | 
Nor mufic charm, tho* Stella fings ; 

Nor lov'^e, nor wine, the Spring rcftorc. 

Catch then, O catch, the tranfient hour; 

Improve each moment as it (lies. 

Life’s a fliort Summer — man a flow’r; 

He dies-— alas ! how foon he dies ! 


EVENING ODE. % Sulla. 

Vr. Johnson. 

pVENlNG now from purple vViags 
^ Sheds the grateful gifts (he brings ; 

Brilliant drops bedeck the mead, 

Cooling breezes (hake the reed ; 

Shake the reed, and curl the ftream 
Silver’d o’er with Cynthia’s beam ; 

Near the chequer'd lonely grove 
Hears and keeps thy fecrets, love, 

Stella, thither let us ftray, 

Lightly o'er the dev/y way. 

Phoebus drives his burning car 
Hence, my lovely Stella, far ; 

In^is ftead, the queen of night 
Round us po^pi a lambent light ; 

Light tiiat (eems 1 ut juft to (hew 
Breafts that beat, and cheeks that glow. 

Let us now, in whifper'd joy, ’ 

Evening’s filent hours employ ; 

Silence beft, and confeious (hades, 

Pleafe the hearts that love invades t 
Other plcafures give them pain, 

Lovers ail but love difdain. 


the NATURAL BEAUTY, to Stella. 

Dr. Johnson# 

W HETHER Stella’s eyes arc found 
Fix’d on earth or glancing round, 

If her face with pliafurc glow, 

If (he figh at others' woe, 

If her eafy air cxpfefs 
Confeious worth or fofo diftrefs, 
a a 


Sulla*a 
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Stella's eycs» atid air, and face, 
Charm with undiminilh’cl grace. 

If on her \vc fee ditpiay'd 
Pendant §etns, and rich brocade ; 

her chintz with left cxpencc 
Flows in eafy negligence ; 

Still flic lights th< confeious flame, 
Siill her charms appear the fame ; 
If flic ftrikesthe vcjcal fliings, 

If flit's nicnt, ipcaks, or fings, 

If Ihe fit, or if flic move, 

Still \vc love, and ft ill approve. 

Vain the calual, traiilient glance, 
Which alone can pleafe by chance, 
Beauty which depends on art. 
Changing with the changing art, 
Whicli licjiiands the toilet's aid^ 
Pendant gems, and rich brocade, 

I thorc clrirnis alone can prize 
Which from c<niftant nature rife, 
Which nor circumftance nor dreft 
E er can make or mc)re or left. 


7'be Fanliy oj IVcaltb. Dr. Johnson. 
morei thus bnH)ding o'er yon heap. 

With Avarice jninful vigils keep; 

StiH uncxi joy’d the prefent ftore, 

Still ciulleft fighs arc breath'd for more, 

O quit the fliadow, catch the prize 
Which not all India’s treafure buys ! 

To purchufc heaven has gold the pow'r > 

Can gold remove the mortal hour ? 

In li ui can love be bought with gold ? • 

Arc fiiendfliip’s pleafurcs to be lold ? 

No— all that's worth a wiflii a thought, 

Fair virtue gives unbrib’d, unbongirr. 

Ceafe then on tralh thy hopes to hind, 

Let nobler views engage tlw mind. 

With fciencc tread the wondrous way. 

Or learn, the Mufes' moral lay ; 

In focial hours indulge thy foul, 

W'here mirth and temperance mix the bowl 5 
'I'o virtuous love refign thy bread. 

And be, by blcfling beauty, bleft. 

Thus fade the read by nature fpread, 

Ere youth and all its joys arc fled j 
Como tade with me the balm, of life. 

Secure from pomp, and wealth, and drife, 

I, boad whate’er ror man was meant, 

In health, and Stella, and content ; 

And fcorn (O let that icorn be thine ') 

Merc things (if clay that dig the mine. 


7b Mifs OH her gt*viHg the Author a 

CoU cafd Siii N^t-‘U'Ori Putje of her own weofv^ 
ing* Dr. Johnson. 

T hough gold and filk their charms unite 
To make thy curious web delightf 
In vain the varied work would fliinc 
: If wrought 4 )y any hand but thine* 

‘JThy l^nd that knows the fubtler art 
. Xti Weave thofe nets that catch die heart* 

" Spread out by me, the roving coin . 

Thjr nets may c^tch, but not confine ; 


Nor can I hope thy filken chain 
The glittering vagrants fliall redrain* 

Why, Stella, was it then decreed, 

The heart once caught Ihould nc'crljc fircSS^? 


To Lvce, an elderly L^y. Dr. Johnson. 

nymphs whom darry rays inved, 

^ By flattering poets given, 

Who Ihine by lavilh lovers dred 
In all the pomp of heaven; 

Engroft not all the beams on high ' 

Which gild a lover's lays; 

But, as your fider of the iky. 

Let Lyce iharc the praife. 

Her filvcr locks difplay the moon, 

Her brou s a cloudy (how ; 

Strip’d rainbows round her eyes arc feen, 

And (how’rs from cither flow. 

Her teeth the night with darkneft dyes, 

She's darr’d with pimples o’er ; 

Her tongue like nimble lightning plies. 

And can with thunder roar. 

But fome Zelinda, while I ling, 

Denies my Lyce fliincs ; 

And all the pens of Cupid's wing 
Attack my gentle lines. 

Yet fpite of fair Zelinda’s eye, 

And all her bards expreft, 

My Lyce makes as good a iky. 

And I but flatter left. 


Epitaph on Sir Thomas Hanmer. Dr, Johnson, 
'T'lJOU who furvey’d thefc walls with curious 
eye, 

Paufe at this tomb where Hanmer's aflics lie ; 
His various worth through varied life attend, 

And learn hisj virtues while thou mourn'd his end. 
His force of genius burn'd in early youth 
With third of knowledge, and with love of truth; 
His learning, join’d with each endearing art, 
Charm’d ev’ry car, and gain'd on cv’ry heart. 

Thus early wife, th’ endanger'd realm to aid, 
His country caU'd liim from the dudious Ihadc^ 
In life's fird bloom his public toils began, 

At once commenc'd the fenator and man. 

In bufinefs dext'rous, weighty in debate. 

Thrice ten long years he lalwur’d for the d^tc ; 

In every fpeecli ;>crfua(ive wifdom flow'd, y- 
In every adit refulgent virtue glow'd; ^ 
^uipenued faction ceas'd from rage and drife. 

To hear his eloquence, and praife his life. 

Hefidtefs merit fix'd the Senate's choice, 

Who hail'd him Speaker with united voice, 
llludrious age I how bright thy glories (hone. 
When Hanmer fill'd the chair— and Anne the 
throne ! 

Then when dark arts obfevr'd each fierce de« ' 

- bate, . . 

When mutual frauds perplex'd the maze of date. 
The Modeiutoc firmljr mild appear'd, 

Beheld with love, with veneration heard* 

Thii' 
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This taflt perform’d, 1« fought no gsinful poft, 
Nor wiih’d to glitter at his country 's cu{\ j 
Strict in the right he fix'd his fteadfaft eye, 
tenmerate zeal, and wife anxiety ; 

Nor e’er Som Virtue’s paths was lur’d afide, 

To pluck, the flow’rs of pleafure or of pride. 

Her gifts delpis'd, Corruption bluih’d and fied; 
And Fame purfued him where Convi^^ion led. 

Age call’d at length his aftive mind to reft, 
With honours fated, and with cares oppreft ; 

To letter’d eafe retir’d, and honeft mirth, 

To rural grandeur and domcftic worth : . 
Delighted ftill to plcafc mankind, or mend. 

The patriot’s fire yet fparkled in the friend.. 
Calm Confciencc then his former life furvey’d, 
And recollc6led toils endear'd the (hade 5 
Till Natdre call’d him to the general doom. 

And Virtue’s forrow dignified his tomb. 


W’ 


with 


SONNETS BV WARTON. 

Wrilten at Jf^vfijlade hi Hampjhire, 
^YNSLADE, thy becch-capt hills, 
waving grain 
Mantled, thy chequer’d viewsof wood and lawn, 
Whilom could charm, or when the gradual 
dawn 

'Gan the grey mtft with orient purple ftain, 

Or F.vening glimmer’d o’er the folded train : 

Her faire^^ landfitips whence my Mufc has 
drawn, 

Too free with fervile courtly phrafe to fawn. 
Too weak to try the bulkin’s ftately ftrain. 

Yet now no more thy (lopes of beech and corn. 
Nor views invite, fincc’he (kr diftant ftrays 
With whom 1 trac'd their fwcets at eve and 
morn, 

From Albion far, to cull Hefperian bays j 
In this alone they pleafe, howe’er ibrlorn. 

That ftill they can rccal thofc happier days. 


On BcUhhig 

X^HEN late the trees were ftript by winter 
pale. 

Young Health, a dryad-maid in vcfture green. 
Or like the foreft’s filver-quiver’d queen, 

On airy uplands met the piercing gale ; 

And, ere its earlicft ec^o (hook the valc^ 

Watching the hunter's joyous horn was feen. 
^ut fincc, ray-thron'd in fiery chariot (been, 
Su|imer has mote each daify-dappled dale 
Xihe to the cave r^nires, high-arch’d beneath 
’^he fount that laves proud Ifis’ tow’red brim ; 
And n^w all glad the temperate air to breathe. 
While cooling drops diftil from arches dim, 
Binding her dewy lo^s with fedgy wreath, 

She fits amid the quire of Naiads trim, 

IVriiien in a Blank Leaf of Dugdal^s Mmafiicon, 

D eem not devoid of clemce the fage, 

By Fanc^^imine mlings unbeguil'd. 


* Of painful Pedantry the poring child. 

Who turns of thefe proud domes th’ hittnric psge, 
Now funk by Time, and Henry’s fiercer rage. 

Think’ft thou the warbling Til ufes never Iniird 
On his lone hours > Ingeiuipus . views engage 
Jlis thought on themes unclalik falftly ftyl’d. 
Intent, While oloiftcr’d Piety dilplays 
Her mouldering roll, the piercing eye explores 
New manners, and the pomp of ckter days. 
Whence culls the peafivc bard his pi^ur’d 
(lores. 

Nor rough nor barren arc the winding ways 
Of hoar Antiquity, but ftrewn with flow’n. 

IVritten at Sioncbcngr, 

npHOU noblcft monument of Albion’s ifle ? 

* Whether, by MerliiTs aid, from Scythia’s 

(horc 

To Amber's fatal plain Pendragon bore, 

Huge frame of giant hands, the mighty pile, 

T* entomb his Sritons (tain bv Hengilf’s guilc'’^^ 
Or Druid priefts, fprinklccf with human gore, 
Taught mid thy malfy maze their myftic lore : 
Or Danilh chiefs, enrich’d w'iih lavage fpoil, 

To Victory’s idol vaft, an unhewn (hrinc. 

Rear’d the rude heap ; or, in thy hallow'd round, 
Repofc the ‘kings of Brutqs’ genuine line 
Or here thofc kings in I'olemn ftaic were 
crown’d: 

Studious to trace thy wondrous origin, 

We mufc on many an ancient tale renown’d. 

W ritten after feeing^ Wilton - Houfc, 
■pROM Pembroke’s princely dome, where mi- 

* mic Art 

Decks with a magic hand the dazzling bowVs, 
Its living hues wlicrc the warm pencil pours, 
And breathing forms from the rude marble ftart, 
How to life’s humbler fcenc can I depart ? 

My breaft all glowing from thofc gorgeous 
tow’rs, 

In my low cell how cheat the fullcn hours ? 
Vain the complaint: for fancy can impart 
(To Fate fup^Tior, and to Fortune’s doom) 
Whate’er adorns the (lately -ftoried hall ; 

Shp, mid the dungeon’s folitary gloom, 

Can drefs the Graces in their Attic pall : 

Bid the green ^andfeape’s vernal beauty bloom ; 
And in bright tr phies clothe the twilight wall. 


ft Mr. Gray. 

T^OT that her blooms are mark’d with beauty’s 
hue, 

My ruftic Mufe her votive chaplet brings ; 
Unfeen, unheard, O Gray, to thee Ihe fings ! 
While (lowly-pacing through the church-yard 
dew. 

At curfew-time, beneath the dark-green yew, 
Thy penfive genius ftrikes the.moral firings \ 
Or, t^rne fublime on Inlpiiratioa’s win^, 
Hears Cambria's batds d^ote the dread^ due 


Out of the bardUb tnditions ab6ur Stonehtnie,^ 


OjJ 
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Of Edward’s racci with murthers foul dedl'd : 

Can aught my pipe to reach thine ear eiVay ? 

No, bard divine ! For many a care beguil’d 
By the fwcet magic of thy Toothing lay. 

For many a raptur’d thought, and vifion wild, 

To thee this ftrain of gratitude I pay, 

Sonnd. 

^n^HILE fummer-funs o’er the gay prorpe£b 
play’d, 

Through Surry’s verdant Tcenes where Epfom 
•Spreads, 

*Mid intermingling elms, her flow’iy meads 5 
And Hafeombt’s hill, in tow’ring groves array’d, 
Rear'd its romantic fteep — with mind ferene 
I journey’d blythc. Fuji penfivc I return’d ; 
For now my breaft with hopelcfs palfionburn’d : 
Wet with hoar mifts appear’d the gaudy feene 
Whicli late in carelels indolence I pafs’d; 

^nd Autumn all around thole hues had caft 
Where paft delight my recent grief might trace. 

Sad change! that Nature a congenial gloom 
Should w'car, when moft, my checrlefs' mood to 
chafe, 

I wilh’d her green attire, and wonted bloom! 

On King Arthur's Round Table at Winchejier. 

^MHHERE Venta’s Norman caftle ftill uprears 
Its rafter’d hall, that o’er the gralTy fofs, 

. And fcattcr’d flinty fragments, clad in mofs, 
On yonder fteep in naked flate appears ; 
High-hung remains, the prida ot warlike years, 
(>ld Arthur’s Board : on the capacious round 
S^omc Britilh pen has Ikctch’d the names rc- 
nown*jl. 

In marks obfeure, of his immortal peers. 

Though join’d by magic (kill, with many a rime, 
The Druid frame unhonour’d falls a ])rcy 
To the flow vengeance of the wizard Time, 

And f ule the Britifli chararters away ; 
y et Spenfer’s page, that chants in verfe fublime 
Thofe chiefs, (hall live unconfeious of decay. 

To the River Lodon, c 

A H ! what a weary race my feet liavc run, 
Since -firft I 'trod tby banks with alders 
crown’d, 

And thought my way was all through fairy 
ground, 

Beneath thy azure (ky, and golden fun : 

Where firft my mufc to hfp her notvs begun ! 

While pen(iv€. memory traces back the round 
Wbicli fills the varied inter^l between, 

Much plcafure, more of forjtow, marks the fcenc. 

Sweet native (tream I thofe (kies and funs (b pure 
No more return, to cheer my evening road I 
Yet ft ill one joy remains, that not obfcui'c 
Nor ufelcls all my vaeijnt days hstve flow'd^ 

' From youth's gay dawn to manhood’s prime 
mature; 

-Nor widithe Mufe's laurel tmbeftow’d. 


Tbe Old Cbeefe. 


•yOUNO Slouch the farmer had a jolly Wife, 

' * That knew all the conveniences of life,^/ 
Whofc diligence and clcanlinefs fuppliedT* 

The wit which Nature had to him denied : 

But then (he had a tongue that would be heard. 
And make a better man than Slouch af.ard. 

This made cenforious pci Tons of the town 
Say, Slouch could hardly call his foul bis own; 
For, if he went abroad too much, (he’d ufe 
To give him flippers, and lock up his (hoes. 
Talking he lov’d, and ne*cr was moie afflidl^cd 
Than when he was difturb’d or contradicted j 
Yet (till into his ftory (he would break 
With — “ *Tis not lo ; pray give me leave to 
‘‘ fpcak.” • • 

His friends thought this was a tyrannic rule, 

Not diflf ’ring much from calling of him fool ; 

Told him he muft exert himfelt, and be 
In faft the matter of Ids family. 

He faid, “ That the nextTucfday noon would 
“ (hew 

“ Whether he were the lord at home or no ; 

“ When their good company he w'ouKl entreat 
“ To w'cll-bicv/d ale, and clean if homely 
“ me-at.’* 

With aching heart borne to his wife he goes. 
And on his knees does his ra(h adt difclolc ; 

And prays dear Sukey, that, one da^ at lead, 
lie might appear as mafter of the fcaft. . 

“ ril grant your wifli,” cries (lie, “ that you 
» m«'»y (be 

’Twere wifdom to be govern’d ftill by me.** 
The guefts upon the day appointed came, 

Each bowfy farmer with his fimp’ring dame. 

“ Ho, Sue >” cries Slouch, “ why doft not thou 
“ appear ? 

Are thefe thy manner^ when aunt Snap is 
“ here ?” 

“ I pardon a(k,” fays Sue ; “ I’d not offend 
** Any my dear invites, much Icfs his friend.” 

Slouch by his kinfman Grufly had been taught 
To entertain his friends with finding fault, 

And make the main ingredient of his treat 
His faying — “There was nothing fit ro eat : 

“ The boil’d Pork (links, the roaft Beef 's not 
“ enough, 

The Baepn’s rufty, and the Hens are tough ; 

“ The Veal ’s all rags, the Butter ’s turn’d to oil ; 
“ And thus I 'oijy goo<l meat for Huts to fpoiL 
“ ’Tis wc are the firft Slouches ever fate ^ 

“ Down to a Pudding without Plums or Fat, ^ ^ 
“ What Teeth or Stomach ’s ftrbng enough to 
“ feed 4 

Upon a Goofe my Grannum kept to breed ? 

** Why muft old ridgeons, and they dale, be 


“ upon a Goofe my C 
“ Why muft old rid 
dreft. 


When there^s fo many fquab ones in the neft ? 
I This Beer is four; ’tis mufty, thick, and dale, 

“ And worfe than any thing except the Ale.** 
Sue all this while many ex^i^s made : 'I 

Some things (he own’d; at other mnes die laid > 
The fault on chance, but oft’ner on the maid. J 
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Then Cheefc was brought Says Slouch— “ This 
•* e*en (hall roll ; 

I m Turc 'tis hard enough to make a Bowl : 
This is Skim*milk, and therefore it (hall go; 
** And this, becaufe *tis Suffolk, follow too.*' 

But now Sue’s patience did begin to wafte ; 

Nor longer could diflimulacion lad. 

** Fny Jet me rife,” lays Sue, my dear; I*’-!! find 
A Chccfc perhaps may be to J-»ovy*s mind.*' 
Then in an entry (landing dole, where he 
Alone, and none of ail his friends, might fee ; 
And brandifiling a cudgel he had felt, 

And far ■enough on this occafion fmelt— 

I’ll try, my joy,” (he cried, “ if I can plcafc 
« My deareft with a tafte of his Old Cheefe !’* 
Slouch turn’d his head, faw his wife's vigorous 
•hand 

Wielding her oake* fapling of command, 

Knew well the twang — “ Is’t the Old Checfc,-| 

“ my Dear ? [“ I’ll fwear, / 

** No need, no need of Cheefe,” cries Slouch ; r 
** 1 think i’vedin*das well asmyLordMayor!” j 


The Pilgrims and the Peas. A true Stoiy. 

Peter Pindar. 

A BRACE of finners, for no good^ 

^ Were order’d to the Virgin Mary's fiirine, 
Who at Loretto dwelt, in .wax, (lone, wood. 
And in a fiair white wig look’d wondrous fine. 

Fifty long miles had thofe fad rogues to travel 
With fomething in their Ihoes much worlb than 
gravel j 

In ihort, their toes fo gentle to amufey 
The pried had order’d peas into their (hoes : 

A noftrum famous in old Fopifii times 
For purifying Ibiils that dunk with crimes ^ 

A fort of a^iodolic lalt. 

That Popidi parfons for its povv’rs exalt 
For keeping fouls of finners fwcctf 
Jud as our kitchen fait keeps meat. 

The knaves fet off on the fame day, 
peas in their (hoes, to go and pray ; 

But very difT rent was their fpeod, I wot : 

One of the finneni gallop'd on 
Light as a bullet from a gun ; 

The other limp’d as if he had bcen^/. 

One faw the Virgin {oon^peccavi cried— 
Had his foul wlatewalh’d all fo clever ; 

Ti^n home' again he nimbly hied, 
t Made fit with^aints above to live far ever. 

Incoming back, however, let me (ay, 

He his brother rogue, about half way, - 
Hobblingwithoutdretch’dbumandbeudingknees, 
Damning the fouU and bodies of |Lhe peas ; 

His cyes in tears, his cheeks and brows in fweat, 
Deep fympathizing with his groaning feet. 

How now," the light«>toed| ivhitewafli'd pilgrim 
broke^ 

•* You lazjfiubberf"— 

Odds curCWf I *' cried the other, <« ’tis no fake t 
** My feet, once hard as any rock, 

** Are now ai* (oft ai blubker% 


m 

« Excufe me. Virgin Mary, that I fwear— 

« As for Loretto, I (hall not get there : 

" No f to the Devil my finful foul mud go. 

For damme if I ha’nt lod' cv’ry toe. 

“ But, brother fuincr, do explain 
“ How *tis that you arc not in pain ; 

What Pow *r hath w'ork’d a wondei*forjv«r 
“ toes ; 

Whild / juft like a fnail am crawling, 

Now (Wearing, nowon faints devoutly bawling, 
“ Whilftnot a rafeal comes toead; my woes ? 

“ How is*t that yw can like a greyhound go^ 
Merry, as if that nought had happen'd, bum 
“ yc 

Why," cried the other, grinning, ** you muft 
“ knfrw^ 

That juft before I ventur’d on ray journey, 

‘‘ To walk a little more at eafe, 

“ I took the iiberiy to boil mj peas." 


A CoMitiy Bumpkin <md Razor-feller, 

Peter Pindar. 

A FELLOW in a market town, 

^ Moft mufical, cried razors up and down, 
And oder’d twelve for eightoen pence ; 
Which dh'tainly feem’d woundrous cheap, 

And for the money quite a heap, 

As evVy man would buy, with calh and fenie. 

A country bumpkin the great offer heard— 

Poor Hodge— who fuffer'd by a broad black beard. 
That feem’d a (hoe-bru(h ftuck beneath hit 
nofc : 

With cheerfulnefs the eip;htecn pence he paid, 
And proudly to himfelf m whifpers faid, 

“ This rafeal ftole the razors, 1 fuppofe.'* 

No matter if the fellow be a knave ; 

” Provided that ihc razors 

*• It certainly will be a monftrous prize 
So home the clown with his gowl fortune went. 
Smiling in heart and foul content, ^ 

And quickly foap’d himi'elf to ears and eyes. 
Being well lather’d from a di(h or tub, 

Hodge now began with grinning pain to grub, 
7uft like a hedger cutting furze : 

’Twas a vile razor ! — then |hc reft he tried— 

All were inij^ftors— Ah !" Hodge figh'd, 

“ I wilh my eighteen pence within my purfe." 

In vain to chafe his beard, and bring the graces. 
He cut, and dug, and winc’d, andftamp’d, and 
fworc : 

Brought blood, and danc'd, blafphem’d, and m^dc 
wry faces. 

And curs’d ca^ razor's body o'er and o’er. 

His MUZZLE, form’d of (tuff, 

Firm as a Foxite, would not lofe its ruff ^ 

So kept it— laughing at the ftecl and fudts 
Hodge, in a paffton, ftretch’d hts angry jaws; 
Vowing the direft vengeance, with clench’d elawi^ 
On the vile cheat that fold the goods.- 

Razors I— a' damn’d, confounded dogf—, 

•< Not fit to ferape a hog 1" 

a 4 Hodgn 
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Hodge foughtthe fellow, found him, and begun— 
“ P'rhaps, Mafter ^azorrrogiie, to you ’tis fun, 

“ That people flay themfelyes out of their 
“ li¥cs ; 

Yon raical! for an hour have I been grubbing, 
** Giving my fcoundrel whifkers here a ferubbing. 
With razors juft like oyfter knives. 

Sirrah i I tell you, you’re a knave. 

To cry up razors that can't 

** Friend,’* quoth the i-azor-man, I*m not a 
“ knave. 

As for the razors you have bought, - 
Upon my foul I never thought 
“ That they would Jbavc'* 

Not think they’d fhavc !** quoth Hodge, with 
Wond’ring eyes, 

And voice not much pnlike an Indian yell ; 
What were they made for then, you dog X* he 
cries, 

Made !’* quoth th^ fellow, with a fmilc— 
to Jiili:' 


Vsfi BaU*pai€ci Wel/bman^ and the 

Somerville. 

— ■ “ nop modrrahltur irac, 

** Inftftitm voUteflr, dolur qooci fuarcrlt ct meSa, 

LMim iiv.cnaa odio per v im feftmat inulta.'* HOR. 

A SQUIRE of Wales, whofe blood ran higher 
^ Than that of any other fquirc, 

Wafty and hot ; whole peevilh honour 
. Reveng’d each flight was put upon her. 

Upon a mountiiin s top one clay 
Expos’d to Sol’s meridian ray, 

He fum’d/ he rav’d, he curs’d, he fwore, 

Exfial'-d a fea at cv’ry pore ; 

At Jnft, fuch infujts to evade. 

Sought the next tree’s protcdling f^adc j 
Whete as he lay diflblv’d in fwcat, 

And wip’d off many a rivulet, 

Oft' in a pet the heaver fih s, 

And flaxen wig, time’s beft difguife. 

By which, folks of inaiurer ages 
Vie with fmooth beaux, and ladies pages ; j 

Though ’twas a fecret rarely known,' ^ 

Ill-natur’d age had cropp'd his crown, 

Grubb’d all the covert up, and now 
A large fmooth plain extends his brow. 

Thus as lie lay with numikul bare, 

And courted the rcfrefhlng air, 

New perfeeurions ftill appear, 

A noify fly offends his car. 

Alas ! what man of paints and jfenfe 
Could bear fuch vile impertinence ? 

Yet, fo difixuiteous is our 
Tools always buz about the great* 

This infc£l now, ^^hofe a£live ibitc * 

Teas’d him with ncvcr-rccaiing oke, 

With.fo much judgment play’d his part, 
had him both in tierce and quuc : ' 

In vain yrith opt'n hands he tries 
' To guaiid his ears, his nofe, his eyes } 

Fwr now at faft, familiar grown, 
lie pitreh’d upon his worfliip'S aewn^ 


Wkli teeth gnd claws his fkin he tore. 

And fluff’d himfelf with human gore. 

At laft, in manners to excel, * 

Untrufs'd a point, fbme authors tell. 

But now what rhjptbfic could afluage 
The furious (quire, ftark mad with rage J 
Impatient at the foul difgrace 
.From infedt of fo mean a race. 

And plotting vengeance on his foe. 

With double fift he aims a blow : 

The nimble fly cfcap’d by flight, 

And Ikipp’d from this unequal fight. 

Th* impending ftroke with all its weight* 

Fell on his own beloved patei 
Thus much he gain’d by this adventurous deed. 
He foul’d his fingers, arid he broke his head. 

MORA L. 

i.et fenates hence learn to preferve their ftatc. 
And fcorn the foo], below tlieir grave delate, 
Who by tn unequal ftrife grows popular and 
great. 

Let him buz on, with fcnfclefs rant defy 
The wife, the good ; yet ftill ’tis but a fly. 

With puny foes the toil 's not worth the cofl;, 
Where nothing can be gain’d, much may be loft; 
Let cranes and pigmies in mock-war engage, 

A prey beneath the gen’rpus eagle’s rage. 

True honour o’er the clouds fublimely wings ; 

\ oung Ammon Icorns tp run with lefs than kings. 


^he incurious Bencher, Somerville, 




Jenny Mann’s, where heroes meet. 
And lay their laprcls at her feet 5 
1 he mod9m Faljas, at whofe Ihrine 
They bow, and by whofe aid they dine • 
ColoneJ ^rocade among the reft 
Was ev’ry day a welcome gueft. 

One night as carclcfsly he flood. 

Cheering his reins before the fire 
(So ev’ry true-born Briton Ihould), 

Like tliat he chaf’d and Rim'd with ire, 
Jenny,” faid he, " *tis very hard, 

I'hat no man’s honour can be fpar’d ; 
“'If I but fup with Lady Duchels, 

“ Or play a gamp at ombre, fuch is 
“ The malice of the world, ’tis faid, 

!! bis Grace lay drunk in bed, 

i caus’d his aching head, ‘ 
If Madam Doodle would be witty, ‘ 

“ And I am fummon’d to the city, 

“ To pj^y at blindman’s-buff, or fo. 

What won’t fuch hellffli malice do } * 


« IT ^ *1 comer. 



.. dead-doirig blade,* 

examples (hall be r^de. 

•4 1) I imift be riStir theme B 

• bqflnefi ie^ alone, , 

’ Why Ihould ^cembs mifid their, own X* 

A% 
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As thus he ravM with all his migh^ •> 
(How jnfccure from Fortune’s fpite, J 

Alas, is cv’ry mortal wjght !) J 

n'o ihcw.his ancient Iplccii to Mars, 
l-'itncc Vulcan caught him by the a-^ ; 

Stuck to his fkircs, infatiatc varlct ! 

And fed v\ ith plcaiure on the Icarlct. 

Hard by, and m the corner, fate 
A Bencher grave, with look fedate, 

Smoking his pipe, warm as a toaft, 

And reading over laft week’s poft ; ' 

He faw the foe the fort invade, 

And fooh fmelt out riie breach he made ; 

But not a word — a little fly 

He look’d, 'tis true*, and rrom each eye ' 

A fuleloiig glance fometimes he fent, 

Tp bring him news, and watch th’ event. 

At length, upon that tender part 
Where honour lodges (as of old 
Authentic Hudibras has told) 

The bluft’ring colonel felt a fmart, 

Sore griev’d for his affronted bum, 

Frifk’d, (kipp’d, and bounc’d about the room ; 
Then turning (hort— ** Zounds, fir !’* he cries ; 

Pox on him ! had the fool no eyes > 

“ What ! let a man be burnt alive ?** 

<< 1 am not, Sir, inquifitivc,” 

Replied Sir Gravity, ** to know 

Whate’er your Honour’s pleas’d to do 5 
If you will burn your tail to tinder, 

V Pray what have I to do to hinder ? 

** Other men’s bufinefs let alone. 

Why (hould not coxcombs mind their own?** 
Then, knocking opt his pipe with care, 

Laid down his penny at the bar ; 

And, wrapping round his fiiczc furtout, 

Took up his crab-tree, and walk’d out. 

Ihc officious Mcjfvnger. A Tale. Somerville. 

M an, of precarious fcience vain, ^ 

Treats other creatures with difdain j 
Nor Pug nor Shock have common fenfe. 

Nor even Poll the leaft pretence. 

Though (he prates better than us all, 

To be accounted rational. 

The brute creation here below, 

It feems, is nature’s puppct-lhow ; 

But clock-work all, and mere machine. 

What can thefe idle gimeracks mean ? 

Ye world-makers of Grefham-hall, 

J^g Rover^lhalL confute you all; 

% Sfell prove thaf^jv'ry ireafoning brute 
He Ben of Bangbr can difpute ; 

Can apprehend, judge, f)rllo{5iic, 
pr liRe proud Bentley critfciie ; 

At a moot point, or difafter, 

Ts often wifer than his mafter. 

He may miftakc fometimes, 'tie true j 
None arc infallible but you. 

The dog whom nothing can midead 
Muft be a dog of parts mHccd. 

Bufrto my taj^ hear me, ny friend, 

And with <krc gravHy attend. 

Rover, as heralds arc a^ed, 

and of the fctting breeds 


Rang’d high, was ftout, of nofe acute, 

A very leam’d and courteous brute. 

Tn parallel lines his grounds he beat. 

Not luch as in one centre meet ; 

In thofe let blund’ring dodlors deal, 
llis were cxadly parallel. 

When tainted gales the game betray, 
Down clofc he links, and eyes his prey. 
Though diff’iient pailions tempt lus loul. 
True as the needle to the pojc, 

He keeps his point, and panting lies ; 
The floating net above him flics, 


‘ . } 
igpnxc. J 


Then, dropping, Iweeps the fluit’ring prize. 
Nor this his only excellence: 

When furly farmers tot^k ofl*encc. 

And the rank corn the (port denied, 

Still faithful to his mailer’s fide, 

A thoufand pretty pranks he play’d^ 

And cheerful each command obey’d: 
Humble his mind, though great his wit. 
Would lug a‘ pig, or turn the fpit ; 

Would fetch and carry, leap o’er flicks. 

And forty fuch diverting tricks. 

Nor Partridge, nor wife Cadbury, 

Could And lofl goods as f(x>n as nc : 

Bid him go back a mile or more. 

And* feek the glove you hid before, 

Still his unerring nofc would wind it; 

If above ground, was fure to find it ; 
Whimp’ring for joy his mafler greet, 

And humbly lay it at his feet. 

But hold— it cannot be denied 
That ufeful talents mifapplied 
May make wild w^ork. It happ'd one day. 
Squire Lobb, his mafter,, took his way. 

New fliav’d, and fmug, and very tigKt, 

To complimcnt a ncighb’ring knight; 

In his beft trowfers he appears 
(A comely perfon for his years) ; 

And clean white' drawers, that many k day 
In lavender and rofe-cakes lay. 

Acrofs his brawny (boulders flrung, 

On hiS left flde his dagger hung; 

Dead -doing blade ! a (Jreadful gueft 
Or in the field or at the fcafl. 

IJo Franklin, carving of a chine 
At Cbriftidc, ever look’d (b fine. 

With him obfequious Rover trudg'd. 

Nor from his he- Is one moment budg’d a 
Awhile they travell’d, when within 
Poor Lobb perceiv’d a rumbling din : 

Then warring winds, for want of vent. 
Shook all his earthly tenement. 

So in the body politic 
(For dates fometimes, like men, are Tick) 
Dark fadlion mutters through the crowd. 
Ere bare-fac'd treafon roars aloud : 
Whether crude, humours undigefted 
His lab’ring emraijs had infefted ; 

Or laft night’s load of bottled ale, . . 
Grown mutinous, was breaking gaol; 

The ^ufe of this his aukward pain, 

Let Johnfton or let H— explain ; ? 
Whofe learned nofes.may dilcover 
Why nature’s ftiak>.pofi thdi m wer. 
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My province is'th* efie£k to trace, 

And give each point its proper grace : 

Th' effect, O lamentable caie ! 

Long had he ilru^led, but in vain, 

T^ie factious tumult to reftrain. 

What Ihould he do ? Th* unruly rout 
Frers*<i on ; and it was time, no doubt, 

T* unbutton, and to let all out. 

The trowfers foon his will obey : . 

Kot fo his ilubborn drawers ; for they, 

Beneath his hanging paunch clofe tied. 

His utmoft art and pains dehed : 

He drew his dagger on the (pot, 

Rcfolv'd to cut the Gordian knot. 

In the fame road juft then pafs'd by 
(Such, was the will of dtftiny) 

The courteous curate of the place, 

Cood-naturc (hone o’er all his face. 

Surpris’d the flanung blade to view, 

And deeming (laughter mu ft enfue, > 

Off from his hack himfclf he threw. J 

Then without ceremony feiz’d 
The fquire, impatient to be cas'd. 

Lord t Maftcr Lobb, who would have *1 
“ thought ^ { 

•* The fiend had e’er fo ftrongly wrought ? C 
Is fuictde fo (ligin a fault } J 

Rip up thy guts, man ? What ! go quick 
To hell, outrageous lunatic ? 

But, by the blclfing. I’ll prevent 
“ With this right hand thy foul intent.** 

Then grip’d the dagger faft : the fquire, 

Like Peleus* Ion, look’d pale with ire ; 

While the good man like Pallas ftood. 

Ami check’d his eager thirft for blood. 

At laft, when both awhile had (train’d. 
Strength, join'd wkh zeal, the conqueft gain’d : 
The curate in all points obey’d, 

Into the Hieath returns the blade ; 

But firft th* unhappy fquire he fworc, 

T’ attempt upon his life no more. 

With fage advice his fpeech he clos’d. 

And left him (as he thought) compos’d. 

But was it i'o, friend Lobb ? I own, 

Misfijrtunc fcldom comes alone ; 

Sataq fup|dics the fwclling tide. 

Ami ills o'l ills arc multiplied. • 

Subdued, and all his mealures broke, 

His purudfc aiid intent mrftook, 

Within his drawers, alas ! he found 
H>s guts let out without a wound : 

For, in the conflict ftraining hard, 

We left his poftern-gatc unbarr’d j 
Moll wofiilly bedaub’d, he moans 
His piteous cafe, be fighs, he groaus. 

To lofc his dinner, and return. 

Was very hard, not to be borne. 

Hunger, they fay, parent of arts. 

Will make a ft>ol a man of parts. 

Thu (harp-fet fquire refolves at laft, 

Wj^hate’er bcfcl him, not to faft j , 
fifelnnus’d awhile, chaf’d, ftrain'd higwhv 
At laft on this expedient hits : . 

To the next brook with fober pace 
He tenda, preparing to uncafe, , , 
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Straddling and mutt’ring all the way, 

Curs’d inwardly th’ unlucky day. 

The coaft now clear, no foul in.view^ " 
op* in a trice his trowfers drew ; ^ 

More Icifurcly his draw’rs, for care 
And caution were convenient there : 

So faft the plafter’d birdlime ftuck, 

The (kin came off with ev’ry pluck. 

Sorely he gaul’d each brawny ham ; 

Nor other parts efcap’d, which lhamc 
Forbids a baihful Mufe to name. 

Not witliout pain the work achiev’d. 

He ferubb'd and wafh’d the pans aggriev’d ; 
Then, with nice hand and look fedate, 

Folds up his draw’rs, with their rich freight. 
And hides them in a bnfh, at leifure 
Refolv' J to fetch his hidden treafurc : ‘ • 

The trufty Rover lay hard by, 

Obferving all with curious eye. 

Now rigg’d a|;ait>, once more a beau. 

And matters fixu in fiatu qitdy 
Brilk as a fnake in merry May, 

That juft has call his (lough away, 

Gladfome he caper’d o'er the green. 

As he prefum’d, both fwcet and cl^an ; 

For, O ! amongft us mortal elves, 

How few there are fmcll out themfeives \ 

With a mole's ear, and eagle's eye, 

And with a blood-hound's nofe, \vc fly 
On others’ faults implacably. 

But where’s that car, that eye, that nofc, 

Againft its maftcr will depofc ? 

Ruddy Mift True, with golden hair. 

Stinks like a polc-cat or a bear ; 

Yet romps about me ev’iy day, 

Sweeter, (he thinks, than new-made hay. 
hord PJaufible, at Tom’s and Will’s, 

Whofe poifonous breath in whifpcrs kills. 

Still buzzes in my ear, nor knows 
What fatal fccrets he beftows : 

Let him deftroy each day a fcorc, 

’Tis mere chance-medley, and no more. 

In fine, fclf-love bribes cv’ry fenfe. 

And all at home is excellence. 

The (quire, arriv’d in decent plight. 

With rcv'rcncc due falutes the knight; 
Compliiticnts part, the dinner-bell 
Rung quick and loud, harmonious knell 
To greedy L«>bb 1 Th* Orphean lyre 
Did ne’er fuch rapturous joy infpire ; 

Though this the favage throng obey, 

That hunger tames more fierce than they, 
fn comely order now appear 
Thu footmen loaded with good cheer ; 

Her lady (hip brought up the rear. 

Simp’ring (he lifps, “ Your fervant, fir— 

The ways are bad, one can’t well ftir 
“ Abroad — or ’twerc indeed unkind 
‘‘ To leave good- Mrs, Lobb behind— 

She’s well, I hope ?— Maftcr, they (ay, 

Comes on apace— How *s Mifs, I pray ?*' 

^bb bow’d, and cring’d ; guttering low* 
Made for his chair, would 
Thefc weighty points ad)imSd,< 

My lady brandUhea her fpoon. , 

Unhappy 
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Unhappy Lobb, pleas’d with his treat, T | 
And minding nothing but his meat, > 

Too n«ar the fire had choie his feat ; J 

When, O ! th’ effluvia of his bum I 

Begin .amain ^o fceni ihe room, i 

Ambrolial fvveers, and rich pci fume ! J 

The flick’iing footman flopp’d his nofe; 

The chaplain too, under the role, 

Made auKward mouths ; the knight took fnufF j 
Her ladyfhip began to huff ; 

“ Indeed, Sir John — pray, good my dear— 

’Tis wrong to make your kennel here—-* 

Dogs in their place are good, I own— 

“ But in the parlour — fo i ' — be gone.” 

Now Rockwood leaves tti’ unfinilh’d bone, 
Bunifh'd tor failings not his own ; 

No gracc’even Fidlcr tould o. tain, 

And fav’rite Virgin fawn’d in vain. 

The lervams, lo the flraneer kind. 

Leave trufty Rover ftill behind ; 

But I obb, who would not feem to be 
Defective in civility, 

And, for removing of all doubt, 

Knitting his brows, i ids him get out 
By figns expr'efus his command, 

• And to the door points with his hand. 

The dog, or through miftakc or fpiie 
(Grave authors h.«ve not let us right), 

Fled back the very way he came, 

And in the buth loon found his game ; 

Brought in Ins mouth the fav ry load, 

And at his mafler's elbow flood. 

O LobI) ' what i iioms can expiefs 
Thy flrangc coiuufion and diflrcfs, 

W'henjn the Hoor the draw’rs dilfilay’d 
The fulfome fecret had bewray’d ? 

No tiaiior, when his hand and feal 
Produc’d' his dark defigns icveal, 

F^cr look’d with fuch a hanging face, 

As Lob, half-dead at thit> dilgracc. 

Wild-flaring, thunder-ftruck, and dumb, 

While peals of laughter iliakc tuc room; 

Each fafli thrown up to let in air. 

The knight fell backward in his chair, 

Laugh'd till his hcart-ftrings almoft break, 

The chaplain giggled for a week; 

Her ladyihip began to call 
For hartfhom, and her Abigail ; 

The fervnnts chuckled at the door, 

And all was clamour and uproar. 

Rover, who now began to quake, 

Avconlcious of k,^s foul miflake, 

•Trufts to his heels to fafe his life ; 
llfh^uire fneaks home, and beats his wile. 

The Devil outwiticd. A Tale» Somerville. 

A VICAR liv’d on this fide Trent, 

Religious, learn ’d, benevolent ; 

Pure was his life in deed, word, thought, 

A comment on the truths he taueht : 

His parith largeJhis income fmalT, 

Y ec feldom wfintcd wherewithal ; 

For agaiiffl^’ry merry tide 
JMadam^uld carefully provide# 


A painful paflor ; but his flieep, 

Alas ! within no bounds would keep } 

A fcabby flock, that ev’ry d^y 
Run riot, and would go altray. 

He thump’d his cufliion, fretted, vex’d. 
Thumb’d o’er again each ufefiil text; 

Rebuk’d, exhorted, all in vain ; 

Ills pariih ^vas the more profane : 

The fcnibs would have their wicked will. 

And cunning Satan triumph’d ftill. 

At laft, when each expedient fail’d. 

And ferious mcafurcs nought avail’d^ 

It came into his head, to try 
The force of wit and raillery. 

The good man was by nature gay, 

CouKl gibe and joke as well as pray; 

Not like fome hide-bound folk, who chaft ^ ' 
Each merry Imile from their dull face, V 

And think pride ical, ill-nature grace. J 
At chrifttnings and each jovial fcafl. 

He finglcd out the finful beafl : 

Let .ill his pointed arrows fly, 

Told this and that, look’d veryfly, L 

And left my maflers to apply. J 

Mis talcs were humorous, often true. 

And now and then lit off to view 
With lucky fi«5\ions and Ihecr wit, 

That pierc'd where trutli could never hit- 
The laugh was always on his fide, 

W^hilc pallive fools by turns deride ; 

And, giggling thus at one another, 

Each jeering lour reform’d his brother; 

Till the whole parifh was with ealb 
Sham’d into virtue by degrees. 

Then be advis’d, and try a tale, 

W^hen Chryfoftom and Auftin fail. 


The Frogs Choice. 


Somerville. 


vomip olev ti vv PfOTo) dvdavTMm 
, £{ yap foa-t mk f/Afciya» * o! koI aCfl 
draa‘9a^iy}a^ty Cwip f/topov ihyk 

tN i^wild ftate of nature, long 
'■'•1"he ffogs at random Jiv'd, 

The weak a prey unto the flrong, 

Witlt anaichy opprefs’d and griev'd. 

At length the lawlcfs rout. 

Taught by their fuff’rings, grew devout: 

An cmbaliy to Jo\'c they fent. 

And begg’d his highnels would beflovr 
Some fettled form of governi^ont,^ 

A king to rule the fens below. 

Jove, I'miling, grants their odd requefl : 

A king th* indulgent pow’r bellow’d, 

Such as might fuit their genius belt 
A beam of a prodigious iize, 

With all its cumbrous load. 

Came tumbling from the ikies. ' * 

The w&ters j^alh agatnft the Ihore, 

The hollow caverns roar : 

The rocks return the dreadful (bund, 
CoiiYulfiops (bake the ground. V 
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The multttude with horror fledi 
And in his oozy bed / 

Each fiiulking coward hid his head, J 

When all is now mwn calm again^ 

And fmoothly glides the liquid plain* 

A frog more retbluce and bold, 

Peeping with caution from his hold, 
Recover'd from his firft furprizc. 

As o'er the wave his head he popt. 

He few— but fcarcc believ’d his eyes. 

On the fame bank where lirft he dropt, 

Th’ imperial lubber lies. 

Stretch’d at his eafe, carelefs, content : 

Is this the monarch Jove has fent, 

Said he, our warlike troops to lead ? 

’tis a glorious prince indeed ! 

Ry fuch an a£live general led, 

The routed mice our arm feall dread. 
Subdued fliall quit their claim : 

Old Homer ihall recant his lays. 

For us new trophies raife,^ 

Si^ our vidlorious arms, and juftify our feme. 
Then laughing impudently loud, 


Then laughing impudently loud, 

He foon aTamTd the daftard crowd. 

The croaking nations with contempt 
Behold the Wotthlefs indolent. 

On wings of winds fwift fcandul flics, ^ 

' Libels, lampoons, and lyes, > 

Hoarfc treafons, tunelefs blarphcmics. 3 

With aftive leap at laft upon his back they ftridc, 
And on the royal loggerhead in triumph ride. 

Once more to Jove their pray*rs addrefs’d, 
And once more Jove grants their requeft : 

A ftork he fends of monftrous fize, 

Red lightning flaflics in his eyes ^ 

Rul’d by no block, as heretofore, 

The gazing crowds prefs’d to his court 5 
Admire his ftately mien, his haughty port, 

And only not adore. j 

AddreiTes of congratulation, j 

Sent from each loyal corporation, 

Full fraught with truth and fenfe, 

Exhaufted all their eloquence. 

But now, alas ! 'twas night •, kings muft have mca| : 
The Gi-and Vizier firft goes to pot ; 

Three BafTas next, happy their lot \ 

Gain’d Paradife by being eat. 

And this, faid he, and this is mine. 

And this, by right divine : 

In Ibon, ’twas all for public weal, 

He fwallow’d half a nation at a meal. 

. Again they beg Almighty Jove, 

This cruel tyrant to remove. 

With fierce refentment in hU eyca, 

The frowning Thunderer replies ; 

Thoie evils which yourfelves create, 

Raftk fools ! ye now repent too late ; 

Made wretched by the public voice, 

< Tfot through neceflity, but choice 1 
•Be gone ! nor wreft frdm Heaven fomc heavier 
cuifp, 

Better bear this, chU ftork, than worfe* 


Opprefs’d with happinefs, and fick withrCafc, 
Not Heaven itfclf our fickle minds can picafe. ^ 
Fondly wc wife, cloy’d with cclcftial ftwre, 

The leeks and onions which wc loath’d bef evi 
Still roving, ftill defiring, never pleas’d, 

With plenty ftarv’d, and even with health difeas’d. 
With partial eyes each prefeiit good we view, 
Nor covet what is beft, but what is new'. 

Ye >ow’rs above, who make mankind your care, 
To blefs the fupplicant, rcje£l hisvpray’r f 

The Cfyfler. Somkrville. 

-fn Jds 

Acrei proevrrunt, rnatoum IJicftaculaffl ut«rqo«H /(ORi 

^WO comrades, as grave authors fay 
* (But in what chapter, page, or line, 

Ye critics, if ye picafe, define), 

Had found an oyfter in their way* 

Conteft and foul debate arofe ; 

Both view'd at once with greedy eyes. 

Both challeng'd the delicious prize, 

And high words foon improv’d to blows, 

Aflions on a^lions hence fuccecd, 

Each hero ’s obftinately ftout, 

Green bags and parchments fly about. 
Pleadings are drawn, and counfcl feed. 

The parfon of the place, good man I 
Whofe kind and charitable heart 
In human ills ftill bore a patt, 

Thrice feook his head, and thus began | 

Neighbours and friends, refer to me 
This doughty matter in difpute, 

I'll foon decide th’ important fuit. 

And finife all without a fee. 

Give me the oyfter then— 'tis well-— 

He opens it, and at one fup 
Gulps the contefted trifle up. 

And finding gives to cach a fecll. 

Henceforth let foolife difeord ccafe, 

Your oyfter ’s good as ^’cr was cat ; 

I thank" you for my dainty treat;. 

God blefs you both, and live in peace* 

moral. 

Ye men of Norfolk and of Wales, 

From this lea& common fenfe ; 

Nor thruft your nei^bours into gaols " 

For ev’ry flight olcnce. 

Banifli thofe vermin of debate 
That on your fubftance feed ; 

The knaves who now arc ferv'd in. plate 
Would ftarve, if fools ^ced. 


Epitaph on Mifs Bqfnetf in Pancras tSturcb^ardm 

Q.O, fpotlefs Hotionr and unfold Truths 
^ Go, fmiling Innoctnce and blbiamtng Youth} 


Go, female Sweem^s, JokiM with nS 
I Go, winning Wit' ncvei: gave oifi 


If Senfc} 
. ’ “Oo, 
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Go,. foft Humanity, that blcfs'd the poor; 

Go, ftint-cyed Patience, fTom^iHi£):ion*s door; 

tJo, Modefty, that never wore a frown ; 

Go, Virtue, and receive thy heavenly crown. - 

Not from a ft ranger came this heart- felt verfe ; 

The friend inferibes thy tomb whofe tears be- 
dew’d thy hearfe. 

Ode, Thomson. 

^^ELL me, thou foul of her 1 love, 

Ah ! tell me, whither art thou fled ? . 

To what delightful world above, 

Appomted for the happy dead ? 

Or doft thou free at pleafure roam. 

And fometimes (hare thy lover’s woe ; 

Where, void of thcc, his chcerlcfs home 
Can now, alas ! no comfort know > 

0 ? if thou hovcr’ft round my walk, 

VV^hile, under every well-known tree, 

1 to thy fancied fhadow talk, 

And every tear is full of thcc ; 

Should then the weary eye of grief, 

Befide Tome fympathctic ftream, 

In flumber find a Ihort relief, 

O vifit thou my Toothing dream ! 


A L L A D 8 * &c. Jil 

Qjt Ttme* Anona 

I. 

■p'V’N while the carclcfs difcncumber’d Ibul 
^ Sinks all diflblving into plcafure’s dream, 
Ev*n then to Time’s tremendous verge we rol!. 
With headlong liafte along life’s furgy Itreani* 

IT. 

Can gaiety the vanifh’d years reftore. 

Or on the withering limbs frefli beauty (hed, 

Or foothe the fad inevitable hour, 

Or cheer the dark, daik manfions of the dead^ 

iir. 

Ah ! Beauty’s bloom avails not in the grave. 
Youth's lofty mien, nor age’s awful grace; 
Moulder alike unknown the prince and Have, 
WhelmM in th’ enormous wreck of human race. 

IV. 

The thought- fix’d portraiture, the breathing butt. 
The arch with proud memorials array’d, 

The long-liv’d pyramid fhall fink in duft. 

To dumb oblivion’s ever defert (hade. 


SONGS, B A L L A D S, &c. &c. 


§ M Lyttelton. 

CA'^Myra, why is gentle Love 
^ A ftranger to that mind, 

Which pity and eftcem can move, 

Which can be juft and kind > ' ^ 

Is it bccaufe you fear to (hare 
The ills that love molcft, 

The jealous doubt, the tender care. 

That rack the am’rous breaft i 


Alas ? by fome degree of woe 
We cv’ry blifs muft gain ; 

The heart can ne’er a tranfport know, 
Tliac never feels a pain. 


§ 2. Sorr^, WaliER. 

GO, lovely rofe ! 

Tell her thSit waftes her time, and me, 

# That s-ow Ihc knows, 

Xj^icn I refemble her to thee, 

fweet and fair (he Teems to be. 

^ Tell her that’s young. 

And ihuns to have hef graces (pied. 

That hadft; thou fpning 
In defarts, where no. men a&de, 

Thou muft have uncommended died. 
Small is the worth 


Of beauty from the light retir’d ^ 

Bid her come forth, 

Suffer heri^ to be defir'^d, ^ 

And Ii^li4nttih4b to be admir’d. 

^ Written at feat the Dauh iWi 


Then die ? that (he 
The common fate of all things rare 
May read in thee : 

How fmall a part of time they (hare. 
That are fo wondrous fwcet and fair. 


§ 3. L* Amour Umide, MoORI.' 

TF in that breaft, fp good, fo pure, 

^ CompafTion ever lov’d to dwell, 

Pity the furrows 1 endure, 

The caule 1 muft not, dare not tell. 

- * 

That grief that on my quiet preys, 

That rends my heart, that checks mytonguff 
1 fear will laft mt all my days, 

But feel it will not laft me long. 


§ 4* Son^m Dorset 



But firft would have you underiUnd 
How hard it is to write ; 

The Mufes now, and Neptune too, 
We muft implore to wriu to you. 
With a fa la, la, la, Ja, la. 


I For though the Mules (hould prove kmd, 
And fill our empty brain ; 
the ntghl bei^re an engigetmi^ 
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Yet if rough Neptune roufe the wind 
To wave the azure main, 

Our paper, pen, and' ink, and wc, 

Roil up and down our fliips at fea. 

With a fa, &Cii 

Then, if w write not hy each poft, 

Think not we arc unkind j 
Kor yet conclude our ihips are loft 
By Dutchjnen or by wind : 

Our tears we’ll fend a fpeedier way, 

The tide ihall bring them twice a day. 

With a fj, kc. 

The king, with wonder and furprife, 

Will Iwcar the fcas gi ow bold ; 

Becaufe the tides will higher rile, 

Than e’er they did of old : 

But let him know it is our tears 
Bring Hoods of grief to Whitchall-ftairs. . 
VVith a fa, ike. 

Should foggy Opdam chance to know 
Our fad and difmal ftory ; » 

The Dutch would fcorn fo weak a foe, 

And quit their fort at Goree : 

For what rcliftance can they lind 
From men who ’vc left their hearts behind ? 
With a fa, &c. 

Let wind and Weather do its word, 

Be you to us but kind ; 

Let Dutchmen vapour, Spaniards curfc, 

No forrow wc lhall find ; 

•Tis then no matter how things go, 

Or who's our friend, or who’s our foe. 
With a fa, Ac. 

To pals our tedious hours away* 

We throw a merry main $ 

Or c!lc at ferious ombre play ; 

But why (hould wc in vain 
Fach other’s ruin thus purfuo ? 

We were undone when we left you. 

With a fi, Ac. 

But now our fears- tempeftuous grow, 

, And call onr hopes away ; 

Whilft you, regard Icfs of our woe, 

Sit care Icfs at a ptav ; 

Perhaps permit feme happier man 
To kifb your hand, or flirt your fan. 

With a fa, Ac. 

When any m'ournfuLtiinc you hear. 

That dies in every nme ; 

As if It ligh’d with each man's care 
For being fo remote ; 

Think then how often love weVe madc^ 

To you, when all thofe tunes were play’d. 

With a fa, Ac. 

In juft ice you cannot refufe 
To think of our diftrefs ; 

W^hen we for hope« of honour lole 
Our certain happinefs ! 

AU thofe defigns are but to prove 
Ourfclvcs more wdrthy of your love# 

With a fa, Ac. ^ 

And now wc 'vc told you all our loves, 

. And iikewife all our fears j 


In hopes this declaration moves 
Some pity for oar tears : 

Let’s hear of no inconltancy, 

Wc have too much of that at fea. 
With a fa, Ac. 


§ 5 . Softj. Lore/ L av snows Zi 

"Vjn IT Y, cruel creature, why fo bent, 

^ To vex a tender heart ? 

To gold and title you relent j 
Love throws in vain his dart. 

Let glittering fops in courts be great, 

For pay let armies move : 

Beauty Ihould have no other bait 
But gentle vows and love. 

If on tliofe endlels charms you lay 
The value that’s their due ; 

Kings arc thcmfelvts too poor to pay, 

A thou fund worlds too few. 

But if a paflion without vice. 

Without difguife or art, 

Ah, Ccliri 1 if true love’s your price. 

Behold it in my heart. 


§ 6. Son^. Sir Car ScROorB* 
^NE night, when all the village flcpt, 

^ Myriillo’s fad dcfpair 

The wretched Ihepherd waking kept. 

To tell the woods his care ; 

Begone (laid he), fond thoughts, begone! 

Eyes, give your forrowb o’er ! 

Why Ihould you wafte your tears for oAe 
Who tliinks on you no more } 

Yet, O ye birds, ye Bocks, yc pow’ra 
That d^||^cll within this grove, 

Can tell how many tender liours 
We here have pafs’d in love ! 

Yon liars above (iny cruel foes !) 

Have heard how Ihc has fworn, 

A thou fan d times, that like to thofe 
Her flame Ihould ever burn 1 
But, fince flic’s loft, O let me have 
My wilh, and quickly die ; 

In this cold bunk I’ll make a grave, 

And there for ever lie ; 

Sad nightingales the watch ihali keep,. 

And kindly lierc complain. 

Then down the flicpherd lay to fleep, 

But never rofe again.. 


§ 7. A Pajhral Eie^y. 

AH, Damon, dear Ihepherd, adieu I 
^ By love and firft nature allied, 

Together in fondnefs wc grew.; 

Ah, would we together had died’ ! 

For thy faith, which rcfcmbled my own, 

For thy foul, which was Ipotlels and true, 

For the joys we together have known, 

Ah Damon, dear (hepherd, ajieu I 
What blifs can hereafter be mine i 
Whomever engaging I ftc, 

To his friendihip I ne er oan. incline, 

For fear 1 ihould mourn him like thee.^s.«c4 

Though 
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Thaugh the Mufes fhould crown me with art, 
Tl^gli honour and fortune iliould join i 
"Since thou art denied to my heart, 

What -blilft can hereafter be mine? 

Ah Damon, dear ihepherd, farcwcl I 
Thy grave with fad oficrs 1*11 bind ; 
Though no more in one cottage we dwell, 

I can keep thee for ever in mind. 

Each morning Tlj vifit alone 
• His afhes who lov*d me fo well, 

And murmur each eve o’er his Hone, 

Ah,Damon, dear Ihepherd, farewel !§ ** 


§ 8. Song. . Moore. 
TIJARK ! hark ! *tis a voice from-the tomb ! 

Come Lucy, it cries, come away j 
The grave of thy Colin has room 
To reft thee bcfidc his cold clay. 

. 1 come, my dear Ihepherd, I come ; 

Ye friends and companions, adieu ; 

I haftc to my Colin's dark home, 

To die on his bofom fo true. 

All mournful the midnight bell rung. 

When Lucy, fad Lucy arofe; 

And forth to the grecn«turf ihe fprung^ 
Where Colin’s pale afties repole. 

All wet with the night’s chilling dew, 

Her bofom embrac’d the cold ground $ 
While ftormy winds over her blew. 

And night-ravens croak’d all around. 

How long, niy lov’d Colin, (he cried, 

How long muft thy Lucy complain ? 

How lor^f Mil the grave my love hide ? 

ere it ^oin us again ? 

Eor thee thy fond Ihepherdcfs liv’d, 

With thee o’er the world would (he fly, 
For thee has fne furrow’d and griev’d, 

For thee w'ould Ihc lie down and die. 


Alas ! what avails it how dear 

Thy Lucy was once to her fwain I . 

Her face like the lily fo fair, 

And eye*') that gave light to the plain ! 

The Ihepherd that lov’d her is gone, 

That face and thofc eyes charm no more ; 

And Lucy, forgot and alone, 

To death (hall her Cohn deplore. 

While thus (he lay funk in defpair. 

And mourn’d to the echoes arouift, 

Inflam’d all at once grew the air, 

And thuhder fhoeSe dreadful the ground. 

• I near the kind 'call, and obey, 

Colin, receive me, flic cried ! 

The\brcathing a groan o’er his clay, 

She hung on his tomb-ftone, and died. 


§ 9. Song. Gay. 

>rpW AS when the Teas were roaring 
With hollow blaftjB of wind j 
A damfel lay deploring, 

All oil a rock reclinM, 

Wide o'er the foaming billows 
She caft jyVviftful lcx)k ; 

Her hea^j^as crown'd with willows 
JPhrftrcmbled o*cr the brook. 


Twelve months are gone and over. 
And nine long tedious days : 

Why didft thou, vent’rous lover, " 
Wl\y didft tl\ou truil the fcas ? 
Ccafe, ceale thou cruel ocean. 

And let my lover reft : 

Ah > what's thy troubled motion 
To that w'ithin my breaft! 

The merchant, robb’d of plcafiuc. 
Views temptfts in defpair ; 

But what’s the lofs of treafure 
To lofing of my dear ! 

Should you fome coaft be laid on, 
Where gold and diamonds grow, 
You’d find a richer maiden, ^ 

But none that loves you fo* 

How can they fay that nature 
Has nothing made in vain ; 

Why then beneath the water 
Do hideous rocks remain ? 

No eyes thefe rocks difeover. 

That lurk beneath the deep. 

To wreck the wand’ring lover, 

And leave the maid to weep. 

All melancholy lying, 

Thus wail’d ihe mi her dear j 
Repaid each blaft with fighing, 

Each billow with a tear : 

When, o'er the white wave ftooping. 
His fiOiuing corpfe (he fpied j 
Then, like a lily drooping, 

She bow’d her head, and died. 


§ 10 . So^r^, 

TTARD by the h ill, our mailer's houfe, 
Wheic>Mcrfcy flows to meet the main; 
Wheic woods, and winds, and waves difpofe 
A lover to complain j 
With arms acrofs, along the ft rand 

Poor Lycon walk’d, and hung his head; 
Viewing the f(»otftcps in the fand 
Which a bright nymph bad made, 


The ri<le, faicl he, will foou crafe 
The marks fo lightly here impreft; 
But time or tide will neVr deface 
Her image in my breaft. 

Am I fome Gvaj,e bead of prey > 

Am 1 fome horrid nonfler gtown? 
That thus ihe fltes fo fwift av jy, 

Or meers me with a froAvn ? 


That bofom foft, that lily Ikia 

(Truft not the faircft outiide (how) 
Contsins a marble heart within, 

A rock liid under fnow. 


All me ! the flints and pebiilcs wound 
Her tender feet, from whence there fell 
Thofe crimfon drops which ttain the ground. 
And beautify each fliell. 

Ah ! fair one, moderate thy flight, 

I will no more in vain purfue, 

But take mv leave for a long night j 
Adieu I lov’d maid, adieu ! 


With 
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With that, he took a running leap, 

He took a lover’s Ic.ip inticed, 

And plung’d into the founding deep, 
Where hungry hlhes fccJ. 

The melancholy hern ftalks hy; 

Around the fqualling fca-gulls yell ) 
Aloft the croaking rAV*;ns fly,^ 

And toll his funeral belU 

The waters roll above his head, 

The billows tofs it, o’er and o*cr ; 
His ivory Ixi.ies lie fcattcred, 

And whiten all the fliore. 


5 II. Jemmv Dawfon'^. SheNstoNE 

f^OMK lillen to my mournful talc, 

^ Ye tender hearts, and lovers dear ; 

Nor will you fcorn to l)eavc a ligh, 

Nor will you blufh to Ihed a tear. 

And thou, dear Kitty, pecrlefs maid, 

Do thou a penfivc car incline ; 

For thou canrt weep at every woe, 

And pity every plaint, hut mine. 

Young Dawfon was a v'allant vouth, 

A brighter never trod the plain; 

And well he lov’d one charming maid. 

And dearly was he lov’d again. 

One tender maid (he lov’d him dear, 

Of gentle blood the damfcl came ; 

And fimltlefs was her beauteous form. 

And fpotlefs was her virgin fame. 

But curfe on party’s hateful ftrife, 

That led the favour’d youth afti ay ! 

The day the rebel clans appear’d, 

O had he never feen that day » 

Their colours and their fafli he wore, 

And in the fatal drefs was found ; 

And now he inuft that death endure 

Which. gives the brave the kecncll wound. 

How paleSyas then his true-love’s cheek. 
When Jemmy’s fentciicc reach’d her car ! 
Cor never yet did Alpine fnows 
So pale, or yet fo chill, appear. 

With fdultering voice Hie weeping faid ; , 

0 Dawfon, monarch of my heart, 

Think not thy death (hall end our loves, 

For thou and I will never part, 
yet might fwcet mercy find a place, 

And bring relief to 'Jemmy’s woes, 

O George, without a pray’r for thcc 
My orifons (hould never clofc. 

The gracious prince that gave him life 
Would crown a never-dying flame ; 

And every tender babe 1 bore 

Should learn to lifp the giver’s name. 

But tho\ dear youth, thou (houldfl: be dragg’d 
To yonder ignominious tree ; 


Thou flialt not want a faithful friend 

To fnare thy bitter fate with thcc. /' ' 
O then her mourningucoach was call’d. 

The (ledge mov’d (lowly on before ; ^ 
Though bofnc in her triumphal car, 

She had not lov’d her favourite morfei 

She follow’d him, prepared to view 
The terrible bchcils of laW; 

And the lall fcenc Of Jemmy’s woes 
With calm and (Icadfaft eye flic faw« ■ 
Diftorted was that blooming fiice, 

Which Ihc had fondly lov’d lb long 
And (rifled was that tuneful breath, 

Which in her praife had fweetly fungj 

And fever’d was that beauteous neck,. . 

Round which her arms had fondly clos’d ^ 
And mangled was that beauteous bi'eaft. 

On which her lovc-(ick head repos'd j 

And ravifli’d was that conftant heart, 

She did to every heart prefer ; 

For though it could its king forget, 

’Twas true and loyal (rill to her. 

Amid thofe unrelenting flames 

She bore this conftant heart to fee ; 

But when ’twas moulder’d into dull. 

Now, now, flic cried, I follow thcci 

My death, my death, alone can (hew 
The pure and lafting love 1 bore : 

Accept, O Heaven ! ot woes like ours, 

And let u$, let us weep n6 more. 

The difmal fccnc was o’er and paltiib^ 

The lover’s mournful hearle retir’d*, , 
The maid drew back her languid head. 

And, (igbing forth his name, expir’d. 
Though juftice ever muft prevail. 

The tear my Kitty llieds is due | 

For feldom fliall (he hear a tale 
So fad, fo tender, and fo true. 


§ 12. So7i^, A Mortritig Piece i or^ a Tfymnfir 
the Huy^makers, Smart. 

"DRISK chaunticlecr his ipatins had begun, 

^ And broke the filence of the night ; 

And thrice he call’d aloud the tardy fun, 

And thrice he hail’d the dawn’s ambiguous light; 
Back to their graves the fear-begotten phantoms 
run. 

Strong Labour got up with his pipe in his mouth,^. 

And ftoutly ttrodc over the dale ; 

He lent new perfume to the breath of the ff,uth ; 

On his back hung his wallet and flail. 

Behind him came Health from her cpttage of 
thatch, 

Where never phylician had lifted the latch. 

Firft of the village Colin was awake. 

And thus he fung, reclining on his rake: 

•* Captain James Dawfon, the amiable and unfortunate fubjeft of thefe beautiful ftanzas, was one of tfie 
eight officers, belonging to the Manchefter Regiment of volunteers, in the' fervice of the Young Chevalier, 
wbawere hanged, dtawn, and quartered, on Kennington-common, jn 1746: and this balladtt,. written aboug 
<ime, is founded on a reniarkabie circumftance which adlualiy happened at his excculionV'^Tuft btfom 
hit death he wrote a long on his own misfortunes, which is fuppofed to be ftill extant. ' 

nnow • 



35 ^ 


Book V. SONGS, B A L L A D S, &c. 


^ ^ow the rural Graces three 

beneath yon maple-tree 5 
' " Firft the vedal Virtu^ known 
Bv Utr adam intinc zone ; 

Next to her, in lofy pride, 

Sweet Society, the bride ; 

Lad Honefty, full It-cnily dreft 
In her cleanly homcipuii ved. 

The abbey bells, in v\:ik’rinj rounds, 

The warnuiii pc..l have ^»ven ; 

And pious Gratitude refounds 
Her morning hymn to Heaven. 

All nature wakes ; the birds unlock their throats, 
And mock the lliephcrd’s rullic notes. 

Ail alive o’er tlic lawn, 

Full glad of tile dawn, 

The little lambkins phy ; 

Sylvia and Sol anfe, and all in day. 

Come, my mates, let us work. 

Ami all hands to the fork. 

While tile fun Ihines, our haycocks to make ; 

So line is the day, 

And lb fragrant tiie hay, 

That the meadow’s as blithe as the wake. 

Our voices let’s raife 
In Phoebus’s praife, 

Infpir’d by fo gloiioiis a theme. 

Our mulical words 
Shall be Join’d by the birds, 

And wc’ll dance to the tunc of the (Ircam. 

§ ^/> John Suckling. 

and wan, fond lover > 

Pr’ytliee why lo pale? 

Will, when looking well can’t move her, 
I-ooking ill prevail ? 

Pr'ythee why fo pale ? 

WMiy fo dull and mute*, young finner ? 

Pr’ytlice why fo mute ? 

Will, when fpeaklng well can’t win her, 

Sav ing nothing do't ? 

Pr’ythee why fo mute ? 

Quit, quit, for Ihiimc ; this will not move, 

'Phis cannot take her; 

If of herfelf flic will not love, 

Nothing can make her; 

The devil take her. 


% §^ 14 . So»^, ilumpbrey Gubbin's Court/hip, 

A Owurting [ went to my love, 

^ \Vho is fwceter than rofes in May 5 
And when I came to her, by Jove, 

The devil a word could I fay. 

1 walk’d with her into the garden, 

There fuUy intending to woo her; 

But may I be ne’er- worth a fai tiling. 

If of love I faiJ any thing to her. 

I clafp’d her hand clofc to my bread, 

While my heart was as light as a feather; 

I Yet nothiruj; j laid, I proted, 

But-^Madam, ’tis very thi.e vrca.her. 


To an arbour I did her attend, 

She afk’d me to come and lit by her; 

I crept to the furtherinod end, 

P'or I was afraid to come nigh her. 

r alk’d her which way w'as the wind. 

For I tliought in fome talk we mud enter : 

Why, Sir (llic anfwxT'd, and giiun’d). 

Have you jud fent your wits for a venture ? 

Then I follow’d lier into the houfc, 

'rhrre [ vow’d J my paliioa would try ; 

But there 1 was ftili as a moufe : 

O what a dull booby was 1 ! 


§ 15. Soyig. 7 ht DtfpahJ/:^ Lovt) . WalsU, 

D lSTRACTlii^ witii cure. 

For Phyllis ilio fair; 

Since nothii’g could move her, 

Poor Damon, her lover, 

KcfoIvc» in dclpair 
No longer to languidi, 

Nor bear lb muc:i anguilh ; 

But, mad with Ion lose, 

To a precipice rocs; 

Where a leap fiom above 
Would foon finilh his woes. 

When in rage he came there. 

Beholding how deep 
The ddes did appear, 

And the bottom how deep ; 

Ilis torments projcdling, 

And ikdly refle6ting 
That a lover forfaken 
A new love may get ; 

But a neck, wlicn once broken. 

Can never be let : 

And that he could die 
Whenever he would ; 

But that he could live 
But as long as he could : 

How grievous foever 
The torment might grow, 

He fcoin’d to endea\our 
'I’o tinidi it fo. 

But bold, unconcern’d, 

.At thoughts oFtlie pain. 

He calmly return’d 
To his coitagf' again. 


§ 1 6. 

A Ccbltr there was, and he liv’d in a dall, 
Which ferv’d liim for parlour, for kitchen, 
and hall, 

No coin in his pocket, no care in his pate. 

No ambition had he, nor duns at his gate. 

Derry down, down, down, deny down. 

Contented hework’d, andhc thought hinifclf happy 
1 f at night he could pui chafe a jug of brow n nappy ; 
How he’d laugh then, and vvhilUe, and fing too, 
moft fvvcct ! 

Saying jiift to a hair I have made both ends meet ] 
Derry down, dowui, &c. 

But love, the difturber of high and of low. 

That Ihoots at the pcalkm well as the beau ; 

a a 
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lie iliot: rlu’poor coWcr quite thorough ilic hear^ ; 
J wilh l.c had hit fomc more i;^iioble part. 

Derry down, down, &c. 

It was from a cellar this archer did play, 

>\’hcre a buxom young damlel cwntinuaHy lay; 
Dcr eyes Ihonc lb bright when Ihe rofe cv’ry day, 
That Ihelbot the poor colder quite over the \\iay. 

Derry down, down, &.c. 
lie fling lier lovc-fongs lu; fat at his work, 

Ihit Ihc was as liard as a Jrw' or a Turk ; 
Whenever he fpakc flic w ould flounce and would 
fleer. 

Which put the poor cobler quite into defpair. 
Derry down, down, &c. 

He took up hi-j awl that he had in the world, 
And to make aw^ay with himfelf ivas refolv’d; 
He pierc’d through his body inftead of the folc^ 
So the cobler he died, and the bell it did toll. 
Derry down, dvAvn, ckc. 

And now, in gfiod will, I advife, as a friend, 
All colliers take warning by this cobler’s end: 
Keep your hearts out of love, for w'c And by 
what’s pall 

That love brings us all to an end at the lart. 

Derry down, down, down, deny down. 

§ 17. So/i^r Mogul. 

Damon langui Ih'd at my ftet, 

And I believ’d him true, 

1 he moments of delight how fweet * 

But ah ' hOw fwift they flew > 

The funny hill, the flowery vale. 

The garden, and the groic, 

Have echoed to his ardent tale, 

And vows of cudlefb lovc- 

The conqueft gain’d, he left his prize, 

He left her to complain ; 

To talk of joy with weeping eyc>, 

And ineafurc time by pain. 

But Heaven will take the mourner’s par^, 

1 n pity to defpair ; 

And the lad figh that rends tlic heart, 

Shall waft the fpirit tliere. 


§ 18. Ihe Lafs of the Hill, 

Mifs Makv Jonks. 

O N the brow of a hill a young fliepherdefs 
dwelt, 

‘VVho no pangs of ambition or love had e’er felt ; 
J'or a few lober maxims ft ill ran in her head, 
I'liat ’twas better to earn ea* flic eat her brown 
bread ; 

That to rife with the lark was conducive to health, 
And, to folks in a cottage, cuiuciitmciu was 
wealth. 

N<»w \ oung Uogcr, who liv'd in the valley below, 
\\ ho at church and at market was reckon'd a 
beau, 

Had n any times tried o'er her heart to prevail, 
And w ould rcll on his pitchfork to tell her hib talc : 


With his winning behaviour lie melted her/b^uit j 
But, quitd' artiefs herfelf, flic fufiie^ted r.o art. 

He had ftgh’d, and protefted, had knccl'd, and 
implor’d, 

And could lyc with the grandeur anvl air of a lord : 
Then her eyes he commended in bnguage welt 
drcfj'd, [bread; 

And enlarg'd on the torments that troubled his 
Till his liglis and- hit, tears liad fo wrought on her 
mind, 

That in downriglit compaflion to love Ihc inclin'd. 
Bur as foon as he'd melted the ice of her breaft. 
All the flames of his love in a moment decreas’d ; 
And at noon he goes flaunting all over the vale. 
Where he boatts of his conqueft to. Sufan and 
Nell: 

Tho' he fees her butfeldom, he*'s always in haftc. 
And if evtr he mentions her, makes her Ids jeft. 

All the day fhe got.» ftghing, and hanginghcr head/ 
And her thoughts are lb pcftcr’d, llie fcarcc earns 
her bread ; 

The whole village cry Ihattrc, when a milldng flic 
goes, 

That fo little af?e/^ion is flicwn to the cows : 

But flic heeds not theirrailing, e’en let them railon. 
And a fig foi the cows now bci \\\ eei heart is gone. 

Now beware, ye young virgins of Britain’s gay 

ille, , 

How ye yield up your hearts to a look or afmile : 
For Cupid is artful, and virgins are frail, 

And you’ll find a falfe R«)ger in every vale, 

Who to court you, and tempt ; AA.^vvill try all ^ 
hislkill; ‘ . ■ 

But remember The lafs on the brow^>f the 


§ 19. Bak TON Booth, 


OWfilET arc the charms nf her I love, 
^ Moie fragrant than the danialk lofe. 
Soft as the down of turtle dove, 


Gentle as tlie air when Zephyr blows, 
Rcfrcfliing as defeending rains 
To fun-burnt clnnw and thirfty plains. 


True as the needle to the pole, 

Or as the dial to the fun ; 

Conftant as gliding waters roll, 

Whofc fuelling tides obey the moon > 
From every other charmer free. 

My life and love lhall follow thee. 

The lamb the flowery thyme devours. 
The dam the tender kid piuiues ; 
Sweet Philomel, in fhady bow’rs J 
Of verd’ant Ipring, her note renews i 
All follow what they moft admire, 

As I purfuc my foul's dtfirc. 


Nature mull change her beauteous face. 

And vary as tho fealbns rife ; 

As winter to the fpring gives place, 

Summer th’ approach of autumn flica: 

No change on love the fcafons brm^g, 

Love only knows perpetual fpringX^^^ 

Xkvouriiig’ 
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’UNimring time, with'ftealing pace, 
Maws lofty oaks and cedars bow ; 
And marble tow’rs, and gates of brafs, 
In his rude march he levels low : 
But time, deftroying far and wide. 
Love from the foiil can ne’er divide. 


Death only with his cruel dart 
The gentle godhead can remove ; 

And drive him from the bleeding heart* 

To mingle with the blefs’d above ; 
Where, known to all his kindred train, 

He finds a lading red from pain. 

Love, and his dder fair, the foul, 

Twin -born, from heaven together came : 
Love will the univerfe controui. 

When dying fealuns lofe their name; 
Di\ine abodes Ihall own his powV, 

When time and death fhall be no more. 


§ 2 0. Parnkll. 

M y days hd\e been fo wondrous fice, 
The little birds that dy 
With carelefs eafe from tree to tree 
Weie but as blefs’d as ]. 


Afk gliding waters if a tear 

Of mine increas’d their dream ? 
Or afk the flying gales, if e’er 
I lent a figh to them ? 

But now my f^jrmer da)s retire. 
And I’m by beauty cauglit; 
The tender chains of fweet dtdre 
Are fix'd uj^on my thought. 

J An eager iftipj^virhin my bread 
^ *«y doubt controiil ; 

aftfn lovely Nancy dands confeft 
The fdv ritc of my foul. 

Ye nigViiingalea, ye twiding pines, 
Ye fwains that haunt the grove, 
Ye gentle echoes, brec7y winds, 

\ c clofe retreats of love ! 


Witli all of nature, all of ait, 

Allift the dear derign ; 

O teach a young unpiartis’d heart 
To make her ever mine. 

The very thought of change T hat« 

As much as of tlef}'air ; 

Kor ever covet to be great, 

Unlcfs it be for her. 

'Tis true, the pallion in my mind 
Is. mix’d with fcJ« didrefs » 

Yet while the fair \ love is kind, 

1 Ciinnct wiili it le!s. 

.§ 21 . May E*-J£\ or, KaU of ulUrdeen, 

Cl'nningHam. 

^rHE diver moon’s enamour’d beam 
Steals foftly through the night, 

To wanton with the winding dream. 

And kifs reflefted light. 

To beds of datg go, balmy deep, 

(’Tis where you’ve fcldoin been) 

May’s vigil while the (liepherds keep 
With of Aberdeen. 


Upon the green the virgins wait, 

In rofy chaplets gay, 

Till morn unbar her golden gate. 

And give the promis’d May. 

Methinks I hear the maids declare 
The promis’d May, when feen, 

Not half fu fragrant, half lb fair, 

As Kate of Aberdeen. 

Strike up the tabor’s bolded notes. 

We'll niufc the nodding grove ; 

"I he netted birds ihall raife their throats. 
And hail the maid I love. 

And fee — the matin lark midakes. 

He quits the tufted green : 

Fond bird * ’tis not the morning breaks, 
‘Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 

Now lightfomc o’er the level mead, 
Where midnight Fairies lovc, 

Like them the jocund dance we'll lead. 
Or tune the reed to love. 

For lee, the rofy May draws nigh ; 

She claims a virgin Queen ; 

And hark, the happy Ibepherds cry, 

’Tis Kate* of Aberdeen ! 


§ 7 2. Song» JoHNfiON. 
^OT the loft iighs of vernAl gales, 

The fragrance of the llowcry vales. 
The miirmufs of the crydal rill, 
lire vocal grove, the verdant hill ; 

Not all their charms, though all unite, 

Can touch my bofom with delight. 

Not all the gems on Indi.i’s dion*, 

Not all Peru’s unbounded dore ; 

N\)t all the pow’r, nor all the fame, 

I'hat heroes, kings, or poets claim ; 

Nor knowledge, which the learn'd approve. 
To form one willi my ibul Can move. 

Yet nature’s charms allure my eyes, 

And knowledge, wealth, and fame X pri/.c j 
Fame, wealth, and knowledge 1 obtain. 

Nor leek I nature’s chaims in vuiu ; 

In lovely Stella all combine, 

And, lovely Stella ' thou art mine. 


§ 23. Ddiij. A PafouiL Cunning HaMj 

'^liE gentle fwaii, with graceful pride, 

Her giddy plumage hives, 

And failing down the lilvcr tide, 

Divides the whifpering waves : 

The filver ride, that wandering flows, 

Sweet to the bird mud be ! 

But not fo fweer, blithe Cupid knows, 

As Delia is to me. 

A parent-bird, in plaintive mood, 

On yonder fruit-tree fung, 

And dill the pendant ncll ihe viewed 
That held her callow young : 

Dear to the motherk fluirci iiig heart 
The genial brood mud be ; 

Hut not fo dear (the thoufandih part) 

As Delia is to me. 

aa » 'Tfee 
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The rofcs tMt tnv brow fnriouncl 
W't 1 1 natives cf 1 he dale ; 

Scarce pluck’d, and in a gail.-itid boiitul, 
Berorc tl’cii fwras j^rew juli- ' 

My viral hlooin \v.uld thus he froze, 

If Kukli-i's turn fiuni tlicc ' 

For what the rout is to the rofe, 

My Delia is to me*. 

Two doves I found, like r^cv-fairn Ihow, 

So wh.ts- ihc he luttous pair ; 

The h/irds on D^el a I’ll bellow, 

'rhcv’iv like her I ofoni flirt 
Wnicii, in rlieir ch. lle connubial love, 

?».1v iLL.er w’lh Ihe’ll fee; 

Such nuitu; I bids as niitlc'. prove, 

ATav Di ha fiaie v itii me ! 


* 24. AkFNblDE. 

^F'Ti Is lii •ve alone let otht rs prize. 

Tile fe'turrs of the fair ! 

I Ic'ok for (pirii in her eves, 

And. iniaijlin.^ in lier air. 

A danvilk cheek, and ivh-y arm. 

Shall iit’er inv wioies win : 

Give me an ammared finn, 

Tliat lj>caks .1 mii.d within. 

A face wiure awful honour (lilnr^, 
WiiLie fe 'fe and iweetnels move, 

An<l a’VjW 1 mnoeuice refines 
I'l’.e n iiuLme's (rf love. 

Tlir'e are (lie foul of be luty’s frame, 
w Ii-,.h V iimI aid 

thiiinifh’d all htr fe.-turet. fceni, 

And all lit r rules dead. 

JiUt, all ' wlicrr botli their cliarms iinifey 

f !i \v perft 1' t is rl'c v it 
With c. ’rv imiiKe cf di li;'hr, 

V.’u'ii ‘-racts t.,cr iilW * 

Of 'pov 'r fc eh nm the ^^reatefl wot, 

'I'in \ 'Idull ra< e conti'.ul; 

Diffurm;; wild-itfj^ o’er the bnAV, 

Ami r 1^)1 arc through the hml. 

TIu T ’ ov. ’r but fiiiitlv to exprefs 
All Ian u!. ire niuf dct'p.u»'; 

But ^n, lnhdd Arpali.i's fare. 

And lead it rhere. 


§ O/; OliudiA, 

innoeenre mid h-cauty meet. 
To add tu level/ female grace. 

Ah, h')\v heyond expreirion 
Is ( /ly le.uure of the facp ! 

B . Virtue ripen'd from the bud, 

'i'hc ilow’r nji'adic 01! mis breeds; 

Tlie fia'^rnnt (h'unis of being gtxid 
.Make*, gaudy vice to liucil like weeds. 

O ficrcd Virtue ^ tunc my vt'ict* 

With thy iiifpiring harmony ; 

Then 1 fh dl fing of rapthons 

Which fill my foul with love of thee, 

5 


EXTRACTS, 

To lading brightntfs be refin'd, ^ 

When this vain lliadow Hies away^ ^ 
Th’fternal beauties of the mind 

Will laft when all things clfe decay* 


§ 26. F)ori tbs Lahland Tn^^ue, 

St£EL^ 

^■pHOU rifing fun, whofe gUdfomc riy 
* Invites iny fair to rural plav, 

Difpel the mill, and clear the Ikies, 

And bring my On a to my eyes, % 

O were I fure my durr to view, 

]‘d I limb that pine-tiec's topmoft bough 
Ai(.fi in .nr that ciuiv'rlng plays. 

And lound and round for ever gaze. 
iM-. Orra Mivir, wbcic art thou laid ' 

Wliir Wood conceals my ihejiing m.dd ? 

Faff by the roots enrag’d J\l tear 
T'he r.ccs iliuL hide my promis’d fair. 

O could I ri.lc on clomls and Ikies, 

Or on the r.iven’s pinions rife ! 

Yi llorks, ye Iwans, a moment day 
And waft a lo\cr on liis w^ay ! 

My bids too long my bride denies, 

Apace the waiting lummer files : 

Nor V'vt lie wuntiy blads 1 fear, 

Not fioroi. or niglit fiiall keep me^licie. 

^Vllat may fin- drength with deel compare t. 

*• O, lane liai fetters llroiiger far: 

By boils of decl arc limbs cinilinhv. 

But cruel Love enchiiiu the mind, . ^ 

No longer thcMi perplex thy bread; “ 

When thou:,lii 5 toiiiunt, the fird are btdi 
'Tis mad to go, his death to day, 

’ Away to Orra, liullc away ! 


5 27 . 7'he MIJfffmTjitr inyi\ CroxaLIt. 

'I^AFT me, foiiit* fo-t and cooling breeze, 

’ To W'lndfor’b Ih.idy l;ind retreat; 

Where f. Ivan fcims, witie-ipreading irec:^, 
Ui'pcl the dog- liar’s raging heat: 

Where tufted grafs, and molly beds, 

Adbrd a rur .1 calm repol'e ; 

Wli re w'oodbi ics hang their dewy heads, 

And fragrant Iweets around difclofe. ^ 

Old oo/yTlnmes, tiiat fiows fad by, ^ 

Akiijg the f.niiing valley plays; y 

Mis gl.illy fuifacc cheers the eye, / 

And tfirongh the llow’ry mcadxiw drays. 

,* IJis fertile banks with herbage' green, 

His va!»:v, with golden plciitv fwcll ; 

Wiicrc’cT his purer dreams .ire feen, 

The gods of health and plcafure dwell# 

Let me thy clear,. thy yielding wave, 

With naked arm once more divide;* 

In tliv,e my glowing bofoni lave, 

Ai.d lU*m liiy geutly rolling tide 
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c, \vkh damalk rofes crown’d, 
ibiTic ofiLi’s dullty lhadc ; 

Where water-lilies deck the ground. 

Where’ bvibbling ffringb retVefh the gl.ide. 


§ 2 S. SoUfr. Miji V/IIAIILEY. 

C OM!'., dear Paftora, ro»re away ' 

And bail the chcri ful riirmg ; 

Now f.Mgnnt blolloioi cro\^ a ihw* May, . 

And NV( 0(U witli bjVL-iKJtLS ipv;; : 

Now P’pA'biis to the weft dclcLiid^i, 

Anti Ibcds 1 fainter ray j 
And, as our rural lab :ur ends. 

We blcl'i Llie clolirg day. 

In voiitfer anil Is maple bowV, 

\\hrb blooming wondblnL•^ twin’d, 

•Let us cn;nv tlie evening Imur, 

On earth’s Ibfr lip reeiin’d ; 

Or wh.cre yan poplar’s vcid int boughs 
'riie cryllnl ciirrenr fn ulc , 

O 'ii n;n, fan nymph, to bear the vows 
]\ly laitiiful bean Ins nirulc. 


W’trhin llus brc.ift no Ibft deceit, 

No artful tlattVy bides : 

But truth, Icarce knu'vn among the great, 
O’er Ls'iv t^iouyht pu lid. s : 

On pridt’s r.tl't; glare I lo'.k with fcorn, 
vVnd all its glitt'ri'\g tiMin , 

Be mine tlic ploafun s which adorn 

\ This i vei-jiC,iteful i)lain. 

line then. \>^y fiiir, and svith thy love 
care ftibdue ; 

J hy prefente can cai !i grid remove, 

And cs 'rv joy icnevv. 

The lily fades, the rofi grows faint. 
Their trunficnt bh-om is \ain ; 

Bur lafting tniili an.l virtue pamt 
X^aftora of the plain. 


§ 21). Sou^, 

^OME, dear Amanda, quit the town, 
^ And to the runl h imlcis liv \ 
Behold, the wintry ftornis are gone, 

A gentle raflnnce gKuls the \k\ . 

The birds asvake, the dow’rs appear, 
Earth fpreads a \ crd.iiu C!m !i for thcc; 
'Tis ioy and muC" all we heir ' 

^ ’TiS love and beauty all we fee ! 

Come, let us mark the g.adua! fpring. 
How peep the buds, the blolTbm blows. 
Till Philomel l^cgins to ling, 

And pcTfeff Mav to Ipread the rofe. 

I.ct us feenr^; the rfiort delight, 

And wifely crop the blooming day ; 
por foon, too Toon, it v/ill be niglit, 

Arife my love, and come away. 


BALLADS, &c. 

§ 30. So>i^, From the L'tl>\vi:l 

brEHl-. 

LTASTE, mv rcln-di.*er, and let us nlinhiy go 
Our amorous juurncy ihrougb tlu, dieary 
warte . 

Haflc, inv reiii-d<tr ’ fnli, tvill tlioii art Uioftow ■ 
ImpetLKius h/.e dein mils ih* liglunupg’s 1 ailc. 

Aioiind ns far the rudiv moo- s are fjnei.d ; 

hi on will the I'l.n w'lluh i\v Ins ^hcerf.il ray, 
Biildm.; and nr'il uc li.all the ina'thes tread, 
No lay unlbng to ciic.il tlic ledi' us way. 

Tiic wat’ry length of rlicfe injoyo-is moors 
J)«ies dl the lh)V''iv meadows pride e.Nccl j 
Thiou'^^h ihcie I flv to her mv loul adores, 

Yc llow’hy meadows, eiiijity pride, fa re w't I ! 

Each niome".t f'om the charmer I’m coniin'd, 
iMy bi\;ift is toi tim’d with impatient fires ^ 
Fly, my reiti-dcM', fly fwifrer than the wdiid, 
Tl.y tardv feet wmg with my fieicc defiicb. 

Our plcafing toil will then he fismi o’crp.ild, 

And thou, Hi wonder li ft, fhab v nnv mv fair, 
Admiic caeh fi.jtur* oft!\i losuly niaid, 
Herartlel’s ehai ia&, hei bluoin, iicr fprightly air* 


§ 31 . Arnn'i /a/c. 

Fiirl of MtDDi.Esr.x *». 

I^^HEN here, f.u/mda, firft we came, 

W'lieie Air.o rolls his I’llver fireain, 

Ilow bliiliL the '5\in[)hs, the Iwams how giy I 
C'nntent nifpir’d cich lural J.iy. 

'The birds in iivulwi ciaiCk-it fung, 
l lu gr.ipes m liii'.kei einfter» Imng ; 

All l( ok d as jov' ct.uld iitver hiil 
Aniong rile fv. lus of Arno's \ale. 


Ihir fmiv the g/iod I^'le 5 Tl()n du'd. 

Till thill id liitphewls, and their pridr. 
Now A.iuo’b Imii inuh ail give plaec 
d'o noriliein men, an non lacL. 

The tafte of p!c it'uie niiw is t/cr; 

Thy note'', i.ucnul.., j !■ ife no more } 

'I'h.i; mjfci diiK-p, tin (loihs I'rwail ! 

Adieu, the fwL..ls of Amo’s salt 1 


§ 3 2. Soug, 7 he papj'ieafi' Sor/A'rr/ fo F's Lovk. 

Mai; LOW- 

^OjVIE live siith me, and he my love. 

And we wmII all the plcaluus prove 
That valleys, {{rovts, or hills and fields, 

And all tii’e lleepy moniuaiii Mclds. 

7\iul we w'ill fir upon the rocks, 

Seeing the flieplierds feed tlicir fiocks, 

By fliallow rivers to whofe falls 
Melodious bircis fing madrigals. 


* Charles Sackville, afterw^arifs Duke of Dorfet. It was written at Florence in 1737* die fff 
john ('/afton, the lift l>ukc of Tufeany of the houfe of Medici; and addrefled to fignora « fingcj,, 

*R favourite of the aulhoi ’«* 
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And r \vi;i make thcc beds of rofcs, 

And a rhouland fraj^rant pofics, 

A cap of flowers^ and a kirtlc 
.Embroider’d all with leaves of myrtle. 

A gown made of the fineft wool, 

M'hich from our pretty Iambs we pull ; 
Fair lined flippers for the cold. 

With buckles of the purelt gold. 

A belt of ftraw, and ivy buds. 

With coral clal)is, and amber ftuds : 

And if thelc pleafiircs may thee move, 
Conic, live with me, and be my lore. 

The flu’pberd fwains fliall dance and fmg 
For thv delight each^May morning : 

Ff thcle delights thy mind niav move, 
I'hen live with me, and be my love. 


§ 33* The NympUs Rf>ph to ihf Shepherd, 

Sir W. Ralligh. 

TF all the world and love were young, 

And truth in ev’ry fliephcrd’s tongue, 

Thell* pretty pleafures might me move 
To liVB with thee, and be thy love. 

Time drives the flocks from field to fold, 

When rivers rage, and locks gHAv cvdd, 

And Pliilomel bccome^h dumb; 

The refl complain of cares to come. 

The flovv’rs do fade, and wanton fields 
To wayward winter rcck'ning yields ; 

A honey tongue, a heart of gall, 
la fancy's fpii’ij^* but forrow’s Lll. 

Tliy gowns, thy fliocs, tliv beiU of rofes, 

Thy cap, thy kirtle, and tl y pofiis. 

Soon bleak, loon nither, foun t'org^.tten. 

In folly ripe, in reafon rotten. 

Tbv btdt of fti.iw, and ivy buds, 
n'hy coral cbilps, ainl amber ftuds. 

All thefe in me no means can move 
^'o come to thee, and be thy love. 

Put could youth Lift, and love tlill breed, 

}I:id joy no dare, nor age no need ; 

Then tiicit* delights my mind might move, 

To live with th- e, and be thy love. 


§ 34 . Sufurricr. 

Thomas Bkerkwood, Eff^ 


WTcrc my faireft and 1, on its verge as \y^-4is, 
(For ’tis ihc that muft ftill be my then.e) 

Our iliadows may view on the watery giafs, 
While the fifli are at play in the* ftream. 

May the herds ccafc to low, and the lambkins to 
bleat, 

When (lie fings me fomc amorous drain ; 

All be lilcnt and hulh’d, unlcfs Echo repeat 
The kind words and I’wcct founds back again ! 

And when we return to our cottage at night. 
Hand in hand as we fauntering ftray, 

Let the moon's filvcrbeams through the leaves give 
us light, 

Juft; diredt Us, and chequer our way. 

Let the nightingale waiblc its notes in our walk, 
As tJius gently and flowly we move ; 

And let no finglc thought he exprefs’d in our talk, 
Bur of frieiidlhip improv’d into love. 

Thus enchanted each day with thefe rural delights, 
And fccurc from amliirion’s alarms ; 

Soft love and icpofe fliall divide .il! our nights. 
And each morning lhall rife with new charms, 

§ 35. So:-!g, Moore. 

UOW blcfs’d has my time been, what joys have 
[ known, 

Since wedlock’s foft bondage made Jcftc my own! 
So joyful my heart is, fo cafy my chain, 

Tliat frtedom is taftclefs, and rovmg a pain. 

Throt^h walks grown with wocklob'cs as oftr 
'VC ftray, , 

Around us our boys and girls frolic and pTa^> 
How plcdfmg the ir iporr the w'ainon ones fee, 
And borrow their looks from my Jelfc and me. 

'Fo try lur fweet temper, fometimes am I feen 
fn revels all day witji the jiymplis on the green i 
Though painful iny ubrenee, my doubts Ibe be- 
guiles, 

And meets me at night with compliance and fmiles. 
V^'^hat tliough on her clu cks the rofe lofes its hue,* 
Her wit and good-humour bloonrall the year 
through ; 

Time Hill, as he flics, adds incrcafc to her truth. 
And gives to her mind what he fteals from hcryouth. 

Ye fhepherds fo gay, who make love to cnfiiarc, 
And cheat with falle vows the too-credulous fair ; 
In fearch of true pleafure how vainly you ro:\m!^ 
To hold it for life, you muft find it at home. 


W HERE the light cannot pierce, in a grove of 
tall trees. 

With mv fair-one as blooming as May, 
Undiftuvb’d by all found but the fighs of the breeze, 
l.et me pals the iKit noon of the day. 

Wlii.".! the fun, lefs intenfe, to the weftward in- 
clines, 

For the meadows the groves u e’ll forfiike, 
And fee the rays duce, as inverted he Ihiiies, 

Oil tlic face of fomc river or lake. 


§ 36. Son ^. Fitzgerald. 

'T'HK charms which blooming beauty Ihcws 
^ From faces heavenly fair. 

We to the lily and the rofe. 

With fcinblancc apt, compare. 

With fcinblancc apt; for, ah! how foon. 
How foon they all decay ! 

The lily droops, the role is gone. 

And beauty fades away. 
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^BiiLwhen bright virtue (liincs confcfs’d, 
fwcet difcretion join'd ; 

When milducfs calms the peaceful breaft, 
And wjfdom guides tiic mind : 


When charms like rficie, dear maid, confpirc 
Thy pcrlbn to approve, 

They kindle generous challc dcfire, 

And cverlotiing love. 


Beyond the reach of time or fate 
Thefc graces lhall endure j 
Still, like the pnilion they cieatc. 
Eternal, conliant, pure. 


§ 37. Somg. 

B usy, curious, thirfty fly, 

Drinkywith me, and drink as I; 
Troely welcome to my cup, 

■^Couldft thou hp and fip it up. 

Make the moft of lif« you m.i}% 

Life la Ihort, and wears away. 

Botli alike arc mine aiifl tiiinc, 

Haftening ipiick to their decline 
Thinc’s a fum.mer, mine no more, 
Though repeated to threefcore ; 
Thrccfcore fummcTs, when they Vc gone. 
Will appear as ihort as oue- 


§ 38. 

H ad Kepiunc, when firll he took charge of the 1 

I 

\cen as or at leafl been as merry, ns we, j 
VP^Vhafi • thought better on’t, and iollcad of his 
brine 

Would have bird the v.ift ocean with generous 
wine. 

What trafficking then would have been on the 
main 

•For the fake of good lirpior, as well as for gain' 
Ko fear then of rcnipeil, or danger oi linking; 
The fifties ne’erdrown that arc always a-drinking. 

The hot ihiffty fun then would drive with more 
halle, 

Sucurc in the evening of fnch a repaft; 

And wlicnhe’d got tiply would have taken his nap 
With double the plealurc in Tlietis's lap. 

By the force of his rays, and thus heated with 
^ • wine, 

Confider how glortoufly Phoebus would ffitne ; 
What vaft exhalations he’d draw up on high, 
To rclie\ c the poor earth as it w'anted fiipply. 

How happy us mortals, when blclVd with fuch 
rain. 

To fill all our veiTels, and fill them again 1 
'Nay even the beggar, that has ne’er a difh, 
Might jump into the river, and drink like a fifh. 

Wliat mirth and contentment in cv’ry one’s 
brow, 

"(Hob as geeat as a prince dancing after the plow! 


The birds in the tir, as they play on tlie wi-'g, 
Although they i.u. fip. w'-ild i-lnuilv h- g/’ 

The ftai's, who I tu i.k 'inn'i diinki ig 1* cliae. 
Would frilk and rej-'icc atru- fume or uic wine; 
And, merrily i\A kliMg, would (bon let know 
Thar they weie .<!, h.ippy a? mortals beiov/. 

Had this been the i-afe, rheu whar had ce. 'J, 
Our fpirits ftill xiliug, our fancy "c’c cu-»v * ' 

A pox then on Neptune, when 'twas o' ..s , ow’r. 
To Hip, like a fool, fuch a lortunatc Liour ! 


§ 39. Shin STONE. 

A DIEU, ye jovial yxiuths, who join 
^ To plunge ('Id Care in lloods of wine; 
And, as your daz/.!id eye-balls roll, 

Difecrn Inin (triiggling m tlie bowl. 

Not y^ct is hope fo wholly ftowii. 

Not yet is thought fi> tedious growm. 

But limpid (lieam and (Lady tree 
Ret.iin as yet lomc Iwxeis ior me. 

And lee, throu^ji yonde» iilenr giovc. 

See yonder does my Daphne r(>vc: 

VV'iiii pride hei footfteps I jmrfue, 

And bid your frantic joys adiem 

Tlv foie confiifion I admire, 

Is th.it my Da])hne’s eyes intpire: 

I feorn the madnefs you appp*\e, 

And value re.dbn next to I.Hw. 


§ 40. 


.\yrY mind to me a kingdom is ; 

Such perfeft joy thciriu 1 find, 

As far exceeds all earthly blifs, 

I'hat C 4 od or nature hath idiign’d : 
Though much I want that moll would have. 
Yet Hill my mind forbids to crave. 

Content I li\e, this is my (lay ; 

I fixk no more than may Ivifficc ; 

I prefs to bear no haughty fw ay ; 

Look what I lack my mind Ibpplies, 

Lo ' thus I triumph like a king, 

Cgnttnt with that my mind doth bring. 

I lee how plenty r.'ih.i s ofr, 

And hally clir beis looiie'l fall : 

[ fee that fuch as fit aloft 

Miftiap doth ihx.u-ii nioH of all : 

Thcfe get w'ith rod, ai.i kei p v irii fear: 
Such cares niy mind could never bear. 


No princely pomp, ni<r wcaltliy ftore. 
No force to win a vi£lory. 

No wilv wit to la've a fore. 

No lhape win u lover's eye ; 

To none of thcfe 1 yield as thrall, 
For why * my mind dclbifeth all. 


Some have too much, yet (till tlu'y cravj ; 

I little have, yet feek no mor.. 

They are but poor, thou(,h muc- they have { 
And 1 am rich with^ttlc Hore : 

a a 4 They 



Book Y. 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


They poor, I rich ; they beg, I give ; 

They lack, I lent! ; they pine, 1 live. 

I laugh not at another’s lofs, 

I gri3('j?c net at anotiicr'^ gain ; 

No woihlly wave ir.y miii.I cin toi's : 

I br(»nk that is anothti’b lM)ir. 

I fear no foe, nor fawn no friend ; 

1 loath not life, ma drtaJ Li ne end. 

jMy wealth is health, and perh^t cafe ; 

My conlcicncc elcir, tnv duel defence : 

I never feck bv bribes to f leafc, 

Nor by defert lo give offence : 

Thus do I live, thus will I d'e ; 

Would all did fo as well as 1 ! 

I take no joy in earth I v b'lfs ; 

I weigh not Crerfub’ we.ilili a flraw ; 

T'ftr care, 1 care not wbnr it is ; 

I Rar not Vt'rtnne’s rn,»l Kwv . 

Mv mind rs Inch as may net ’r.ove 
I'V.r bfyuty bni hr, or force of lo»c. 

J V ifn but wliat I have at will j 
T waiuhr not to fetk for moic; 

I like the plain, 1 climb no liill ; 

In "rcatfll: ftorms I fit on Ihorc, 

And laugh at them that ro»l in vain 
To get what mull be loft ag<iin. 

J kifs not where I v/ilh to kill ; 

I feign not love wb.crc in< ft [ hate ; 

1 break no fleep to win my will j 
I wait not at the migbry’s gate j 
I fco^n no poor, I fear no i ich ; 

I feel no want, nor have loo much. 

The court, ne rart, 1 like nc loath ; 

Extremes are counted w'orft of all ; 

The golden mean bciwdxt them both 
Doth 111 reft fir, and fears no fall ; 

I'his is my choice ; for why > 1 find 
No wealth is like a ({iiict mind. 

§ 41 . So/r^, (huuttfi (5/' Win CHELSEA. 
^nuOULD we attain the happieft ftatc 
That is defign'd us here ; 

No ioy a rn/rurc niuft create, 

No g! icf beget defpair. 

No injury fierce anger raife, 

No honour tempt to pride : 

No va»n clc fires of empty praife 
Muft in the foul abide. 

No charms of yontli or beauty move 
The conftant fettled breaft : 

Who leaves a pnlfagc free to love, 

Sliall let in all the reft. 

In fuch a heart foft peace will live, 

Where none of thefe abound ; 

The greateft blclfmg Heaven docs give, 

Or can on earth be found, 

• I 

§ 4.’.. Song , Bedingfield, 

hug VC urftlf in perfeft cafe, 

^ AVhat would v' u wilh for more than thc(c,' 


A healthy, clean, paternal fe*at, ^ 

Well fhaded fiom the fumincr’s heat. 

A little pailour ftove, to hold 
A coillaut file from w'intcr's cold, 

Where vou may fit, and think, and fing, 
l‘ar otf from court, God blcfs the king ! 

Safe from the harpies of the law^, 

From p:irty~rpgc, and gicat man's paw ; 
Have clioico few friends of your own tiiftc| 
A wife jgicc.iblc and chaftc. 

An open, but yet cautious mind, 

Wlic.ic guilty cares no entrance find ; 

Nor milt r’s fears, nor envy’s fpitc, 

To bleak the fiibbath of the night. 

Plain equipage, and lemp’rate meals, 

Few laylors’, and no dodlors’ bills; 

Content to take, as Heaven lhall plcafe^ 

A longer or a Ihorter Icalt. 


§ 43. Song. Mrs. PlLKINGTOJ<. 

r ENVY not the* proud tlieir wealth, • 

Their equipage and It.ite : 

Give me but innoccn.c and health, 

I alk not to be great. 

I in this Iweet ictirement find 
A joy unkiiow'n to kings, 

For Iccptn s to a virtuous mind 
Seem vain and empty things. 

Great Cincinnarus at his plow 
Wilh brighter luftic llione, , 

Than guilty C’:i?far e’er could fliovv, 

Though I'eated on a throne, ' 
Tumiiliuous days and rcftlcfs nights 
Ambition cs^er knows, 

A ftrangcr to the c\i!m delights 
Of ftudy and rcpolc. 

Then free from envv, care, and ftrife, 

Keep me, ye pow’Vs divine > 

And, pleas’d when ye demand my life 
May 1 that life refign ! 

§ 44, Song, lot ChaiuHtr of a hapf>y L/ft\ 
S/r Hen uy Wo t 1 on. 
rjfOW happy is he born and tauglit, 

“ That fen cth not another’s will ; 

Whofe armour is his honeft thought, 

And fimple truth his utmoft fldll ! ^ 

Whofe pafiions not his mafters arc, 

Whofe foul is ftill prepar’d for death ; 

Untied unto the world by care 
Of public fame, or private breath ! 

Who envies none that chance doth raife, 

Nor vice hath ever underftood ; 

How deepeft wounds are given by praife, 

Nor rules of ftate, but rules of good ! 

Who hath his life from rumouis freed, 

Whofe confeitnee is his ftrong retreat : ^ 

Whofv ft are can neither flatterers feed, '' 

Nor ruin make 011411 cfTors great 1 


Who 
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God cloth Intc and early pr?y 
of his i'ncc ihan eifts to lend i 
And entertains the harmlefs day 
With a» religions hoolt or friend ! 

This man is fj'ccd rrem fervile hands, 
Of hope to ril’*, or h-nr to hill : 

Lerd of himlelf, though not of lands, 
And having nothing, yet hath all. 


§41;. IIiLDKBRAXD Jacob, 

T ENVy not the miglity great, 

•* Thofe powh-fiil rulers of the ftate. 
Who fettle nations as they pleafe, 

And govern at ih* expcncc of eafe. 

Far happier the fhepherd Twain, 

Who dailj dmdi es on the plain, 

Ai^ nightly in Tome humble Ihed 
»0’n rufiiy pillows lays his head- 

No curs’d ambition breaks his reft, 

1^0 factious wars divide his breaft ; 

His dock, his pipe, and arilel's fair, 

Arc all ids hope, and all his care. 


§ 46. So/i^y. 

glory I covet, no riches I want. 

Ambition is nothing to me ; 

The one thing I b^g kind Meaven to grant, 

Js a mind indcpfiideiit a.ul free. 

With paftions U’muftied, unt.iinfcd with pjidc, 

^ ]iy rcafonV.iv life let me Iqu ire ; 

\'hc u.'iiits of my nalurc are ihev)/ly fupplied, 
i»^/».And tfie tell arc but folly and caic. 

The blcilings v'hich providence freely has lent, 
I’ll juftly and gratefully prire ; 

Whilft Ivve'et nieditiition, and c! eerful coment. 
Shall make me both healthful and wdl*. 

In the pleafures the great man’s pofteftlons uifplay 
Unenvied I’ll chalk nr > my \ .r.t ; 

For cv’iy fair objc£l my eyes ran lurvey 
Coiitrihntes to gladden my Ik art. 

IIow vainly, thiough infrite irouLIc and ftiife, 
The many t’leir laLc'uis emp!< v ‘ 

Since .dl that is truly delightful in life 
Is what all, if they pLale, may cn;oy. 


§ 47. /^r. Dak LION 

on beds of fading flow’rs, 
Sfiedding foon their gaudy pride, 

Nor with fwains in fyren bow'rs, 

Will true plcafuie long refidc. 

On awful virtue’s hill fubiime 
Enthroned fits th’ immoital fair: 

Who wins her height mnft patient climb } 
The fteps arc pciil, toil, and care. 

So from the firll did Jove ordain 
Eternal blifs for traniicnt pain. 


§ 43. 'g. A jWu/ 

Jh: f! \ w Kk>woftTlf. 

'T'HRO’ groves feqiicftei’d, dark, and ftill^ 

^ Low wdo, ani! molly cells amo'^g, 
fn fil.-iit pubs ^iic’car-l. lj» nil 

With luignid murmuri Ib-aii alorg. 

Awhile it plays with circling fwcep. 

Anti ling’nng leaws its native plain; 

Then pours impetuous down the fteep, 

And mingles with the houndlcfs nuiiu 

O let my yer.rs thus devioua glivie*, 

'IhroiigU fil^nt leones nbfcu elv calm; 

Nor wealth nor ftnk pollute tl’.e lule*. 

Nor honour’s fanguiMa'T palm. 

When labour tia-s, atul [>i- alv e pnllj, 

Still let tl'C ftrea-^i irua.iK'i, d lyj, 

As down the llecp of .ige ii fils, 

And mingles with crerri'ty. 


§ -fO.. ‘W. 

pROM the court to the coit -gc convey mcfiwaT, 
For I’m Weary of grandeui , and wliat they call-' 
gay : 

Where piidc without nieafiirc, 

And pomp w’lhour plta'uu, 

Mcike life in a ciieie ot huiry decay. 

Far remote anr! retir’d fi oin the node cf the town, 
J’ll e-xchange m\ lirtnuidc for a [)l.iin ruft'ci gtiwn^ 
My f.'ieiuh; l;e few, 

Eut well ehofen anti iiue, 

And Tweet recreation t-ur evening fliall ciown. 

With a rurjl ivj;. ft, a iicli Iya'';i, i for me. 

On a mofiy grtvn \ ."i. ii.,.-r loiae lo.: ly old tree* 
The* n\ Cl rl( ,.i hi '’'k 
Shall alibul ni'j mv d; u k, 

And rcmp’iaiue mv frie.'diy p' ylKi.m fliall bc^ 

I'Acrc'ilm . nd Tjiv'k*, with e 'r nrrnem kill bhft* 
N-it too gi IJy wldi joy, 01 uul; T..io\v dcpieft. 
I'll m iiher in\ (.kf 
Or repine ar d'Mli’s ftiokc, 
i>ut reiire l.um \ \ . work! as [ uould to mv reft. 


§ kO. . '1 ' I llit :J ihv. 

Cc LL. Y CrT;jJEa 

^ SAY wbrir Is tliar thin'; ^ ui d lig it, 

^ Which I midt ne’er eon), v ? 

Wliat are the b!elii-,gs ot the dglit? 

O tcil your poor hbiid boy ' 

Yon talk of we.nc’ oiis things you fee, 

You fay the Tun ftiines bright; 

I Lei him varm, but how can he 
Or make it day or night ? 

My day or iiiiglir myfelf I make, 

V\'licne’er 1 ili ep or |)1 ty ; 

And could I e*v«.r keep awake 
With me 'tweie .tlwjvs day. 


i In the Mafque ofComus. — It feems to be imitated from a paffage in the 17th hook of Taflo’-$ Jerufalem. 
t Written for, and fet by, the late celebrated Mr. Stanley, oi^anift of St. Andiew’s, Holboin. 
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With lipavy fighs I often htar 
Y(5U movim my haplefs woe ; 
But lure ith patience I can hcdr 
A lofs I nc’ci Cdn know. 

Then let ni>t what 1 cannot have 
My cheer of mind dtftroy ; 
Whilft thus 1 fing, f am a king, 
Although a poor blind boy. 


EXTRACTS, 


Book V. 




§ tl- ROJiKRT DonsLEY \ 

row happy a (late does the miller pofiefs, 

^ Who won Id be no greater, nor fears to be Icfs ! 
On his mill and liimfelf he depends for fupport, 
Which is better than fervilely cringing at court. 

What tho’ he all dufty and whiten'd docs go, 
The more he’s bepowder'd, the more like a beau ; 
A elov^m in this drefs may be bonefter far 
Than a courtier who ftruts in his garter and ftar. 

Tho’hishands arc fo daub'd they're not firtobelccn, 
Tilt handb of his betters arc not very clean : 

A palm more polite mav as dirtily deal; 

Gold, in handling, w ill ftick to the fi ngers like meal. 
What if, whtn a pudding for dinntr he lacks, 
He cribs wnhout fcruple from otl v^r meu'i lacks ; 
In tliis of right noble example lie Ivags, 

Who boj-nnv ab freely from other men’s bags. 
Or Ihoutd he endeavour to hnp an r<ute, 

In this he would mi'.nc the niols of I'ne ftatc; 
Whofe aim is alone tin ir own cojlbis to hli, 

As all his concurn'- bring gnft to his mill, 
Hecatswlien he’shungty,ht diii\ks\vlun hc'sdiy, 
Ami down when he's weary conrenitd Joes hu ; 
Then lifts up cheerfiil to woik and to fing ; 

If lb happy a miller, then svh'/d be a king ? 

5 cz. 'Ihe Olti yinn 5 \y}J}.\ J)r. Pope. 

1F J live to grow fdd, for I find I go down, 
l^'t rhi-a be my face : — In a couniiv loun 
May I hast a w.jrmhr ufcjwith a done aitlivgjrc. 
And n cicanlv y»aing girl to rub my bdvl pate ' 
May I govern my palfion with an abl'olute l\vav. 
And grow w iler and better a - my ftitngth wears 
away, 

Without gout or fione, by a gentle decay '• 
"Near a lhady grove, and i inurnuiring bnj.'k, 
With the ocean at dilt nice, \\ liereon f lud*. look; 
With a Ipacious pi, 1111, without hedge or llile, 
And an eafy p id-nag to ride out a mile. 

May I govern, ^c. 

W itli Horace, and Petrarch, and too or three more 
Of the belt wits that rc,-jgn'd m the ages before ; 

roaft mutton, rather than venTon or teal, 
And cle.m though coarle liucii at ev'ry meal. 
May T govern, &c. 

With a pudding on Sundays, with ftuut humming 
liquor, 

And rv’-'mants of Latin to welcome the vicar; 
With Fiafeoue, or liurgnndv wine. 

To drink the king’s health as eft as 1 dine. 

May I govern, &.c. 


1 a courage undaunted may I face my 
when 1 am dead may the better foru^. 


With a 

And when 1 am dead may the Derter loruTay, 

111 the morning when fo'oer, m the evening when 
mellow, 

Hc*s gone, and [has] Icftnotbeliind him his fellow: 
For he govern'd his pallion with an ablblute 
Iway, 

And grew wifer and better as his firength wore 
away, 

Witliout gout or (lone, by a gentle decay. 


§ 5;. Song, Time s Alteration, 
this old cap v/as new, 

*Tis fince two hundred sear. 

No malice then we knew. 

Rut all things plenty were : 

All friend (hip now decavs 
(Relieve me this is true), 

W'^hich was not in tliole days 
When this old cap was new. 

The tvjblcs of our land 

Were much delighted then 
To have at thcii command 
A rrew of lufly men, 

Which Iw their cijau* were known 
Of tawny, red, < r blue, 

With crefis on t!;cir Ikevcs (hewn, 
When this old tap was new. 

Now jiridc hath banifii’d all, 

Unto our land's reproach. 

When be whofe n>eans is fniall 
Maintains hi»rb horfe and coach ; 
Iiiflt.id of an hundred men. 

Tile coach allows but two; 

Thi> was not thought on then. 

When this old cap v\as ntw. 

Good liofpitalitv 

W as chtnlh’d then of many ; 

Now poor men fiaive and die. 

And arc not help'd i)y any . 

For cl’arity \\a\cth ci Id, 

And iovf i.i tou.id in few; 

This was not in iime of old, 

V/lien this old cap w;,?. new, 

Whci'iMT you iravt'irj rlicii. 

You might meit on the v.ay 
Rravc knights and gLiitlemnu 
Clad in their country giev. 

That cinirrtous uould appear, 

And kindly welcome you : 

No punian^ then were, 

When tliib old cap was new. 

Our ladies, in thole tlays, 

In civil habit went ; 

Broad-cloth was then worth praife. 

And ga\ c the heft content : 

French falhions then wcie fcorn’d. 

Fond fangles then none knew', 

Then modelly women adorn’d, 

When this old cap was new. 


* In ihe cjiieitain'mcnt of The Miller of Mansfield. 
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* might then bcliold, 

^-Chrilhnas, in e.ich hall. 

Good fires to curb tiv cold, 

Ar\d meat for great and fiiiall : 

The neighbours were fiitiuhy bidden, 
And all had \vtio>ivie true, 

The poor from the gates wcie not chidden 
Wiicn this old cap wls new. 

Black jacks to cv’ry man 

Were fill’d with wine and beer, 

No pewter pot, nor can, 

In thofe davs did appear: 

Good cheer in a noi lcrnan’s houfe 
Was counted a I'cemly (how ; 

We wanted no iirawn nor I’oufe, 

When this old cap was new. 

We toolyiot iuch di,pght 
of fiivcr line : 

None under degree ot a knight 
In plate drank beer or wine : 

Now each mcchfiincal man 

ITtith a cupboard of plate for a fliow. 
Which was a rare thing then 
W'htn this old cap was new. 

Then bribery was unborn, 

No limony men did ufe; 

Chrifiians did ufury fcorn, 

Devis’d among the Jews : 

The law'ytrs to be feed 
At that time hardly knew, 

For man with man agreed, 

When this old cap was new. 

No captain then carous’d, 

* Nor fpent poor fohlicrs pay. 

They ‘were not fi) abiU' d 

As they are at this day; 

Of feven days they make eight. 

To keep them from their due ; 

Poor Ibldiers had their right 
W^lien this old cap was new. 

Whicli made them fonvard ftill 
To 'JO, although not preft ; 

And going with good will, 

Their fortunes weic the belli:. 

Our Knglilh then in figlit 
Did foreign foes fiibdue. 

And forc’d them all to flight, 

WMicn this old cap was new. 

God fave our gi«^cious king, 

And lend him long to live! 

Lord, mirchiefon them bring, 

That will not their alms give; 

But feck to rob the poor 
Of that which is their due : 

This was not in time of yore, 

W'^hen this old cap was new. 


To teach my flock I nc\cr mifs’d, 

ICings arc by God appohiicd, 

And damn’d arc thofe that do refill 
Or touch the Lord’s Anointed. 

And this is law I will inainiaiu 
Until iny dying day, fir — 

That wlntfoevcr king lhall reign. 

I’ll bt the vicar of Bray, fir. 

When Koyal James obtain’d the crown, 
And popery came in fafiiion, 

The penal laws 1 hooted down, 

And read the Declaration : 

The diurch of Rome 1 found would fit 
Full well my confiitution ; 

And had become a Jefuit, 

But for the Revolution. 

And this is law, 

When William was our king declar'd. 

To cafe the nation’s gric\iiiice ; 

With this new v iiui .'bout I fleer’d. 

And fwore to him allegiance ; 

Old piinciplcs I did rL'V(»ke, 

Set confciencc at a diflaiice ; 

Palhvc obedience w as a joke, 

A jell was noii-rcfiflancc. 

And ibis is law, fkc. 

W'^hen gracious Anne became our quecn^ 
The church of Jingland’s glory, 

Another face of things was lecn. 

And I became a rory : 

Occafional conformills bale, 

J damn’d their moderation ; 

And thought the church in danger was 
By fiicli prevarication. 

And this is law, ^c. 

When George in pudding time came o'er, 
And mod rate men look’d !)ig, fir; 

1 turn’d a uiL-in-pnn once more, 

And fo became a whig, fir ; 

And thus preferment I procur’d 
From our new faiih’s defender; 

And almoft ev’ry day alijur’d 
The pope and the pretender. 

And this is Jaw, &,c. 

Til’ illuftrious houfe of Hanover, 

And Protellam fucccllioii ; 

To thefc 1 do .illegiaucc fwear — 

While rhev can keep pofi'tHlonr 

For in my faith and loyalty 
1 never more will faulter. 

And George my lawful king ftiall be— 
Until die times do alter. 

And this is law I \\ ill maintain 
Until my dying day, fir — 

That whatfoever king fliall reign* 

I’ll be the vicar of Bray, fir. 


H4, 7 hc yU'fir of Bra}\ 

I N good king Charles’s golden days, 
"when lovalty no harm mtain, 

A zealous liigii-church man J was, 

And fo I got prefer mciu ; 


§ 55. Song. The Storm. G. A. Stfvexs. 
^^EASE, rude Boreas, bluft’iing railcr! 

^ Lift, ye landfmcn, all to me ! 

MclTmiuts, hear a brother failor 
S ng il.c dangers of the fea ; 


Froa 
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From bo-.!m^in£r billows, firft in motion, 
WbcM tilt tiifrant whirlwinds rife, 

To the tcmjicn; -troubled ocean, 

V/l.ere ib.L feas contend with Ikies! 

liar]'. • thr' bh.itfwain hoarfelv I'awlinof, 

Kv top fill Ihccts and h.iulyards itand ! 

Down roT>-i^dl.'int~ ii'iick be hnulin^, 

Down your ftay-fTil^*) iLiud, boys, hand ! 

Ko'. ir frcHi..ris fet t!ic br.-ccs, 

The fiieri-j now let. go ; 

LiitF, l)uy'., iulY' don't make vviy faces, 
l^p your t.']>Lii':. nimbly clew. 

Kow nil von on down-beds fporting, 

Fondiv lockM in I'.-.iUIy’' rinns ; 

Frefli rn'o\iiK‘iiiS v. .nitj'i CT.nfing, 

SaV fpj .1 all but- love's r I.,ri7is ; 

K<«’ind u: t]\c louder; 

'PI. ink o b'.r ic.irs our uunds enthral ; • 

II ird.Lr p V' t bU;w'- hardi-r. 

Now ag.ki tl’.e boatlwaiii rails ! 

The top-fail vards point to the wind, boys, 

Sue .'11 clcir to rucf c ich courfe ; 

Let the foic-flicct go, don't mind, boys, 
'Flio'.U'h the we ither Ihould be vvorlc. 

F(;fc ypil aft the fprir-fnil yaul get, 

I'fv f the mi/cn, F’e all clear; 

Hands up, cacli prevcninre brace fet, 

Man the fore-yard, cheer, lads, cheer 1 

Nov. the dreadful thunder's roaring, 
re:il {.n pe d contending cUlh, 

On r-;ir hvadv ferce rain falls pouring, 

In ta:r eves blue hyotnings llrtfn. 

One V. ide v/ iter ail n.ound Uj, 
jiheve us f lie black <ky j 

Dl:*u . .nr dcatiis at once Airround u? : 

Hark ’ what means that dreadful cry ^ 

The fon in ft ’.s gone, cries cv’ry tongue out, 
0\r rhr lee, twelve fcct'bo''e deck ; 

A Ic ik beneath the cluli -trie’s furung out, 
C'.ll all hands to cleir the wreck. 

Q^iuk rin* i'lnyards cut to pieces; 

C'orr.t, mv hearts, be ftout and bold; 

riund) the well — t'le leak increafes, 
four feet vaur in the hold. 

While n ei the Hiip wiM waves are beating, 
We for wives nr childicn mourn ; 

Alas ' from'.btncc there’s no retreating, 

/M IS ' to riiein there’s no return. 

Still the le ik is gaining on ns ! 

IJoth chain -pumps are rliok’d below : 

Heaven hive nieicv here upon us ! 

For only that can five us now. 

O’er rhe Ice-I^eam is the land, boys, 

Let the guns o’erboard be thrown ; 

To ihf pump come tv'ry hand, toys, 

See ' our niizen-maft is gone. 

The leak we’ve fuund it cannot pour faft, 
We’ve lighten’d her a foot or more ; 

Up, and rig a l»iry foamaft, 

, She rights, die rigb.ts, boys, wcVc ofT fhorc- 
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Now once more on joys weVe thinking, 

Since kind Heaven has fav’d our lives; 

Come, the can, boys ! let's be drinking 
To our fweet hearts and our wives. ‘ 

Fill It up, .about fhip wheel it, 

Clofe t<i our lips a brimmer join : 

Where’s the tcinpcft now, who feels it ^ 
Nonc~the danger’s drown’d in wine. 


§ t6. So!f^r. b^ifitoiesriigiu'^Vitry^oriheCalliM- 

SrannvCs rings, 

you gentleman of lingland t 

Tliat live at home at cafe. 

Ah, little do you think upon 
The da '.^*crs of the fcas ; 

Give ear unto the mariners, 

Auf! they will plainly fhew 
[All j iIiL L.in >, and the feais, 

W hen the ftoimy winds do blow. 

All you that will be fcamcn, 

Mil ft bear a valiant l.iart. 

For when you come upon the fcas 
You imiil nor think to fLari; 

Nor once to be rdnL-lie.ut cd, 

Tn hail, min, blow, or fnow, 

Nor to think fur to Ihrmk 

When the floimy wind*? do blow. 

The bitter dorms and tcmptlh 
Poor learnen do endure, 

Both ilay and night, MJth many a fright, 

W'c leldoni re It (L eu re ; 

1 Our n.eup it i'l ilillurbtd 

Wirii vifions lit::nge to know, 

And with dreams o:i the dreams, 

U'hen the flormy winds do blow. 

In claps of roaring thunder, 

Whii-h (larkncis doth enforce, 

We often find our iliip to dray 
Betond onr wanted enurl'e ; 

Which caufeih great diftra*‘Hons, 

And finks our heaits full low ; 

’Tis in vain to complain, 

When the ftoriny winds do blow^ 

Sometimes in Neptune’s bofom 
Onr fliip is tod m waves, 

And ev’ry man expelling' 

The fca lo be their graves; 

Then up aloft the mounteth, 

And down again fo low, 

’Tis with waves, O with waves, 

When the dormy winds do blow. 

Then down again we fall to pray’r. 

With ail our might and thought. 

When refuge all doth fail us, 

’Tis that mud bear us out ; 

To God we call for fuccour. 

For he it is, we know, 

That mud aid us, and favc us, 

When the dormy winds do blow. 

The lawyer and the ufurcr. 

That fit in gowns of fur, 

In clofets warm, can take no harm. 

Abroad they need not dir ; 


Wlien 
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'♦V^hcn winter fierce with cold doth pierce, 
itnd beats with hail and Ihow, 

We arc lure to endure, 

Whcii^tlie ftoriny winds do blow. 

We bring home coftly ihcrcliandilc, 

And jewels of great price, 

To lerve our Knglifh gallantry 
With many a rare device j 
To plcafe tile Rnglilh gallantry, 

Onr pains we freely ihcw, 

For we toil, and wc moil, 

When the ftormy winds do blow. 

Wc fometimes fail to the Indies, 

To tctch borne fpices rare j 
Sometimes again, to Krance and Spain, 

For Wines beyond comjiait; 

Whilft i^Iants arc caroufing, 

¥rns on a rf)\v, 

Then we fwcep o'er the deep, 

When the ftormy winds do blow. 

When tempefts arc blown over, 

And greatell fears are paft, 

In weather fair, and tempVatc air, 

Wc ftraight lie down to reft j 
But when the billows tumble, 

And waves do furious grow, 

Then wc roufe, up we roufe, 

When the ftoriny winds do blow. 

If enemies oppofe us, 

When Knglatul is at wars 
With any foieign nations, 

Wc ftar not wounds nor fears j 
,OiJr roaring guns lhall leach 'em 
Our valour for to know, 

Whilrt they reel, in the keel, 

When the ftoriny winds do blow. 

We are no cowardly llirinkcrs, 

But true Engliflimcn bred, 

We’ll play our parts, like valiant hearts. 
And never fly for dread ; 

We’ll ply our bufiucfs nimbly. 

Where'er we come or go, 

With our mates, to the Straits, 

When the ftormy winds do blow. 

Then courage, all brave marineri. 

And never be difmay’d, 

W'hillt we have.bold adventurers 
^We ne’er fhalFwant a tiadc; 

Our merchants will employ us, 

To fetch them wealth, 1 know j 
Then be bold, work for gold, 

VVhen the ftormy winds do blow. 

When we return in fafety, 

With wages for our pains, 

The tapfter and the vintner 
Will help to (hare our gains'; 

Wc call for liquor roundly. 

And pay before wc go ; 

Then we ’ll roar on the (here, 

Wh*n the ftormy winds d» bW. 


BALLADS, Ac. 


§ 57- Got,DSVITH, 

THE wretch ccndwinifd wiili jif^ to pare 
Still, ftiil tju I’Opc jclles; 

And «v\-ry pu'g reiuii ibc li-.a'c 
Bid", cxpeftai .oil riu*. 

Hope, like lin* gliniurjii:)" tapji’s liglit, 
Adonis and cIkvt. lin. \vj) ; 

And full, as diikir glows tliu night, 

Emits a bii'di'cr i..v. 
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§ 5S. GoLDJ.MlTife 

Memory! thou fond deceiwr, 

^ Still iinporninate and v.iin, 

To fonner joys recurring ever, 

And turning all tiic paft to p.iin. 

Thou, like the world, tli’oppicft opprefTlng, 
Thy ImiLs increalc the vM.-idfs woe! 
And he wlio wanis each other bltlflng. 

In thee muft e\cr find a foe. 


5 5 c). Sm n. 

OENTF.Y t'UiiIi the warbling lyre, 
Chloe !■ eiiis inclin’d to lellj 
Fill her foul with fond dcliic, 

Sofreft notes will loolhe her bixaft : 
Plcafing drc.ims alfift in love ; 
r.et ihein all piophious prove. 


On the mofly l).mk Ihe lies 

(Nature's veulant velvet bed), 
lleautious fli.wer. n.eet licr e\es, 
Forming pillows for lur Iil.uI; 
Zcphyis waft their odours round. 
And indulging wiiifpeis fouinl 


§ 60. 'The fiwit' parodt€'L 
^ENTI/Y (hr and blow the lire. 
Lay tlie mutton down to roaft, 
Drefs it quickly, I detne. 

In the dripping put a toaft, 

That I hunger may ixinovt; 

Mutloii is the meat I love. 


On the drclfer fee u he, 

O ! the dunning white and red I 
Finer meat ne’er met my eye, 

On the fw'eeien. gral's it ted : 

Lat the jack go fwirll/ round, 

Let me have it n’^olv brown’d. 

On the table i'prcad liic clotl^, 

Let the hnivts be fharp and dean i 
Pickles get, ind lallad botii, 

J.et then: ( idi be fitlh and green; 
With Imall l..er, good ale, and wine, 
O ye gods ■’ iH'W 1 (hall dine ! 


§ f)i. Song, bllAKSPEARErf 
rjNDEPv the green-wood tree. 

Who loves to lie with me, 


And tunc his mciry note 
Unto the I'weet bird’s throat, 

Conic hither, come hi;hcr, come hither ^ 

Here lliall he fee 
No enemy. 

But wiiucr and rough weatberr 

WInu' 
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Who doth ambition fhun, 

And loves r«j live i’ the fun. 

Seeking the food he eats, 

And plcHb’d with what he gets, 

Come hither, come hither, come hither ) 
Here (hall he fee 
No enemy ♦ 

But winter and rough weather. 


§ 62. A Dirge, D’U RFEY. 

CLEEP, deep, poor youth { deep, deep in peace, 
Reliev’d from love, and mortal care 5 
Whilft we, that pine in life’s difcafc, 

Uncertain blell lefs happy arc. 

Couch’d in the dark and fdent grave, 

No ills of fate thou now can it fear 5 
In vain would tyrant power endave, 

Or Icornful beauty be ftfvere. 

Wars that do fatal dorms difperfc, 

Far from thy happy inanfion keep; 
Earthquakes that ihake the unisciic, 

Can’t rock thee into founder deep. 

t\'ith all the charms of peace pofu ft, 

Secure from life's tormentor, pain, 

Sleep, and indulge thyfclf with reft, 

Nor dream tliou e’er /halt rife again- 

CHORUS. 

Faft is the fear of future d<kil)t. 

The fun is from the dial gone. 

The fands arc funk, the glafs is out, 

The folly of the farce is tionc. 


§ 6?. ^ong, CiARkfCK. 

^ITOU foft flowing Avr^n, by thy fdver ftream 
^ Of things more than moital fweet Sliakfpearc 
uouM dream, 

The fairies by moon-light dance round his green 
bed, 

Jfor hallow’d the turf is which pillow'd his head. 

The lovc-ftiicken maiden, the foft-fighing Twain, 

Here rove without danger, and ligh without pain: 

The fweet bud of beauty no blight lhall here 
dread, 

For hallow'd the turf is svhich pillow’d his hcj^d. 

Here youth lhall b& fam'd for their love and their 
truth. 

And cheerful old age feel the fpirit of youth ; 

For the raptuics of fancy here poets lhall tread, 

for hallow'd the turf is that pillow’d his head. 

Flow on, filvcr Avon, hi fong ever flow ! 

Be the fwans on ^hy borders ftiil whiter than fnow’ 

Kver full be thy ftream, like his fame may it 
fpread * 

And the turf ever hallow’d which pillow’d his 
head. 


§ 64. Song, 7 bc Fahiest 
^OME follow, follow me, 

^ Ye Fairy elves that be, 
-Light irpping o’er the green ; 
Come follow Mab your tiUcen : 


I Hand in hand we’ll dance around, 

For this place is fairy ground. 

When mortals are at reft. 

And fnoring in tlieii* neft ; 
Unheard and unefpied, 

Through key-holes we do glided 
Over tables, ftools, ^nd Ihelves, 

We trip it t^ith our fairy elves. 

And if the honfe be foul, 

With platter, dilli, or bowl, 

Up IVairs we nimbly creep. 

And lint? the Huts allcep; 

Then we pinch their arms and thighs 
None us hears, and none us i’pies. 

But if the houfc be fwept, 

And from uncleanrcls kept. 

We praife the hnul'ehold maid, S 
And duly flie is paid : 

Every niglit bcfoie we go, 

We drop a tefter in her llioe. 

Then o’er a mulhroom’s heat! 

Our t.iblc -cloth we fpread > 

A grain of rye or wheat, 

The diet that we eat ; 

Pearly drops of dew we drink, . 

In acorn -cups fill’d to the brink. 

The brains of nightingales. 

With uinShious fat of fnails, 
Between two cockles llew’d, 

Is meat that’s eafily ciiew’d ; 

Tails of worms, and marrow of inicc^ 
Du make a di IH that’s wundiuus nice. 

The graGhopper, gnat, and fly, 
Serve for our minftreliy ; 

Grace laid, we dance awhile. 

And lb the time l>eguile : 

And if the moon doth hide her head. 
The glow-worm lights us home to bed* 

O'er tops of dewy gi afs 
So nimbly we do pah., 

The young and tender ftalk 
Ne’er bends whcic we do walk ; 
Yet in the morning may be feen 
Where we the night before have been. 


§ 65. Song, The Thief anti Cor Jell rr. Prior. 

has e’er been at Paris mull needs knoW 
* ^ the Gtcvt’i 

The fatal retreat of ih’ unfortunate brave ; 

Where honour and juftice moft oddly contribute 

To cafe heroes pains by a haltCnr and gibbet. 
Derry down, down, hey derry down. 

There death breaks the lhackles which force had 
put on, 

And the hangman completes what the judge had 
begun ; 

There the ’fquire of the pad, and the knight of 
the poft, 

Find their pains no more balk'd, and their hopes 
no more crofs’d, 

Derry d^wn, dee. 

GfeaV 



Book V. 

Great claims are th^re made, and great fccrcts are 
known ; 

And the king, and the law, and the thief has hisown; 
But my hearers cry out, wliL^ta deuce doft thou ail* 
Put otf thy refleftions), and gi\c us thy tale, 
Derry down, &c. 

*Twas there then, in civil refpeft to harfli laws, 
And for want of falfe wirncls to batk a bad caule, 
A Norman, though late, was oblig’d to appear j 
And who to allift but a grave Cordelier! ‘ 

Derry down, &:c. 

The ’fquire , w hofe good grace w as to open tin ftenc, 
Seem’d not in great hade tliJit theihowlliould bcginj 
Now titled the halter, now travers’d the caitj 
And often took leave, but was loth to depart. 
Derry down, &c. 

VVliat frialitens you thus, my good fan? fays the 

You murder’d, are forrv, and have been conftfsM. 
O father ! uiy I'ornnv will fcarcc fave my bacon ; 
For ’twas not 1 that murder d, 'but that 1 w'as taken. 
Derry down, &c. 

Poh ! pr’ythec ne'er trouble thy Iwad with fuch 
* fancies ; 

Rely on the aid you Ihall have from Saint Francis : 
if tlic money yon promis’d be brought to the died. 
Yon have only to die ; let thechurcl) do the red. 
Derry down, &c. 

And what will folks fay if they fee you afraid ? 
It relic ds upon me, as I knew not my trade ; 
Couragr^ friend ! to-day is your period of forrow; 
And tilings will go better, believe me, to-morrciw. 
Derry down, &c. 

To-morrow > our hero replied in a fright; 

He that’s liang’d before noon ought to think of to- 
night. 

Tell your beads, quoth the pried, and be fairly 
tmfs’d up ; 

For you furely to-night ftiall in paradife fup. 
Derry down, &c. 

Alas ! quoth the ’fquire, howe’er fumptuous the 
Parblcu! I diall have little ftomach to eat: [treat, 
I Ihould therefore edeem it great fasourand grace, 
Would you be fo kind as to go in my place. 
Derry down. See. 

Tiiat 1 would, quoth tlic father, and thank you to 
boot ; 

But oura6fionf,ytAi know, with ourduty nuidfuit: 
U"tic fcad 1 propos’d to you, I cannot tadc j 
For this night, by our oidcr, is mark'd for a fad, 
Derry down, &c. 

Then, turning about to the hangmaq, he faid, 
Difpatch me, I pr’ythee, this troublcfomc blacle: 
For thy fon\ and my cord both equally tie ; 

And we Jive by the gold for which other men die. 
Derry down, down, hty derry down. 


3^7 

Toe cafe of Hqfiefy nubicb is here fo fathetica^ 
reprcfitited^ was brirfly ibis: In Aprils 17*6, 
that comniamler was' Jen t with a fir on ^ fiect into 
ihe Spauijb Wcfi-lndtesy to block up the gallm>is 
in ibe ports of that count) \\ O), Jhould they pre^ 
fume to come out^ to fei%c and La)ry them into 
K>igla}2d: hr aciouUny^ly an 'rant at the Bflfii-- 
runios near Vorio~B<l!o\ but bring rrfiritlcd 
bis oidns fiom obtynig the ditiain of bis lou-. 
ragr^ lav inaPlivr on that fiauon until hr btiamc 
the trfioj tbr Spaniards : be aftcruards removed 
to Ctii.oiiytna^ tu.d continued irui%ing in thrfe 
f(a< tiH ibc ja) gnatcr pat t of , 6 /f men l>t'rijhed 
dtplorably by the difrofrs of that unhealthy di* 
mail. Tus brave man ^ feeing bis btfi oj/iiirs 
and men thus daily fwept away^ hts Jhips exltofed 
to inevituble dejhudion, and bimfeif miuie the 
fpo)t of the enemy y is faid to have died of « 
bioken heart. 

A S near Porto-Bcllo lying 
^ On the gently-lwelling Hood, 

At midnight, with drvamcis flying# 

Our triumphant navy rode ; 

There, while Vernon liite all-glorious 
From the Spaniards’ life defeat, 

And his crcAvs, with Ihoiits victoiious^ 

Diank fucccl*» to Jiiigland’s fleet ; 

On a fudden, flirilly founding, 

Hideous yells and flirieks were heard ; 

Then, each heart with fear confounding, 

A f'ld troop of gliofts appear’d ; 

All in dreary h.inunocs Ihroudcd, 

Which for winding-flieets th.ey wore. 

And, with looks by foirow clouded, 

Froivnirg cjii tliat liolUle Ihorc. 

On them glcain’<l the morafs wan luilre. 

When t:ie lhadc of Holier brave 
llis pale band > was iben lo inufler, 

RiOng ft cm their wat’ry grave : 

O’er the glimmering wave lie hied him. 

Where the Jiurford rear’d her fail, 

With three tlidurand beflde hi?::. 

And in grouns did Vernon hail. 

rietd, O heed, our fatal flory ! 

I am Hofiei's irjnr'd ghofl; 

You who now ha\c pin chas’d g’ory 
At this place where 1 Avas Jolt ; 

Thougli in Porto-Bcllo’s niiii 

You now tiiLiTiiph free from fears, 

. When yon think on uiy undoing, 

^ You will mix your joys with tears. 

' See thefe mournful fpc6lrcs fweeping 
Ghaflly o’er tliis hated wave, 

Whole wan cJiccks arc flain’d with weepings 
Thefe were Eng'ifli captains brave; 

Mark thole numbers, paic and honid, 

! Wher were once my failors bold ; 

Lo ! each liangs his drooping forehead. 

While lii:> diihiai talc is toU. 

r, by twenty fail attended, 

Did this Spanifli town aifright; 


{ 6 $ . Song. Admiral Hofier' s Gbofl^ G lo v E R . 

was written by the ingenious author of Leoni'* 

dast on the taking of Porto-BeUo from the Spa- 
nirnds by Admital Kernou, Nov. aa, X739«— 
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Nothing then its wcnlth defended, 

But my orders — not to fight : 
p * that in this rolling ocean 
1 had raft them wnh difdain; 

And obey'd my heart's warm morion 
To have c^ULird iht pride of »'5]iaiii ? 

For reh'dan.c I could f«-ar n^mc, 

But with twenty lliijjs l^ul «lonc 
Wl at r'.ou, hia\e and i'appy Vcinun, 

I Fad .leliiLv’d v. idi fix alone. 

Then the ihiftn iinn s never 
Had our foul dillionour feen, 

Nor th.e fea the fad reccivtr 
Of tilth irallant train had been. 

Thus li];e thee, proud Saain difrnaying. 

And her galleons leacli ig home, 

Though coiuIliumM for dllt/uc\ jng, 

I had met a ‘tcdtoi's dt.om : 

To have filien, my toinKy cr\ir.;% 

“ lie has pi, vM an Knghlh pair,’* 

Had heua betna far than dying 
Of a griv-v’d .ind hr(»ki‘n lieart. 
tJnrepi' ing f’t thy glory. 

Thy ruccelii Ml arms we hail ; 

But remend our fid ftory, 

Ami let H P r’s wrongs prevail. 

Sent in tbi' foul chme to larn'iiilh, 

Tliiak V' hat rhoufmds fJl in vain, 

\Vrided V. if!t ciiieaf and angiulii, 

Nc»t m g'ono’ts In’tle lla.n. 

’.v.th :li iny tra. \ ct'en.ling 
Fi- m their oo/.y tt m'o^ hck/. , 

Through the h«'aiy h-aii! af».(ndm^ 

Hi 'c L feed Jiiy c nlh nt woe ; 

Heie the TlalVinuntos liev.inf, 

W’e reCid our ihameri.l doom, 

And, (an* plaint i'-e encs unieu iiig, 

W'andcr rhr. ugh the midnigiit gloom,. 

O'er the.e waves, .hr teet i.'ol.:- mg, 

Shall we rornn, depriv’d leli, 

If, to Britain's Ihores returf I tV'*, 

You jv.-gh'o*-!- my jull le'io.dl : 

After tld.-* p.-OLid tee f ’.h'iuif.g, 

W'hen vt . 1 ! i'i;i!or fritmK wm fee, 

Tltlnk on veng. .n^ce f’-r iny lui , 
And Ihe land — Oiam'd m me. 

§ 67 . f.’. //*'■•• ■- 

ni-.il'e and du* hero together arc hr’d, 
"J'hc fatne noble view s luve their b(ilbmb in- 
rpir’cl ; 


As freedom they love, and for glory contend, 

The mufe o’er the hero Hill mourns as a friend 1 
And here let the mufe her poor tribute bequeath 
To one Britifli hero— *tis brave raptaiji Death ! 

Ills fliip was the Terrible— dreadful to fee ! 

His crew were as brave and as gnlLmt as he; 

Two liundred or more was their good complement^ 
And furc braver fellows to fea never wrnt : 

Kach man was determin’d to fijcnd his l ift h'rearh. 
In fighting for Britain, anti brave captain Death. 

A prize they had taken di.mnifidd their force, 

And foon the good prize-diip was loll in her courl'e: 
The French privateer f and the Terrible met ; — * 
'Fhc battle begun — witli lioi n>r bt-fer > 

No heart was difmay’d, each as hold as^Macbctli ; 
'riiey fouglit for old England, and brave captain 
Death. 

Fire, thunder, balls, bullets, were fecn,VffvA.'!l^-^'»J / 
felt ; 

A fi*\ht tliat the heart of B».llona w^ould melt ' 

The Ihroiuh were ah torn, and the decks fil I’d w ith 
bliioJ, [flood I 

And fcores of dead bodies were thrown in the 
I'lic flood, fiom the days of old Noah and Seth, 
Ne’er faw liich a man as our brave captain D..ath. 

At laft the dread bullet came w'ing'd with h»s fate, 
Our brave captain dr('p|>\!,antl learn after his mate; 
h’aclj officer fell, and a carnage was fecii, 

That loon (licvl the w.u ys to a crimfonfrom grccni 
And Neptune role up, atul he tiK)k off his wnatli, 
And gave it a Trilun lo etowi* captain Death. 
ThiJ' f^ll ti e flrong Terrible bravely and bold; 
Ihif h'tecn lurv Ivors the tale can unfold; 

The r rench vvcrcthe v ict:oro,iho’muthto their cod, 
Formally brave French vverew'itli ivnglilhmen loll. 
And thus, fays Old 'l ime, from good queen Eli- 
zabeth, 

1 ne’er faw the* fellow'' of brave captain Death. 

- I. iw ii ryr , , 

§ /. s . .Vpv.o-. 1 A.- Sra Fr^ht in XC 1 1 +. 
^iiURSDAY in the morn, the* idcs of May> 

^ Recorded for ever tiie* famous ninety-two, * 
Biave RulTcl did difeern, by dawn ot day,' 

'Hie* lofty fills of France advancing now : 

AM hands aloft, aKifr, let FaiLdilh valour ihiiie, 
l.ct tly a euiverin, the lig'id for the line; 

Let evciy hand lupply his gun; 
lollowmv, 

And you’ll li c 

That the battla will be foon begun. * •• 


* Writtm, as it is faiJ, by one of hii fuiviving cicw. + Called the Vengeance. 

J The g'.cat naval vidory, intended lo be Lclcbrated by tFiis excellent old long, was determined, after t 
running aiti’.on ot fcvcial days, otf i^apc La on the coall of Normandy, the sad of May, 1691, in 

l.wpurot die ILnglilh and Dutcli combined fleets, confifting of 99 fail oi the line, under i he command ef 
adiTi:r.il Ki>fVel, alicrw.Mds call of Oiford, over a French fnaadion of about half tliat number, commanded 
Iv the chev.'licr Tourvillc, whole Ihip, Le iic/tii Royals cairied upwards of a hundred guns, and was cftcemed 
the flneil velVtl in I'urope. This lafl fleet was luted out for the purjjofe of rclloring King James the Second 
lo Ins eominions ; and that prince, together with the duke of Berwick, and feveral great officers both of 
liis own c.^u!t and of tlic covrt of France, and even Touiville himfelf, beheld the final deflrudion of the 
1 ‘iench lliips tiom an eminence on the flioic. It is now certain that RuFTel had engaged to favour the feheme 
or h'sold mallei 's rcftoraticii, on condition that the French took care to avoid him; but Tourville’s impe- 
luofltv and laibncls rendered ibc whale n.cafurc abortive: and the difireifed and ill-fated monarch retired*. 
In a fit of derpond^ncy, to mount his mufouuncs, and recover his pe^ice of miad, amid Uic folitary gloom of 
l.aTi.iri'c. 

Tourvillc ^ 
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Tourvillc on the main triumphant roll'd. 

To meet the gallant Ruffel in combat on the 
deep ; 

He led a noble train of heroes bold, 

To fink the Englifh adrniral and his fleet. 

"Now every valiant mind to vidlory doth afpire, 

The bloody fight's begun, the Tea itlelf on fire; 
And mighty t'atc llocJ looking ohj 
Whilft a ilond, 

All of blood, 

Fill’d the feuppers of the Royal Sun. 

Sulphur, 'fmoke, and fire, difturbing the air, 
VV^ith thunder and wonder atiright the Gallic 
fliore ; 

Their regulated bands flood, trembling near, 

To fee their lofty fl reamers now no more. 

^At fix o’clock the Rcil the fmiiing vi6\ors led, 

T'* -'fccond blow, the fatal ovci throw j 
Kow dealli and honor equal reign; 

' Now they cry, 

Run or dir, 

Britifli colour b ride the vanquifli’d main I 

Sec they fly ama/.’d o’er rocks and funds, 

One danger they gral'p at to Ihun the greater 
fate ; 

In vain they cry for aid to weeping lands ; 

The nymphs and lea-gods mourn their loft 
eflate ; 

For evermore adieu, thou Royal dazrling Sun, 

From thy untimely end thy mafler’s fate begun : 
Enough, thou mighty god of war! 

Now we fiiig, 

Blefs the king. 

Let us drink to every Englifh tar. 


§ 69. Sofl^. GARRifcK. 

jT'jNCE more I’ll tunc the vocal flicll, 

To hills and dales my palhon tell, 

A flame which time can never quell. 

That bums for ihei-, my Peggy : 

Yet greater bards the lyre (hould hit; 

For pray what fubje^l is more fit. 

Than to record the fparkling wit 
And bloom of lovely Peggy ? ^ 

The fun firfl: rifing in the morn, 

That paints the dew befpangled thorn, 

Does nrit fo much the day adorn, 

As (loLS my lovely Peggy : 

And when, in Thetis’ lap to reft, 

* llc*ftreaks witl» gold the ruddy weft. 

He’s not fo beauteous as uiidrefs’d 
Appears my lovely PegiTy. 

When Zepliyr on the violet blows. 

Or brcatiics upon the daniafk rofc, 
lie docs not half the Tweets difclufe 
That does my lovely Peggy. 

1 ftolc a kifs the other dry, 

And, truft me, nought but truth I fay, 

^The fragrance of the blooming May 
Is not fo fwcet as Peggy. 


Were flic array’d in ruftic weed. 

With her the bleating llock.^ F’d feed', 

And pipe upon the oaten reed. 

To plcafe ni) lovely ggv. 

With her a cottage would ucii'.-ht, 

All’s happy when Ihe’j m my ligUi; 

But when lire’s gone it'.i cndltfs mglit— 

All's dar'k without iny Peggy > 

While bee? from llow'r to flow'’r fliall rove, 

And linnets warlde thiough the grove, 

Or ftately I'wans tlic rivers love. 

So long fliall 1 love Peggy : 

And when death with his pointed dart 
Shall ftrike the blow that nves my liearf*, 

My words (hall be, when I depart, 

“ Adieu, my lovely Peggy 1” 

§ 70. Tbr M! Jin's Wntdiag, GarricK# 

T EAVK, neigh’ oui*';, your work, and to fpoi’C 
and to p!ftV i 

Let the tabor ilrike up, and the villai e be gay : 
No dav thro’ the year fliall more elteei fill be leeii ; 
For Ralph of the Mill marries Sue of the Green. 

C H o R u s. 

I love Sue, aiiid Sue loves me, 

And while the wind blows, 

And while the mill goes, 

W'ho’ll be fo liappy, lo happy as wc t 

Let lords and fine folks, who for wealth take a 
bride, 

Be mairled to-day, and to-morrow be cloy'd; 
My L'ody is ftuwt, and my heart is .is ; 

And ni) love, like my courage, will n.-vcr give 
ground. 

Chorus— I love Sue, &:c. 

Let ladies of falhion the befl loii^turcs wed, 

And prudcnily take the bell biddeis to berl 
SulK iigiiing and Te.ding’.-* no part of our blifs, 
We fettle our licaris, ami we fe.il with a kifs. 
CiioRt'S— 1 lovf; Sue, &:c, 

Tho’ Ralph is not courtly, nor noncof your beaux, 
Nor bounces, nor flatters, nor weais your fine 
clothes, 

fn aotlnng he’ll follow the folks of high life, 
Nor e’er turn his back on liis friend or his wife. 
Chorus 1 love Sue, &,c. 

While thus I am able to work at my mill, 
While thus thou art kind, and ihy tongue but 
lies ftill, 

Our joys (hall continue and ever be new, 

And none be fo happy as Ralph and his Sue. 
Chorus 1 iove^iur; &c. 


§ 7i. in the H'^tnUrs Tak. Garrick. 

/^OME, come, my good fliephcrds, our flocks 
^ wc muft ihear ; 

111 youf holiday-fuits with your lalfcs appear : 
The happieft of f;)lk are the guilelcfs and free, 
And who arc fo guilelcfs, fo happy as we? 


• Thi« ffltox wans written in cooiplimcnt to Mrs, Woffington. 
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\Vc harbour no pafTion-? by luxury taught, 

Wc praftilc no arts with livpocril'y fraught: 
What wc think in our licari^ you may read in 
our eyes; 

For, knowing no lairch(joil, we need no difgiiilc. 
Bv mode and caprice are tin* city-danics led, 

Sut we as t'ac children of N iinrt an- l)red , 

By her hand alone v. e arc p MU' d and drefsd: 
F<a‘ the rofes will bioom v, hen rheie ^ peace in 
tl)e hrcalf. 

That giant, ainbirion, we never t.rn dread ; 

Our roiiis are too low for In hjlty a he id ; 
Content and fweet clieerfiihicdV open our d('or. 
They finilc with the liniple, and teed with the 
])r)or. 

\V!:cn love lias pulVefsM ns, that love we reveal; 
Like the docks tint we feed are the pallioni. we 

So h.ir'n-ef. and fiinple wr fport and we play, 
And leave to fine folio, to deceive and btUri}. 


^ 7i. Suffti. Garricn. 

fair manictl d imes, who fo often deplore 
^ That .1 lover once hlelf is a lover no more; 
V\rtcnd to iny connlvl, ii(,r blnlh to he taught, 
That prudence mini cheiilh what beauty has 
caught. 

The bloom of your check, and the glance of youi 
eve, 

Yonr roftb an.l liiios, may make the men figh; 
Bur io!es, and lilies, and l\;lis pals aw-.y, 

And ])al]ion will die as your heaniies deeay. 

Uie the man that you wetl like your fav rite 
guitrar, 

Tho’ m'ldc in both, they arc borh apt to pr; 
IT.>\v tuneful and llift hoin a dwlireice touch, 

T^ot iiaiullal too roughh. , nor pi;.y 'd on too much ! 

Tlic fparrow and linnet wiM fi,ed n '*»y, your hand, 
Glow tame at yoar kiadaeC, a id ceiiic at com- 
mand : 

J.’ycrr V'itli your Imfbar.d the fame happ'. fk'll, 
For luanis, like your biids, may be tam'd to 
your will. 

Be gav ard '.'ootMuimour’d, complying and kind, 
Turn the chifi' of \(.ar care honi your face to 
your mind; 

'Tir: tiius that a wife may her conquefts im- 
prove, 

And iJymeii ihall rivet the fetters of Lovl, 


g 7 j, So/l;; in Jla}li'i[u:n^5 In^Ji{/io7U GarRICK. 

T O arms ’ ye brave mortals, to arms ! 

The i(''’d to renown lies before you * 

The name of fling Sliakfpearc has clnrms 
.I'o roufe yc to iiiflions of glory. 

Away ’ VC brave mo'*Lals, away ' 

*ris Nature calls on von to fave her; 

What man hot would Nature obey. 

And iigUc for her SUakfpearc for ever ? 


Boofi V* 

§ 74. Song in thr fvne. Garrick. 

q^llRlCE happy the nation that Sluklpcare 
has charm’d ' 

M n-c fl ippy the bofoins his genius lias'wnrmM ! 
Yc childrtii of nature, of fafiiion, and whim! 
lie jiaintcd you all, all join to piailc him. 

Cfjuriii, Gome away ’ come away ! 

Ills Cienias calls— you inifll obey ! 

From higlicll to lov/cft, from old to the young, 

All ftatci and conditiiiii . by him lia\e lum limg; 
All p.ii'lloi.s and hu.uonrs w ere rais’d hv his pen; 
lie could Ibar with the eagle, and link ^vuh the 
w 1 en. 

Chorui, Come away, 5wC. 

To praife him ye Fairies and Geniii rcp4air, 

He knew where yc Inu.ned, in earth or'in air: 

No jdtanto.-n fo fubile could glide from,hls v|ew', 
The w'ingi of his fanev were iwiftcr thau-^ouv V' 
Cho, us. Come awMv ' come away ! 

11 ib Genius calls — yrui mull obey. 


§ 75. Song in the Country Cm L Gar RICK. 
rpRLT, not me of the rof s and Mies 

W hich tinge t-he fair ch.ei. k of your Pldlli 3 ; 
Tell not me nf the dimples and eves 
For which filiy Corydon dies ; 

Let all w'hining lovers t^o hang; 

My hcirt wuuhl you hit, 

I'ij) youi arrow wdth wit, 

And 11 comes to mv heart with a twang, twang. 
And it eoraei to r’v I'.eai: with a twang. 

I am rovk to tlic hi.iddome and pre»Ty, 

Can only be touch’d by the v, itry ; 

And bjcUiiy will o-jc m : 

The way to my bent’s tiuo’ iny Main. 

Let all whining lovers go bang: 

We wits, you mull know, 

Have two ih’iiigs to our Ik'w, 

To return ilicm their ilartsw'irli atw'ang, tw’ang, 
'To return them their darts with a twang. 


§ 76. Air in Cy mo:i. Garrick. 

■you gave me kill week a young Imncr, 

* Sliur lip in a jine golden cage; 

Yet how ! 1 h 1 ihc po..r thing w;u within it, 

O how it did liutrcr and ra^c • 

Then he nj''.p’il aad lie pi iM 
That Iiib wings were confin’d, 

Till T op'.n’d the door of Lis eLn : 

Then Ih nu-.-iy w^as lie; 

And, bec.iufe- he was free, 

He came to his cage back agiin. 


§ 77. Ah’ in Cymon. GarricK. 

■yF.T awhile, fweet fieep, deceive me; 

Fol I me in thy downy arms; 

Let not cai c_ awMke to grieve me, 

Lull it with thy potent charms, 

T, a tmtle, doom’d to ftray, 

Quitting young the parent’s neft. 

Find each bird a LiVd of prey ; 

Soirow knows not where to rcllf 


f 7 ». 
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§’78. Sbakfi'cnu's Garrick, 

B ehold this fair goblctl ’twas carv'd from 
thiitru-, [tlRc; 

Which, O m\ Iwcct Sh ihrprarc ’ \v ns planted hy 
As a relic I kils ir, and bow at r'.ic ihnru, 

^V hnr rciincs fn m iliv hand iinitl be ever divine' 
AW ihill viiM to the Mulbcriy-trec ; 

lUr.d to thee, I 

Bled ? 4 u; berry ; | 

.tcldcfs Vvas he . I 

Wbotplanied thee, j 

And then like hmi immortal fli'dt be. j 

Ve trees Of the forefl:, fo rampant and high, j 
Who ij^iLad ro ind y-mr hra!,^i*ci., w'iolc heads I 
, — fw^-ep the f'.y ; ' 

curu>''is exotics, whom tafic has brought hcic 
ff-f? ^ .it the u in\(’s .nr p ices To ^'c r; 

* All fiiill yield to the Mul litv ti\c, Sc. &:c. 
^i'he or.h. is held roval, i'* Jirit.iii's i^rcat h...id, 
Ihcfc’.v’d once our king, and w.ll aKe.ij^ nnr 
coalt ; [th d in hr, 

But of fir we* make (lujis, we have t!i r.if.ind“. 
^\dliI<|on(■, only one, likcovirSliakrpcarc c n wt iu;. 
AH find I yield to the ?» I u I berry -tree, ivc. S:c. 

Let Venus dehghd in g.iy myrtle bowers, 

Pomona in fiiut- trees, and I'lora in flowers; 

The garden of Sh.ir.fpcarc all fancies wdl lint. 
With the fweeu ftof llowcis, .md faireli; of fruit. 
All lh.ill yield to the Mvilberry-trcc, ike, ikc. 

With learning and kiiowle Ige the weJl-(ctter\l 
bireh 

Supplies law and phyfic, and grace for the church ; 
- 45 ut I k\v anil the go'pcl in Slukl'pcaie we find. 
And he gi'Cs rlie heft phyfic lor huvlyand mitid. 
AH llhiil yield to the Aiulbcrry-uce, <kc. 

The fame of the E.uron gi^cs haric to tl’.e tree, 
Ehoin him .md hi. nunits this u*' cs its degteej 
I.et Ph(jc*biis and Bacchus tlni’. glories rdv-^n. 
Our tree flinll furpafs he»lh the laiiiel and vj ic. 

All lhall yield to the ? iulbcrry-tice, &c. Lc, 
The genius of Shakfpeare outfliines the bright 
day, 

^To’"c rapture than wine to the heart can convey; 
So the tree tliut he pi.in»ed, lyv uinkinj: his o\\ii, 
lias laiired, and 1 ays, and the vine all in o’lC. 

All fliall yield 10 the Mnlnerry-ti ce, ^:c, ike. 

•They each take- a lelic o^rliis hallowM ticc; 
From f.dlv and flrfliion a chaim let it be : 

FiH, fill to the planter the n p to the brim, 

'jTo hone ur tisc lountry, do honour to him. 

All lhall yh-ld to the Mulberry-tree; 

Bend to liite, 

Bliitr Mmi.erry; 
jMatci.lefs wa.s he 
W'ho p] in led thee, 

And diou like him immortal (halt be. 


§ 79 - Song, Tht* Friar of Or dm Cray, 

Difperfed through Shakfpeare’s plays arc innu- 
merable little fr,''gaicnti ef ancient ballade, the 


L L A D S) &c* jyi 

entire cophs of wlucli coulj not be recovered. 
Many of thefe beuv/ of tlu mml bcautiJul and 
patiictic (iiniljciTs, the Editor was tempt'd to 
Iclert foine ol ih .11, .iod wii'i i lev ’ur.itil 

iVauvas to co.iiied them together, and icnu liiem 
iiiio a lirt'e t.ilc. 

“ One fVnall Iragiucnt was taken from Beaumont a.id 
Eictchei,” 

TT uns n frlr.'' of o ders rriv 
^ Whdk'd fo'ih in icii 111* heads j 
j\i\ 1 lie nut u -h a lady hui, 

Ci.'d in a jn'griir.'s \\i.e<l>. 

Mo \ Chr'ft tiirv law, thou revcicnd friar, 

1 pr.’v 1 i c u !1 10 UT, 

If * ' 1.1* at vo i hi«l\ fill iiw 
.'‘O' iru... lo\c ili.M .h'!<r fee. 

At - 1 lb. 'll!.! 1 knov .mu :iuc love 
i , ‘111 ri.r. V .ire rhci ont - 
O bv I'l^ cockle h t and 
And ! y hi > (’’smI >1 fli^ c . 

Ihit cliii lly bv In'. !'.He .-nd uiien, 

Till! wcw I'* f u '.{« ' lew ; 

Ilib fi'i.vcn 1 vk^ tii.u I'vviiily curl'd, 

And ..}nc of litvuly blue. 

O ladv, he is dead anil gone ! 

r.ady, he's dc.id ,ind imiuc ! 

And at liib !\cad a green grals turff 
And at ids nee's .1 Ir .nc. 

Widiir thifc l.nlv c!oi•'!er^ hmg 
He I ,mi'Lul)i d, .ind lie tiietl, 

Lamenting of a lidy’s love, 

And *pl u :irg of her pride. 

bore him Kirc-ftcM on his bier 
fiiv proper youdis . nd l.'ill ; 

And ii'aay a t- .ir he.lcw'd lu. g’MVc 
Witljin yon kirk -yard wail. 

And an ti on dn.h tlnai gciitle youth? 

And in th -u dead . ul go 'u * 

And didli iho'i die lOi L'\e of me? 

Breal., erm 1 h- a't of ,10 le ! 

O weep n*-, la<H', wtcp .At 10; 

S ):»»i gho llv lomfiut fi« k : 

Let ill c »am ibnov' nvv thv heart, 

N(/r tears bedv 's thv cheek. 

O do not, do lior. In '.y fii.it, 

Mv fC'J'.OW M'lW Up’O'vC; 

Kor I have 1 . 0 Ji • ibectHt vouth 
Tha** e’er uo . Ldv s love. 

And r.bw, al is ' foi- thy f.,d 1 fs, 
ril tVi imore wicp a-.d figh , 

For th' V r c ;!v wilh’d to live. 

For th:e I vv i:h to din. 

ri' m.av. I idy, weep no more, 

1 tiy Ibriow 1 , vain : 

Eo.* violets pluck'd the rweeuifi Ihow'rs 
U'lfl ne'er make grt/vv ag.sin. 

Our joys as winged dreams do fly, 

Wliy ilicn ihould forrow' ^aft .> 

Since t.ricf but aggravates thy lofs, 

Grieve not for what is paft. 

b b 2 O fay 
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O fay not fo, thovi holy fnar ; 

1 pray thee fay not fo : 

For fince my tine love died for me, 

’Tis meet my tears fliould flow. 

And will he never come again ? 

Will he ne’er come again * 

Ah ! no, h.c 15 dead, and laid in hi^ grave, 

For ever to remain. 

Ills cheek was redder than the rofe, 

T'he cornel iefl y(iUih was he. 

But he is dead, and laid in his grave, 

Alas ’ and w'oe is me ! 

Sig.h no more, lady, figh no more, 

Men were deccu ers ever ; 

One foot on fea, and one on land, 

To one thing coiiftant ne\er. 

ll'idfl thou Ixren fond, he had been falfc. 

And hit tine fad and heavy ; 

For young men (ver were fickle f(-und. 

Since lummcr-tu'cb were leafy. 

Nia\ lay not fo, thou liCvly fnar, 

I p. ay thee, fay n(it fo; 

love he had the trueil heart: 

O he was ever true ! 

And art thou dead, thou much- lov'd youth? 
And didft thou die for me - 

Then farewel, home ; for ever more 
A pilgiim I will be. 

Tuf fuft upon mv true love’s grave 
Mv w’eary limbs 1*11 lay ; 

And ihvicc I’ll kifb the giecn-grafs turf 
That wiaps his hieathlefs cla). 

’\’et li'iy, fair lady ; red awhile 
IJentarh this clciucr wall : 

See rhroiigli the hawrliorn blows the cold w ind. 
And dri//Iy rain doth fall. 

O flav me liOt, tliou holy friar, 

(*) day me not, I pray •, 

No driy/lv rain ihat falls on me 
Can V. dh my fuulr away. 

Tet ftr«y, frtii lady, turn again, 

And dr) rliofc pe.uU tears; 

For fee, bMieath ihi? gown of griy, * 

'I hs own tiue love appears. 

Il<To, forc’d by gilef jnd hopelefs love, 

Ihcfe holy w'led^ J fought: 

And here, amidfl ihefe lonely W'alls, 

To end my days J thought. 

But haply, for my year of grace 
Is not yc*t pafs'd away, 

Jil'ght I hill hope to win thy love, 

No longer would J flay. 

Nov. f.ircwcl grief, and welcome joy 
Once more unto my heart ; 

tor fmee 1 have fuunfl thee, lovely youth, 

We iKvei more will part. 

§ Ro. Black-eyed Sufan. GaV. 

A LC iu the Downs the fleet was moor’d, 

TU dic-amcu waving in the winJ, 


When black -eyed Sufan came on board, • 
O where dial I 1 my true love find } 

Tell me, yc jovial Tailors, tell me true, 

If my fw'cct William fails among your crev/ > 

William, who high upon the yard 
Rcjck’d 1))' the billows to and fro, 

Soon .is her wxll know n voice he heard. 

Me figh’d, and cafl his eyes below' ; 

The cord glides fwiirly tliro’ his glowing hands'^ 
And quick as lightning on the deck he ftaiuh. 

So the fwcet lark, high pois’d in air, 

Shuts clofe his pinions to his breaft, * 

If chance his mate’s Ihvill call he licar. 

And drops at once into her neft. 

The noblell captain in the Britilh fleet. 

Might envy M'illiam’s lips thole kilfes Iwcet# 

O Sufan, Sufan, lovely dear, 

My vows (hall ever true remain ; 

T.et me kifs olF that falling tear : 

We only part to mcLt again. 

Change as yc lift, yc winds, my he=irt fhall be 
The faithful compafs that fiill points to thee. 

Believe not what the landmen fay, 

Who tcmp.t with dfaibrs thy conftant mind. 
They’ll tell tlue, failors when away 
At every port a nullrcfs find. 

Yes, yes, ijtlune them wdien they tcU tlicc fo. 
For thou ait prefent wdicrclbe’er I go. 

If to fair India’s coaft we fail, 

Thv eyc'- ,irc feen in tliamonds bright, 

Thy Inearh is jVfric’s fpicy gale, 

Thy Iksii IS ivory ll) white; 

'I'hr.s t\erv hcautcous oljjert that T view 
Wakes in my foul lomc tluinri of lovely Suc< 

Tho’ battle calls me fiom thy arms, 

Let not my pretty Sufan mourn; 

I’ho’ cannons loar, yet, free from harms, 
William lhall to liis dear retunt : 

Love turns allile the ImIU tlut n und me fly, 

Leif precious tears flmuld drop from Sulan’s eye*. 

The bu.itlv\ain gives the dreadful word, 

T he laibi their fwclliiig bofoms fpread ; 

No longiT muft Ihe Ihiy on board : 

TIkv kil'sM; Ihe* ligii’d; he hung his head: 
i Her iels’r.iug boat unwilling lows to land ; 
j Adieu ' llie erica, and wav’d her lily hand. 


§ Gi. Sofi^. Rowe. 
, on a fummer’s day, 

In tile greenw^ood Ifiade I lay. 
The maid that I lov’d, 

As her fancy mov’d, 
j Came walking forth t’uat way. 

1 And as flic pafs’d by , 

With a fcornful glance of her cye^j 
What a fliainc, quoth Ihc, 

For a Twain muft it l>c, 
f-ike a lazy loon for to lie ! 

And doft thOu nothing heed 
What Pan our god has decreed, 
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* Whiit a prize to-day 
Shall be jrivcn away 
To tlie iVvectcft flicpherd’s rccd ? 

There's n«t a Tingle fiyain 
Of all this fruitful plain, 

But with hopes and fears 
Now bufily prepares 
The bonny boon to gain. 

Shall another maiden (liinc 
In brighter array tli in thine ? 

Ui', up, dull Twain, 

Tune thy pipe once again, 

And make the garland mine* 

Alas ! my love, I cried, 

What avails this courtly pride? 

- • Smte thy dear dclcrt 
Is written in my heart. 

What is all the world befidc > 

Ik) me thou art more zay, 

In this hoinely ruflet ij'ay, 

Than the nymphs of our green. 
So trim and lo (been. 

Or the briglucll queen t)f May. 

Whe^t tho’ my fortune frown, 

And deny thee a filken gown ; 

My own dear maid, 

Be contqnt with this lliadc, 
And a fliepherd all thy own. 


§ P2. PiUOR., 

A I.KXIS fliunnkl his fellow fwains, 

^ Their rural Tports and jocund ftrains : 

Hca\en fliield us all from Cupid's bow! 
lie loft his crook, he left his Hocks, 

And wand'ring thro’ the lonely rocks, 

He nourifh’d endlcTs woe. 

The nymphs and ftieplierds round* hint came, 
His grief Tome pity, others blame, 

The fatal caufe all kindly Tetk; 

He mingled his concern witli theirs, 

He gave them back tlicir friendly tears, 

He figlTd, buw could not fpeak. 

Cfarinda came among the reft ; 

And fhe, top, kind concern exprefo’d, 

And, a^’d the reafon of liis woe j 
She affc’d, but with an air and mien 
That, made it rafily forcTcen 

She fear ePtoo much to knpw* 

The llicphcrd rais’d his mournful hcad| 

And will you pardon me,, he Taid, 

While I the crucl.tiuth reveal i 
Which nothing from my bread ftiouid;tcar. 
Which never ihould offend your ear. 

But thax yoju hid me tell? 

*T|J thus I»rovc, ’tis thus complain, 

.^ce you appear’d upon the plain ; 

You are the caufe of all iny care 
Your eyes ten tliouTand dangers darr, 

Ten thouTand torments vex my 
1 love, aii'^ I (IcTpair., 


Too much, Alexis, ha\c 1 heard ; 

*Tis what 1 thought, ’ris wluit I fear’d, 
And yet 1 pardon y<hi, ftie ciied ; 

But you lhall promil’e ne’er again 
To breathe your vows, or I'peak your pain : 
He bow’d, obey’d— and died. 


^NE morning very early, one nwvning in the 

^ Tpring, 

1 heard a maid in Bedlam ,\\ ho mourn fully did Ting; 

Her chains Ihc rattled on her hands, while Tweetly 
thus lung Ihc, 

I love my love, becaufe 1 know my love loves me. 

O cruel were his parents who Tent my love to lea. 

And cruel, cruel was the Ihip that bore my love 
from me ! [they’ve ruin'd me; 

Yet I love his parents, fip.ee tliey'rc his, although 

And I love my love, betauTc 1 know my love lo\ es, 
me. 

O ftiould it plcafe the jiityin ^ pow’rs to call me tot 
the Iky, [love to fly ; 

I’d claim a guardian angel’s charge, aioiind my 

To guard him from all ilangeis, how iiappy fhould 
I he ! [me. 

For I love my love, becaufe 1 know my love lovc» 

I’ll make a ftrawy garland, I’ll make it wondious 
line. 

With roles, lilies, dailies, I’ll mix the eglantine ; 

Ami J’ll prefent it ti«> my love when lie returns 
from Tea ; [ itu. 

For 1 love my love, becaufe I know my love love#. 

O if 1 were a little bird to build upon bio biealt,. 

Or if 1 were a nightingale to ling my love to reft ! 

To gaze u^x)n his lovely eyes all my reward IhouLd, 
be ; [me. 

For 1 love my love, becaufe 1 know my love loves 

O if I were an eagle, foar i«ito the iky ! 

I’d gaze around; with piercing. eyes where I my 
lo\e might fpy ^ f 

But ah, Unhappy maiden ’ that love you ne’er lli.ill 

Yet I love, my iDvc,bctaulc 1 know my love loves, 


* § 84 . Sonj, 

T he fun was funk beneath tlij^ hill; 

The weftern cloud;? were lin’d with goldk 
Clear was the Iky, thft.wind was ftill, 

The flocks were penn'd within the fold 
When in the ftlcnce of the grove 
Poor Damon tlius dcfpair’d of love : 

Who feeks to pluck the fragrant roTa 
From the hard rock or oozy. beach,. 

Who from each weed tlwt barren, grow®, 
Kxpeds the grai^e or downy peachy. 

With equal faith may, hope to iind 
The truth of IpVfi in 3Yomaiikind. 

No herds have !> no ftepey care. 

No fields that wave v*J®h golden' grain^ 

No paftures green, nr garden* fair, 

A woman's venal heart to gain; 

h.b 3. ‘ 
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Then all in vnin my ri‘;hs mu ft prove, 

W N\lujio ^ ft nc, .-las ! ii 

}jow is the ftiiL'-ful \ontlt, 

binc( vuinuii’s ii. .nt*. are houL'-ht :m:l fold ! 

'I'bev alk I o \Ox\s tii ili, 

Wlicrt'er tiicv ft^h, they li^u t' rgjld: 

Gold call the frowns ni leorii i ; 

liUt I am IcorJi'd — v»ho have but lu\e. 

To buy tJie gt'iU'' < r IiKlia's coaft 

\Vh:U wcai’-li, \Ahir lulies iuftice ? 

Yil India’s fltorc llu.uldi never eoitl 
'1 he luftre of ihv nwil eyes ; 

For fherc the t.'o c! ea.j niuft prove; 

Can 1 then bnv — ” r.fi have bar lave. 

Then, M MV, n icc imt lm n's nor ore 
Can \vM*h .Iiy b r felf coinpaic, 

Be jii!’ as fall, and \.il- o nif-.e 

'J'luj. ins r.i ore' a 1 ^ .'.rr lirrere : 

Let iriafun" ire ■■'.er ia uui s move ; 

W'lio } ay - f’v v' carli m ft | ay in love. 


§ *>5- 

^T'ITAT beauties does Mora difclofe ’ 

lltAV ivveet are lici liiiiles uptai Tweed ! 
Eut Mary’s, llill Iwvciei ibaii <lioic, 
hoih Uatuie and fae.cv c'cetd. 

No o.try n( r 1\> c,.r I luiiim^ u.'e. 

Nor ,iil ihe l> ty liow' s oi tJie li'.ld, 

Nor r Left tuio’ iiio!e, 

bu'di b. awry and plcalnrc can vield, 

Tht- waib'evs aie heard in ciuli yicvc, 

1 he li'iuet, th.e laris, aod the larufti, 

The lii.iekbnd, and Iwia v< oiiyi dove, 

VV It . mufte einli. ar e^-'iy ti.in. 

Come, let us ^^o lorth to the m'.id, 

us itw, h'.\ tile pi •III o'es U'ni.g; 

We'll h'd^c in kviu ' i.iai^e on 1' ^ce I, 

And love v'iiile t; c fiMtl’crkl loll.s ling. 

Ho.v eMjt'' my I'v.c pals the lor., day ? 

■, iVi >rv' n r t<inl c Lw meep r 
Do i.'cy never i >. b . ly ft; ly, 

While ha|/pil>’ jIu l.cs aikvp> 

Tweed's mil m' rs Jh ul 1 I ■ i in.r lo reft ; 

K.1I. 1 nature in.’a'g'.T g iny b'iis, • 

To ri 1 eve tne iof p an of my breafl: 

I’d heal an ambi.’i.al kils. 

T'is fljc docs the VII gins excel, 

No bea;jty with lui can compare; 

Love's giuces ail K Ui.'.i hcr do dwell. 

She's far cit wuere iiiotil*an»ls are* fair. 

Say, ch '•rni r, whvit do thy ft jcks ftray ? 

O *A\ me at neon wl.tic ihey feed ' 

Shah I ftek them on fweet vvindi g Tay, 

Or the plcafaiiter banks of the Tweed ? 

mm, 1 tr/a qi eii i 'M — — 

§86. Nanry of the Plt/c', Shenstone, 

rpMK V' eftern (l;y vdas purpled o’er 
vViii’ ev ry plcafing ray. 

And ft ■ ks, reviving, felt no iTiore 
'1 he iu'iry luat oi d .y ; 


EXTRACTS, 

When from a hazel’s aTTlcfs bowV 
Soft warbled btrephon’s icnguc; 

ile bLis’d the feene, ne bkfs’d the hour^ 
While Nancy’s iTrailc he I'uiJg. 

Let fopr with fickle falfehood langc 
'1 hi pathi, of wanuin love; 

Wiiilft weeping maids lament th^ir change'. 
And fadden ev’iy grove : 

liur end I* (s blifft 'gs crown the day 
1 I'j V fail f (ham's dale ; 

And »„v’ry bleiiii g f.nd us way 
To Nancy of toe- vale. , 

’Twas from Avona's bank the maid 
DirtiJs’d her lovelv bt.itns; 

And ev’rv Jlimivg glarcc difplay’d 

llic Niii ul of lilt ftic iios. * . 

bofr as llic wild-d u.k’" tender young, 

I'lidt float on Avon’s tide ; 

Jiiiglu ns the vv:.tct-lily fpriing 
And glitt’iinp, near us ftde. 

hrefii ds the hord’rirg fli.w’rs her bloom J1 
Her eye all mild to view ; 

The little halcyon’s azuie plume 

Was never half fo blue. I 

Her (Inpe was like the reed, fo (leek. 

So taper, ftiaiyj-i, luui for; 

Hcr dimpled Inrle, lier hlulbing cheek. 
How ch^iming Lveet they were ! 

har in t!tc vvindl*'g vale n tir’d 
Tais pi,erlels bud 1 I'.Aind, 

And lhadow mg rrcKs and woods confpir'd 
To fen.c lier beaiuie.^ round. 

That nature in fo lone a. dell 
Sli Aild form a nyir.pli lo I'wcct ! 

('ll ioitiii c to her f erit cell 
Co!-durf my wanci'iing feet! 

Gay lO’^dl Jigs foiighr b.cr for their bride, 
Eut Ihc would ne’er inehne : 

Prove to \our ».tpi:ih: true, (lie ciied^ 

As 1 will piuve- to iiiii.e. 

’Tis Si-cj fu n on the mountain’s brow 
H:^ won my right gv>)d will ; 

i o him I gave my pughted vow, 

With him I’ll ciiiiib ilu hill. 

Struck with her charms and gentle truth, 

J ridfji'tl ths conftanr fair; 

To lu r dh'pe 1 give my youth, 

And vuvv niy futu e larc. 

Ami when tliis vow (IihI! faithlcfs prove, 
Or 1 thfi'e cliarms foi\./,o, 

The uream that faw our t.T.der love, 

That llre-dm (hall cealc to liow. 


§ 87 . Sor/^. To the Memory of W, Shenflonet Efq» 
CUNNlNGHAli^ 

^^OME, (hephi ids, we’ll follow the hearfe, v 
And fee our lov’d Co ydon laid : 
ri o’ lo rovv m«v blemilh tl\c verfc, 

Yet let the fad tnbutc be paid, 


They 
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7'hcv cp.HM him the pride of the plain : 

^ In Ihorh he v .is identic ami kiml 3 
lie 111 Iiis L-ic^aiif llrain, 

'I'lie j^iaccs glow’d m his mind. 

On pin-pofc he phmted yon trees, 

Tli.it birds in the co\lH mii^hc dwell ; 
lie cultur’d the th\me tor the lues, 

Biif nc^ er wo’.jKl lUie their cell. 

Ye Iambi ins, that play’d at his icct, 

Go bleat, and yniir malkr bemoan j 
IJis mufic was artlel'o and iweet, 

Iiis iTjanners as mild as your own^ 

Nf) verdure fliall ciAlt the \alc, 
i\o hioo!n «.n t’ne blolihms apj-warj 
'The Tweets of tiie Ih.ill hnl, 

^And..;vin:i r tideolour the year, 
birds in »!iiv hedLi;iis Jhail liiis' 

(Oiir hi dyes To \oeel bcio; 0), 

Sine; he rh.ii Ihoiild \\e](omc the Tpring 
Call guel ihe Itafon no moie. 

ITis riwlli^ was fond of Iiis praife, 

And |)oiis came UH’eal in a thiong; 
They lilViii'd, ard cinicd his lays, 

Hill wl'.icli of them ciuall’d his hmg ^ 
Yc llupheids, henet forward he mote, 

I''m iofi Is rlie p.ifioial lb ..in ; 

So give me my Corydon’s Ante, 

And tlms — let me bleak ii in twain. 


§ .S>'r. L\TTrLTON» 

'■pHlC heavy houis are almod ; alt 
'J h.'t pait my love and me : 

IVjv loiij'lng e\es may hope at lall 
Their only wilh to lie. 

Bur Ixwv, my Delia, will yon meet 
Tlie man you’ve lolt ib long ? 

Will hive in all your pubis hear. 

And iremble on your tongue ? 

Will yon in ev’rv look declare 
Your iuert h itill ib-c fame ; 

And lical e.ich idle anxious carc 
Our feats in abfence frame ? 

Thus, Delia, thus I p.aint the fccnc 
When Ihoiilv we lh;.!l mcLt, 

A’hI trv what vot remains between 
Of loii’ring time to ciicat. 

But if ibe dream that foothes my mind 
iJhall falfc and groniidlefs prove, 

if 1 am doom '(fat lengih to find 
You liave forgot to love ; 

All 1 of Venus alk is this— 

No more to let ns join ; 

But grant me here the flatt’ring blifs^ 

Xo die, and think you mine. 


y § 89. Song. I.YTTELTON.. 

•^E^HEN Delia on the plain appears^ 
AvvM by a thoufand ictider fears,. 

5 would approachvbut dare not move 5^ 

'i elL itjCx my htart,^i£ this be love ^ 


BALLADS, iic. 

Whene’er Ihe fptaks, mv ravifli’d cir 
No titl'iT voice nut lieis can he^r, 

No (‘ther w it Intt h.eis ..'"prove ; 

Tell iiie, iny liLsirt, if ihis be lov c > 

If ihe fomc other Iv .ain commend., 

Tlio' 1 \v::< (tvicc his foude'd fiici.d, 

Iiis inlhmt enemy I prove ; 

Tell me, my lieart, if tins he love? 
When llic is abfenr, 1 no more 
Delight in all that ple.is’d before, 

'Idle cle\iren. fpiing, t!ic ih.idisd grove j 
Tell me, my I'eart, if tiii^ be love > 

\\ hen fond of pow’r, of beaut v vain. 
Her nets live Iou.kI foi cv'ry Iwiiii, 

I lirovc to iiute, but vainly llruve ; 

Tell me, my hcair, if this he love ? 


. § 90. Song, Soa>:e Ji-nvns. 

^00 plain, th vr youth, thefe ti INtalc eyeS 
■* My h- ait yom’ ewn d-, rhu'i* ; 

But for heav en's l.d e hr it Kill lU 
You reign tiiumphtiut theie. 

Forbear your ntnn'i't now 'r to try, 

N('i fiMther U'g'- voi’.i 
Prds n(,t for wii.it I mud deny, 

For fear I Ihonhl r-i>ey. 

CtAiId all vonr ar;s ficeersful prpve, 

\\d)u!d you a nvii.l undo, 
liole* greattd f.ulinp, is he*i love. 

And tlMt her love foi vrni ? 


S.iy, would you nil* that verv pow’i: 

’Will from her bindnef. cliiiiii, 

'To ruin ir. one fatil lioiir 
A lire oi fp./ilefs fame ^ 


Ucfolvc not th.en to do an ill 
Becaufe ],erlKi[s you 111 ly ; 

Bvit rather uft your utmoLt Ikill 
'I'o five me, tlinii betray. 

Be yon yourfclf my ii Jut’s- guard 3. 

l^efe-'id, ami not purliie ; 

Since ’tis a laJk for me tvo hard 
To ilri'.'e wirii love and you. 


§91. Soug, TJh Vowu' oj yiKji(\ LlsLir,. 
^/IlENOrpIi-uswent downtothereglonsbclow^ 
Wiiich men aie tea bidden to lit. 

He tun’d up his lyie, as old lulU>ries ihevv, 

'I'o 111 his Kurvdice I’lec. 


All hell was aftonilh’cl a peifai fcrvvilc 
Should rallily endanger his life. 

And venture I’o far — hut l ow vad their fu rp. 
When they heard tliar he came for Ins wittil' 

To And out a puniflimcnt due to his fauir„ 

Old IMuio long puzzled his brain j 
But hell had not torments liifFicienr, i.c thougiit— • 
So he gave him his^wife back again. 

But pity fucceeding found place in his heart; 

And, pleas’d with his p!.aying fo well, 

He took her again in reward of his art,. 

Such power had luuliC in kdli 
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§ SoKg. Rowe. 

^pO the brook and the willow, thai, heard him 
coi-pphiin, 

Ah willow ! willow ! 

poor Colin went V'ce|'i!! 2 :, and told them his pain. 
Sweet ftreani,ht* ciiedjf.Klly I’ll teach thcetfi flow , 
And the waters Iball rilcN’tlit la ink with niy woi. 
All icfrlch. and } lint'.il iiiy Celia now lies, 

And cov.Pta the lad inonRiM.s nine as it ^ic’S : 
To the* r.vrnph, my 1 k”iil\ Io’. e, \t' hdr lliimhtii 
repair, [vour care , 

Spread vour downy wiin’- o'er lirr, an<l nud'.c hci 
Let me be left refilers, nunc eyes ne\'cr ciofc, 

St) the llcfpthat I I'd'e oi\e m\ dear one n pofe. 
Sweat ftream ’ if vnii rliruict by her pillow to creep, 
Perhaps your loft nuirinurs ivnv lull hei to deep. 
Ikir if 1 Jin doom’d to be wretilied indeed, 

And the lofs of my e'hariner llie fates lu\ e dectccd, 
Relieve me, thou fair one, thou dear one behc\c, 
Few Tighs to thy lols, and f i w tears will I give. 
One fare to thy C<din and tlite Ihall lx tide, 

,Aiid h'on lay thy fhepherd «!own bv tliy redd rile*. 
Then ghdt , gentle lirook, and to lofo rhyfelf haite, 
Bear this to my wiluw/ ; tin. verfe is mv laft. 
Ah willow ' willow I Ah willow * willow ! 


9^ So>F^. 

pxEAR Chloc, while tiuis heyond menfure 
You trcit me with doubrs'nnd dildain, 

You rob all wmr )OMth of its pjcafurc, 
yVnd li'Mrd up an old arc ('f pain : 

Yo'ir maxim, that love is (till f»>unde*d 
On (harms that will <|ui(kly decriy, 

You wil' fnd to be very ill-ipouiuicd 
Whet) ore., you Ub div lares obey. 

The paflion from heautv hi ft draw'ii 
Your kiiuincls will va^ly impniVej 

Soft U/4:s and gay fmiles arc the elawm, 
Fruiiion 's the fiinfliine or love : 

And though the bright beams of your eyes 
Slioald be eloucl.d, that row are lo gay, 

And durknef'i obfeure all tlie ikies, 

W'e ne'er can formal it wms day. 

Old Darhv. wuth joan by his fide, 

You oti have regirdcd with wonder; 

He IS droj'fic.il, file is forc-cyed, 

Yet t’ney’ie ever uneasy afunelcr; 

Together r • v lottcr about, 

And fit in the fun at the door ; 

And at night, when old Darby’s pipe’s out, 
Jlis Joan w,ll ror fmoke a w'liifiT more. 

No beauty or wur li poillfs, 

' '1 heir fev’ral faiiing)> ’o 'nnorher; 

Tb.cn what are the CMr u*-, cin you guefs, 
That make* tiiciii fo fond of each other ? 

'Tis i''c pleafing rcmeiubraiKt* of youth, 
The endearments that love did heftow, 

The t’-oaghts of p..ft pleafnre and truth, 

'1 he heft of all bid in gs below. 

Thcfe traces for ever will laft, 

Which ficknefs nor lime can remove ; 

For when > outii and beauty are raft. 

And age brings the* winter of love. 


A friendftiip infenfibly grows 

By rev iews of fuch raptures as tliefe, 
And the current of fondnels ftill flows, 
VV’^hich decrepit old age cannot freeze. 


§ 94 . Ctilbv:i\ r Cooper* 

\ WAV 1 let i.ought lo h.ve dilplcafing, 

^ JVly Willi ii da, nujve tliy fe.ti ; 

[.Cl nomrlyt dtJav the lieaveiily blciling, 

Nor fqiie.iniifti piidc, uoi gloomy care. 

What tbo’ no grants oi royal donors , 

VViih pompous titles grace our blood; 

W^e’Il llimc m more fubftantMl I'.onuurs, 

And to he noblt, wc'li be good. 

What tho* fiom foi tune’s bvifii bountyS^ 

No mu'.luy rveafures wc peftefs, 

We'll find w'iiliiu our pittance plenty, 

And be conirut without excels. 

Still lli'di each kind r(tuvnin«r feafim 
Suflieient for our wifli s '.ntc ; 

For wc will live a life r f rerift'ii, 

And that’s the only hie to Ine. 

Our name, while virtue thus we tender, ( 
Shall fwccily found where'er ’iis fp^ke, 

And all the great ones nuiih ihall wonder 
How they admire fucli little folk. 

Tl.ro’ youth and age, in love excelling, 

Wc’il liand in hand together tread ; 

Sweet finihng peace Ihall crown our dwelling. 
And babes, fweet fmiling babes, our bed. 

H 'w fimuld I love the prettv creatures, 

Wl.ilft n.und my knees they fondly clung. 

To fie them lool; their mother's features, 

'J'o hear ’em lifp their mother’s tongue * 

And when with envy time traiifported 
Shall think to rob us of eAir joys, 

You’ll in your gills agiin be courted. 

And I’ll goo w'ooiiig in my beys. 


§ 95 . So?7’^. Percy. 

^ NANCY ! wilt tlmu go with me, 

^ N(n’ figh to leave the flaunting town ? 
Can filent glens have charms for thee, 
The lowdy cot and niftet gown ? 

No longer dri ft in hlkrn fheen. 

No lon^^cr deck’d with jewels rare, 

Say, canft thou e]uir ('arh rouiily feene. 
Where thou wert fain ft of the fair ? ‘ 


O Nancy ' when thou'rt far away, 

W ilt thou not caft a \v lih behind ? 
Say, canft thou face the parching ray, 

^ Nor fhrink before the wintry wind ? 

O can that foft and gentle mien 
Extremes of hardftiip h am to bear, 
Nor fad regret each courtly fcenc, 

Where thou wert faireit of the fair 

O Nancy ! canft thou love fo true, 

Thro’ perils keen with me to go ; 

Or, when thy fwain milhap fliall rue, 
To lliare with him the pang of woe ?i 
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iSijy, Ihovild difcafe or pain befal, 

Wilt thou allume tlic n uric’s care, 

Nor willful thole gay fccncs rccal 

Where ihou wort faireft of the fair ? 

• 

And when at laft thy love (hall die, 

Wilt thou receive his parting bicath ? 
Wilt thou rcprel's each llrnggling figli, 

And cheer with Imiies flic bed of death ? 
And wilt rliou oVr hi-> brcathlcfs clay 
Strew flow’rs, and diop the tender tear ? 
Nor then regret thofe fcencs lb gay, 

Whei;e thou wert faireft of the h^ir ? 


§ 96. So//j, Mallet, 
rjpHF-iniiling morn, the breathing fpring, 
ln\iti. the timefiil birds to Ting; 

And, w]\ile th' y waible from cacli Ipray, 
Lo\e melts the univerfal lav, 

]-et r.s, Amanda, timely wifi:, 

Like thc?Ti impiovc the hour that flics; 
And in loft laptures waile the day. 

Among the Ihndes of MAY. 


For Ibon ilic winter of the year, 
Aidl age, life’s winter, will appear : 
Ar jf/vV, thv living l)!oorn muft fade ; 
j^lhaf will ftrip the verdant (hade, 
■^ir taftc of pleafure then is o’er; 

'J'he feather’d fongfters love no more : 
And v'hcn they droijp, and wc decay. 
Adieu the fliades of En DERM AY ! 


§ 97. Ihe Shanijh Lady's Lo^ve, 

you hear a Spanilh lady, ‘ 

How llie woo'd an Englilh man ? 
Garments gay, as rich as may be, 

Deck’d with jewels had flic on ; 

Of a comtly countenance and grace s^as flic, 
Both by birth and parentage of high degree. 

As his prilbncr there he kept her. 

In his hands her life did lie ; 

Cupid’s bands did tic them fafter, 

By the liking of an eye. 

In his courteous company was all her joy, 

*1 o favour him in any thing flic was not coy. 


But at laft there came commandment 
For to let all ladies free, 

^'Wirli their jewels ftiU adorned. 

None to do them injury. 

O then, faid this lady gay, full woe is me ! 

O let me ftill fuftain this kind captivity ! 

Gallant captain, flicw fomc pity 
To a lady in diftrels ; 

Leave me not ivithin this city. 

For to die in heavinefs : 

Thou haft fet, this prefent day, my body free, 
my heart in prifon ftill remains with thee. 

How fliouldft thou, fair lady, love me, 
W’hom thou know’ft thy country’s foe ? 
Thy fair words make me furpcdl thee ; 
S^-rpciiis lie where grovv.” 


All the harm I wifli on thcc, moft courtcouc 
knight, 

God grant upon my head die fame may fully light. 

Blcffed be th? time and fe ifon.. 

That thou came on Spanilli ground; 

If you may our focs be termed, 

Gentle foes wc have you found : 

W^ith our city, you h.u c won <iur heai ts each onCi^ 
Then to your country hear away tliat is your own. 

“ Reft you ftill, moft gallant lady ; 

Reft you Itill, and \ycep no luurc ; 

Of fair flowers you have plenty, 

Spain doth yield yon woiHirons ftorc.” 
SpaiiLiuh fraught with jealoufy wc (i’l do find, 
HutKngliflimen throughout the world aic counted 
kind. 

Leave me not unto a Spaniard, 

Thou alone cnjoy’lt my heart; 

1 am lo\tly, vising, and lender, 

Love IS likewife my defert : 

Still to lervc thee day and night my mind-i*; preft; 

1 he wife of c\Vy EnghHiman is counted blv;li. 

“ It would be a flianic, fair lady. 

For to bear a woman hence j 
Englilh Ibldiers never carry 
Any Inch without oftaue.” 

I w'ill ijuickly change rnylclf, if it be fo, 

And like a page will follow thee where ’er thou go. 

“ J have neither gold nor filver 
To maintain thee in this cafe; 

Ai.d to travel is great chaigcs, 

As you know in cv'ry pl.icc.” 

My chauib and jewels cv’ry one (hall be thy own, 
And eke u n ihoufand pounds in gold that lies uii-, 
known. 

“ On the fjas aie many d.ingcrs,^ 

Many florins do thcic r^rii'e, 

Which will be to ladies dreadful, 

And force tears from wat’ry eyes.”* 

W'ell, in troth I lhail endure extremity. 

For J "ould find in hcait to lole 111 y life for thco. 

Courteous lady, leave this folly, 

Ifeie comes all that breeds the ftrife; 

1, in England, have already 
A fvveet woman to my wife; 

I will not lalfify my vow for gold nor gain, 
Noryct for all the fi.lrtft dames that live in Spain, 

O how happy is that w'oman 
1 hat enjoys lo true a friend ! 

Many happy days God fend her ! 

And of my fuit I’ll make an end : 

Oa my knees I pardon crave for my olFencc, 
Wl^icli love and true afFe£tion did lirft commence. 

Commend me to that gallant lady, 

.Bvar to her this chain of gold, 

With thefe bracelets, for a token ; 

’ Grieving that I was fo bold : 

'All my jewels, in like fort, take .thou with, thcc; 
For ibcy arc ftiting,®or thy wife^.but not for me. 

Twill 
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I will f|icnd my d lys in pravtr. 

Love and all her defv ; 

In :i nunnery J will fi;:oad ine. 

Far fiom any company : 

?»ut, ere my prayers have an end, he fure of rhi*:, 
To pray for thee and Fjrthy love 1 will nvuniil*.. 

Thus farcwrl, moft i^allant captain! 

Farewel to my heart’s coniciu I 
Count nor Spaniili ladies wantriii, 

Tliough to thee my mind was bent ; 

Jov and true profpcritv 1^0 liill with thee ! 

Tlie like fall unto tliy fharc, moft fair lady.” 


g 9^. 7'f\ C'li! 'if'}7 In /V UWj/-^ nr. The 

bloifolk Ct'.iih n.rn's Itji V/til o>id It Jiiwunt, 

N OV/ pouler well, you parents dear, 

I'lic words wliiili I ih-d.l write; 

A dolct'ul fioiy you llndl hear, 
fn time buuiijlit hntli to h^ht;: 

A i^entlcman (‘f good account 
in Norfolk liv’d of lat-*, 

Whole wealth and riches did furmount 
M(ift men of his eftate. 

Sore he!: he was, and like to die. 

No help that he could hrne; 

Ills wife by him as fick did lie, 

And born poftelVd one };ra\c. 

No loec ht tween thclc tvvo \\,is lofb^ 

EiJi 'v.is to Ollier Lind : 

Jn i(Ae flu V liv’d, in love they died. 

And left two babes behind : 

The one a fine and preti > 'uev. 

Not pafhr.g three yeai'» old • 

Th’ other a girl, more tinm hr,, 

And made in beauty’s iiUiLiUl. 

The Lnlier left his litik hni, 
plainly doth appear, 

When \w to perfect a;^e flinnld come, 

Three hundud pounds a year; 

And to his little d.uH^JiTer Jane 
Five himdied pound • in gohl, 

To be paid down on mairiaj^c day, • 

Wbii'li imy’:!; not be eontroul'd : 

But if the ( luldrcn chas cc to die 
Ere iliLV to age Ih-.uld come, 

Their uncle ftiould poillfs their wealth. 

For fo the will did run. 

Now, brother, CmM t!ie dying man. 

Look to my children dear; 

Be good unto my hoy and giil, 

■No friends die I Ikivc here ; 

To God and you 1 do commend 
My childrcri night and day ; 

But li'tlc while, be furc, we have 
Within this woild to ftay. 

You mud be father and mother botli^ 

And uncle, all in one ; 

Cod knows ^i'hat will become nf thqni, 

I am dc^d luid 


With that bcfpake their motlicr dear ; 

0 hiotiier kind, quoth Ihe, 

You arc the man muft bring our babes 
To wealth or mifcry. 

And if you keep them carefully, 

'I'lico Gi)d will you reward ; 

If othciwiib )OU lleiii to deal, 

God will your deeds nyard.' 

Wirli lips as cold as any hone 
Shr kifs’d her children Irn.iil : 

God hLl, you both, my cliildien dca: ? 
With that the tears did fall. , 

ThcCij fpn ebes then their brother fpoke 
'J o tii'i fuk coujde th-re : 

The Lli of your cK.!dren dear. 

Sweet luicT, do not fear ; 

G('d never ]uoli)er rue nor mine. 

Nor aught cue that I have, 

If I do wrong your children dear> 

VV'heii you arc laid in giave. 

Theii parents being dead and gone. 

The children liome lie tal'.es, 

And bring', them home unto liii houf^. 
And muili of them lie i’mIsV '. 

He had n(«t kept thefi' pretty babes 
A twcUenionth and a duv, 

, Whin for tl’eif wealth he il'd devif© 

1 o iTiadve lliLiii boili away. 

fie bargain’d with two ruffians rude, 

Wh ri. w ere of fuiiom. mood, 

Thai the s fijould take the cliildicn young'^ 
And f'jv them in a wooil. 

He fdd LiL wiL, and all he ind, 

He dul the children lend 
To he brought up in fair I^ond'.n, 

With one that was his friend. 

Away then went thclc pretty babes* 
Rcjcictng at that tide, 

Rei</icmg with a merry mind, 

TIicy Ihould on cock-hoilc ride* 

Thev praie and prattle pleafamly, 

As they rode on the way, 

To thole tliat Ihould their butchers bcj^ 
Aiul work thcii lives decay. 

So thru t’nc pretry 1‘peccli tlvoy had 
Made niLU'd’rcrs heaits relent ; 

And they that iindoriLok the deed 
Full lore ilicy did repent. 

Yet one of them, more hard of heart*. 

Did vow to do his charge, 

Bccaule the wretch that hired him 
Had paid him Very largQ 

The other would not agree thereto^ 

So here they fell at ftrife ; 

With one another they did light 
About the childrems life : 

And he that was of mildcft mocc^ 

Did Ihy the other there, 

Within an unfrequented woodj 
While babes did qtiaKg tor t.car>. 
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\ He trxjk the children by tlie h:md, 

^ When tears Hood in their tyc; 

And bade them come and with him. 
And hxik they did not erv : 

And two'long in'Its he Kd t' em on, 
While they for fotjd tvifophiin : 

Stay here, qtuth he, I’ll biin^ you bread, 
When I do come ri^aiii. 

The tc pretty babes witli hand in hand 
Went wandcrin'.j; v.|» and down j 
Bat never ?TK»rc they i'.iw the nuu 
An.j?-oachiiic: from the tt'w n : 

Their prcf y I'.jv, v. iili ijl.eUbenles 
W'ere all Lh 'nie ir d and dv 'd ; 

And when they (n\v the d.ir.v.<biiic niglit, 
They fat iliem down and ciied. 

Thus wander’d ihefc two pret*-y babes, 
TTl! de.’tii diid end their griet j 
In one ..n* !hc<\ arms they died, 

As b hes \eanlinir rebe-f ; 

Ko I'.nri.il ilitfe pret'y bab'.s 
Of ,1 y man receives, 

Till Ib>'..m-ri d-bi eu<i painfully 
Did cover tlum witti leaves. 

An® now the heavy wialh of Cod 
ijpo ' ilieir uncle h il j 
Yi/, fa!. id heads did haunt his houfe, 
Mbs eonieiencc tcit a hell : 

His bnins V e 'e lir’d, I'is y_o''als confiuiiM, 
Ills I. Mil]:, were hirrcn m ide, 

His caiilc diid uiiliin the fivM, 

And not!. mg with him Ifaie!. 

And, in the vovngc ofrortugi!, 

T'wo ot Irs forib did die ; 

And, to conclude, hindelf ivas brought 
T o extreme m.l'e y : 

He pawn’d and inoirgag’d a!! his land 
Kic feven years came alxntt, 

And now at length this wicked act 
Did by this means come- out. 

The fellow that d.id take in hand 
Tiiefc children lor to kill, 

Was for a robbery judg'd to die, 

As was God's biefit'd will ; 

Who did con refs tlie very truth, 

The which is here exprefs’d ; 

Their uncle died, while he, for debt, 

In I'rilbn long did reft. 

All you that be executors made, 

• And overrec‘:.s eke, 

Of children that be fatlierlefs. 

And infants mild and meek, 

Take you example by this thing, 

.*And yield to each his right ; 

Left God, with fuch like inifcry. 

Your wicked minds requite. 


99, Ballad. Ihe Hunting in Cbc'-.^^Cbafe. 
^OD profper long our noble king, 

^ Our lives and lafeties all; 

A woeful hunting once there did 
In Chcvy-Cha:c befal : 


To drive ihc deer with hound and hof* 

Karl Percy took his \\ ay ; 

The child may rue that is unborn 
The hunting of that day. 

The (tout carl of Northumberland 
A \ o\v to God did make. 

His plcallire in the Scottifh v/oods 
Three fummer’s days to take ; 

The chiefeft harts in Chcvy-Clnfc 
T(i kill and beai away. 

Tbck* tidmgs to carl Dougl.is came 
In Stothmd, wiKie he lay ; 

Who hilt carl Pertv pre-ent word 
Ik wviuiil present liis ti'oit : 

The r*b)|dif]i eail, not fe.’niDg llii>, 

Did to the vvoods reluri, 

With hfreen hur.drid ho a men bold ; 

All chol'en m^ii of ini. ht. 

Who knew fuT well, iii tunc of need. 

To aim th ic Ih.ifis anglit. 

The gaihni givylv’und. Iwifly ran, 

To chafe the lallovv’ decr : 

On Monday ti'Cv^ hij^an to hurt, 

Wlien day-liglit did appear; 

And, long b'.fn’-e high noon, they had 
A hunJicd. fat bucks Ikmi ; 

Then, having din d, the (Inners went 
T"o roufc tlieni up ag.iin. 

The bowmen niulkr’d im the liills. 

Well able to niilnie : 

Their hackfides all, with fpcci.il care, 

T'hat day were guarded fure. 

The hounds ran fwiftly tiuough the woodsj 
T'hc nimble deer to uke; 

And with iliLir ciiis the hills and dales 
An echo llirill did mahe. 

f.crd Percy to the ejuarry went, 

To view ti'C Ibuglitc'i’d deer; 

(iuoih he, carl Douglas proinifed 
I'liis day to meet me here : 

If that I thought he ivould not come 
No longer would d fiay. 

Wit:h that a brave \oung gentleman 
Thus to the earl did lay : 

Lo ! yonder dcih carl Douglas come. 

His men in armour bnglit ; 

Full twenty hundred Scuttilh (pears 
All marching in our light; 

All men of pleafant Tividale, 

Faft by tiic river Tweed. 

Then rcafe your fport, earl Percy faid* 

.<\nd take your bows with fpeed : 

And now with me, my countrymen, 

Your courage Foith advance ; 

For never was there champion yet. 

In Scotland or in France, 

Thdt cycr did on- liorfcback come, 

But if my hap it were, 

I durll encounter, man for man. 

With him to break a fpear. 


£irl 
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F:\rl Douglas on a milk-white ftced, 

Alnil like a baron bold, 

Rede foremoft of the company, 

Wlujfe armour flionc like gold : 

{ihew me, fiid l»e. whole men you be 
TlKit jjvi '.t fo boldly hcic \ 

wirl'.out my conlenr, do chafe 
And kill my fallow-deer? 

The man that lirfi did anfwer make. 

Was nob'e I’eicy, lit- \ 

Who f.iid, VVe lill not to d.erlarc, 

Nor Ibcw whole men we be ; 

Yet will we fpend our deareft blood, 

Th/ th.ufvif harts to 11. ly. 

Then Oi.uglas fworc a lolemu oath. 

Anil thus in rage did fay : 

Kre thus I will <-nr-h’*avcd be, 

One of us two Ihiill die: 

1 know tint* well j an earl tliou art. 

Lord Peicy ; fu am 1. 

IJur trull: me, IVrcy, j ity it w'cic, 

Ard gr* it cilienrc, to kill 
Anv of tlicfe om hannleis men, 

I' or they have dune no ill. 

Let tlw'u and I the battle try, 

Ard fet our men afide. 

Accurs’d l/v ho, lord Percy laid, 

1») w'liom this is denied. 

Tlic.i (lcp\i’d a gallant ’lipiirn forth, 
WMtherington was his name, 

Who laid, I would not have it told 
To lf^-nry our king, for fliainc, 

Th.t e'er my captain fouglit i;ii foot. 

And L ftcjod looking on: 

Y('U be two earls, laid Vv'itherington, 

Ahd I a 'fill! ire alone : 

I'll do the bcO that do f may, 

Wtvic r li.ive drength lo (land ; 

WluL- 1 have poM. r t<^ wield my Iword, 

J’ll fghi wlih heart and hand. 

Our Rngl’lh ruelicrs bent rlieir bows. 

Their hc.nrs were geoil ami truej 
A*" the riiil digbr of arrows fent, , 

Full three Icore Seor> they flew. 

T<i drive I’oc deer with hound and horn. 

Rail Douglas liad tiie bent ; 

A c.apruin, ino.:’il with m ekle pride. 

The Ipears to fliivers lent. 

They clos'd full fall on evVy fide. 

No flack nefs there was found ; 

And many a gc^lant gentleman 
Lay gafping on the ground. 

O Chrift * it was a grief to fee, 

And likcwife for to hear 
The cries of men lying in their grnre, , 

And fcattev’d here and the’*c. 

At laft thefe t'vo flout carls did meet. 

Like capfai ’S of great miglit ; 

Like lions mov'd, they la'd cn loa l,^ 

7,crucl 
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Tliey fought until they both did fwcat. 

With Iwords of temper’d ftcci j 
Until the blood, like drops of rain, ' 

They trickling down did feel. 

Yici-d thee, lord Percy, Douglas faid ; 

In faith 1 will thee bring 
^Vhere thou fiialt high advanced be 
I5y James our Scoitilh king. 

Thy rani'om I will freely give. 

And rhm* icport of thee : 

PhoM art the mofl courageous knight 
That ever 1 did fee. 

No, Doiigl.n:, quoth e.irl Peicy then. 

Thy proffer X do Icorn ; 

X will nor yield to any Scot 
Th.it ever yet was born. 

VV’^ith that there came an arrow keen, 

Out of an Englilli bow, 

Which flruck carl Douglas to the heart, 

A deep and deadly blow : 

Who nc\cr fpokc more \.-r»rds than thefe a 
Fight on, my merry men all ; 

For why * my life i^ at an cml : 

Lord Percy. fqes my fall. 

Then leaving life, carl Percy took 
Tl'.e di-CKkin m by the hand ; 

And fiul, Rnrl Douglas, for rhy life 
Would I had loft my bind. 

O Chrift ' my very heart doth bleed 
With funow for thy fake j 
For fu«'c a more renowned knight 
Mifchancc did never take. 

A knight anioi'gft the Scots thcic was,^ 

Which r.ivv earl Douglas die, 

W'lio Itraiglic in wrath did vow revenge 
Upon the earl Percy : 

Sir Hugh .Montgomery was he call’d ; 

Who, with a fpear moft, bright, 

Well muimrcd/5n a gallant freed, 

Ran fiercely through the light : 

And pafs'd the Knglifli archers all, 

Without all dread nr fear; 

'And through carl Percy’s body then, 

He thruil his hateful fpear: 

With fuch a vehement force and might 
He did his body gore. 

The fpear vycnt through the other fide 
A large cloth yard, and more. 

So thus did both.,fctiefc nobles die, 

Whofc courage none could (lain. 

An Englifli arcKcr then perceiv’d 
The noble carl was llain ; 

Hr had a bow bent in his hand, 

Made of a trufty tree ; 

An arrow of a cloth-yard long 
Up to tile head drew he ; 

Againft fir Hugh Alohtgoracry- 
So right the fliaft he let, 

The grcy-gouib wing that w.-:v rheraon 
In his hcasr-blcnd was wtt,^ 
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his fight did laft from break of day 
Till fetting of the fun ; 

For when they rung the evcning-bcll 
The battle fcarce was done. 

With the earl Percy there was flaiii 
Sir John of Ogerton, 

Sir Robert Katcliffc, and fir John, 

Sir James that bold baron : 

And with fir George, and good fir James, 
lioth knights of good account, 

G<Jocl fir J-lalph Raby there was flain* 
Whofe prowefs did furmount. 

For Withcrington needs muft I wail* 

As one in dolefvil dumps ; 

For when his legs were fmitten off, 
lie fought upon his Humps. 

And witli eail Douglas there was flain 
Sir Hugh Montgomery ; 

Sir Charjes Currel, that from the field 
One foot would never fly j 

Sir Charles Murrel of Ratcliffc too, 

His fiftcr’s Ton was he ; 

Sir David Lamb, fo will cfleem’d, 

Y,it favtd could not be, 

tlie lord Maxwell, in like wife, 
id w itli earl Douglas die : 

Of twenty hundred Scottifli fpeara. 

Scarce fifty-five did fly. 

Of fifteen hundred F.ngliflimcn 
Went home but fifry-ihicC ; 

The reft were flain in Chevy cliafe. 

Under the green-wood tree. 

Next day did many widows cornc^ 

Their hu (bands to beuailj 

They waflt’d their nounds in brinifli tears. 
But all would not prevail. 

Their bodice^ bath'd in purple blood, 

They bore with them away ; 

They kifs’d them dead a thoufand times 
When they were clad in clay. 

Tliis news was brought to Edinburgh, 
Where Scotland’s king did reign, 

That brave carl Douglas fuddeiily 
Was with an arrow llain. 


0 heavy news’ king James did fay j 
Scotland can witnefs he, 

1 tiaNC not any captain more 
Of fuch accdciiit as lie. 

Like tidings to king Henry came, 
Within as Ihort a fpace*, 

That Percy of Northumberland 
Was flain in Chevy-Chafe. 

Now God be with him, faid our king, 
Sith ’twill no better be ; 

1 iVuft T have within my realm 
Five hundred as good as he. 

Yet fliall not Scot nor Scotland fay, 
But 1 will vengeance take j 

And be revenged on tliem nil 
Fcr brave lord Percy’s fake. 
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This vow full well the king perform’d. 

After, on Humblcdown, 

111 one day fiftv knights were flain, 

With lords of gic.vt renown ; 

And of the reft, of final 1 account. 

Did many hundreds die. 

Thus ended the hunting of Chtvy-Cl'afe, 

Made by the earl Percy. 

God fave the king, and bids the land 
III plenty, joy, i‘nd peace ; 

And grant, henceforth, tliat foul debate 
’Twixt ndblcnicii m iy ceal'c. 


§ loo, Sir Cu7>Vn:c. 

There is fumflhing pecnl.ar in the metre of this olA 
halUid : it is not uiiufual to meet witli rcdurul.ir.t 
ftaiujb of fix linei i but the oct-.irionj] inrcitioa t;.' 
a double thiid or foiiiih line, as ver. 3 i, 44, 
is ail irrc»ulaiity I do i.ot remember to have fteii 
clfewheis. 

It may be proper to inform the reader befoic he 
comes to rt. 2. vcr. tio, 111, tlul the k.ciuni> 
TAj; I. E was not peculiar to the reign ol King Ar- 
thu , blit was common in all the age> ol ('hiv.<li v. 
The proclaiming a great tuinanient (piobably with 
fomc peculiar folemnitie'i) was called “ holding 
“ a Round Tabic.” DugJalc tcils us, that the 
great baion Roger dc Mortimer “ having pio. 

iured the honour ol knight h 'od to he loii- 
“ fciied ‘on hLi iliitc funs’ l)\ K. \rd !. he, 
“ .U his own coils, cnufcil a lo iiiuMiT./nt to ( s 
“ lield at Keniiwoi fli , v, li-r; l.e ijinpiuouily 
“ entettained an Iiurijicd knidi:', and i.i.iuy 
“ l.ndics, for three d lys ; t'lc lil.e wheieof v\ & 
“ never bcfoiO in Enpl.inl; and there b.'-jm t’v 
** ROUND TAai. r ^to calk'd by region that ilie 
“ place wlicrcm they piaddilcd iliole feats vl.)-4 
“ environed wi'li a ftiong wall made in a loiiiai 
“ form): and upon tlic tourth day, the gf.ldea 
iiuii, in liijn of liuiinph, being vicldcd to liiin, 
“he t.niitd It .'wnK ail the company) to \Vjt- 
wick.” — It may tuither be added, that Malt hew 
Paris frequently ta Is jufts and tuinanunts 
luiiiu Roiu/iJxS, ^ 

As to what will be ohfeivcd in tlii'i ballad of the 
arc of healing bcin^ pnetifeJ by a yiiii!: pi'n'-cl-i j 
it is no more than vhu is ufual in ail ilie old 
romances, aiid was contorinahlc to real manneis: 
it being a utui! iicc denved fioin the tariieil timts 
among all the (h-rhie and Celtic nuions, for 
women, even of the liighcft rank, to ext'i\ife tlir 
art ot I'urgcry In tlic No. them Chronicles we 
always hrid the young danifcls rtanchiin; the 
wounds of their lovcis, and the wives thofc ol their 
hulbands. And, o\t;n fe late as the time of Qncvii 
Kii£ab..ih, it is meniioned among the acconipliOi- 

[ mcnlb of the ladiis of her court, th.it the ” cldt.lt 
“of tlicm arc s.miful in surcerv,” See 
llanifon’s Dcfciiptian ot England, prctixcd to lioU 
ling(hed’i« Chronicle, See, 

7be I'h'Ji Part* 

iN Ireland, ferr over the fca, 

* There dwclleth a bonnye kinge ; 

And with him a yong and comlyc knight^a 
Men call hbn fyr Cauliue. 


^ 
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The kincje ha^ a lacJy to his daughter. 

In fafhyon Ihe hath no pcerc ; 

And princely \vi;j:htcs that ladyc wooed 
To be theyr Wedded fetre. 

Svr CaoHne loveth her beft of all, 

^ Bur nothin^; durft he lave j 
Nc dcfcrcevc his courf iNr to no man> 

But decrlyc he lovde this may# 

Till on a dayc it fo bcffell, 

Great dill to him w.is di^^ht; 

• The maydens love n dc his mynd. 

To care-hed went the h-ni^^hte. 

One while he fpred his arms him fro, 

One while he (bred t!i*bn nye ; 

And aye ' hut ! \vinne rhat ladycs love, 

For dole now I mun d)e. 

And when oiir parifli-mnffe was done, 

Our was bowiu; to dyne : 

lie fayes, Where is lyr Caul!i''c, 

Tliat is wont to fe'rvc the wyne ? 

Then avinfwcrdc him a courteous knighte. 
And fiH his handcs j;an wiingc: 

Sir Caulinc is fick, and like to dye 
Without a good Itcchinge. 

Ferche me downc my daughter dcerc, 

She is a Iccche fullc line : 

Goe t ike him doUirhc, and the baken bread, 
And ferve him wdrh the wync foe icd ; 

Lothe 1 were huu to tine. 

-Fair Chiiftabellc to his ebanmber goes. 

Her mavdens followyng nyc : 

0 well, Ihc layrli, how <h.th my lord ? 

0 licke, thou fdyic ladyc. 

Nowe ryfc iip wighilye, man, for (liamc. 
Never lyr foe cowardice ; 

For it is told in my father’s hallc. 

You dye for love of mcc. 

Fliyre ladve, it is for your love 
That all this dill J dryc : 

Fo( if you wold com fori me wiih a kifle, 

T1 cn were I brought from bale to blilfc. 

No longer would I lye. 

Sir knightc, my fcthcr is a kingc, 

1 a'u his onlyc heirc ; 

Alas ! and well you knowc, fyr knightc, 

I never can be yourc fere. 

O ladyc, thou art a kinges daughter, 

- And I am not thv peere, 

Cut kt me doc fomc deedes of armes 
To be yonvc bacheleerc. 

Some deeds of armes if thou wilt doc, 

My bachelcere to be, 

(But ever and aye my heart wold ruC| 

Ciff lurm Ihold happe to thee) 
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Upon Kid ridge hill there groWeth a thomc. 
Upon the mores brodiiigc; 

And dare ye. fyr knighre, wake there all nighte^ 
Umill the fay re morningc ? 

For the RJdridge knighte, fo mickle of miglite^ 
Will examine you befornc : 

And never man bare life a\vaye, 

But he did him fcath and fcorne. 

That knightc he is a foul paynim. 

And large of limb and bone ; • 

And but if iieavcn may be thy fpeede, 

Thy life it is but gone. • 

No've on the Eldridge hilles He walke, 

For thy <‘ikc, fair ladic; 

And Ik cither bring you a ready token. 

Or ['ll never more you fee. 

The Indy is gone to her own chaumberc. 

Her maydens following bright : 

Svr Criuline lope from carc-bed foonc, 

And to the Rid ridge hills is gone, 

For to wake there all night. 

Unto midnight, that the moonc did rife, ’ 

He walked up and downe ; \ 

Then a lightfomc bugle heard he blowe 
Over the bents foe browne : 

Qxioth hcc, If ciyance come till my heart, 

1 am Ifar from any good towne. 

And foonc he fpydc on the mores fo broad 
A furyous wight and fell ; 

A ladyc hiigljt his brydle led, 

Clad in a fu} rc kyrtcll ; 

And foe faft he called on IvT Caulinc, 

0 man, 1 rede thre fiyc, 

For but if cryance come till thy heart, 

1 weenc but thou mun dye. 

He fayth, No cryaucc comes till my heart| 

Nor, in fayth, I wyll not flee ; 

For, caufc tb.ou minged not Chrift before, 

The Ids me dreadeth thee* - 

The Kldridge knightc he pricked his Heed | 
Syr Caulinc bold abode : 

Tiicn either Ibooke his truftye fpcare, 

And the limber tlicfe two children ’ bare 
Soc foon in funder flode. 

Then took they out theyr two good fwordes, 
And layden on full fafte, 

Till liclmc and hawberke, mail and iheclde, 
They all were wclUnye braft. 

The Kldridgc knight was mickle of might, 
And ftifie in flower did (lande ; 

But fyr Caulinc with a backward ftroke 
He fmotc off his right hand ; 

That focne he with paine and lacke of bloud 
Fell downe on that lay-land. 


Knights* 


TheA 
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^hcn up fyr Caiiline lift his brande 
All over his head fo hyc : 

And here I fwearc by the holy roode, 

Nowe, caniflib, thou flialt dye. 

Then up and came that ladye brighte, 

Fade wringing of her haiide : 

For the maydens love, that mod you love, 
Withhold that deadly c brande: 

For the maydens love, that mod you love. 
Now Ihiytc no more I praye ; 

And aye whatever thou wilt, my lord, 
lie lhall thy hefts obaye. 

Now fwcarc to mcc, thou Eldridge knightc, 
And here on this lay -land. 

That thou wilt believe on Chrift his laye, 
And tlierto plight thy hand ; 

And that thou never on Elchldgc come 
To l'|inrtc, gamoii, or pla\c ; 

And that thou here give up thy ariucs 
Until iliy dying day. 

The Kldridgo knightc gave up his armes 
With many Ibirowfulle llglic; 

And f\\are to obey fyr C\-iulincs htft, 

'J'iK the lymc that he lliold dye. 

Anv’hc then up and the Eldridge knight# 
Sett him in liis ftiddJe anone, 

And the Eldridge knightc and his ladyc 
To tlicyr callle are they gone. 

Then he tookc up the bloudy hand, 

I'litit was lb large of bone, 

And on it he ftamJe five rlngcs of gold 

, Of Iiniglitcb that had been fionc. 

Then lie tookc up the Eldiidgc fworde, 

As h ird as any flint j 

And he took olf iliofc ringes live 
As bright as fyre and brent. 

Home then pricked fyr Caulinc 
As light as Icafe on tree : 

I-wys he neither ftint nc blanne, 

Till he his ladyc fee. 

Then downe he knelt upon his knee 
Before that lady gay : 

O ladyc, I have been on the Eldridge hills ; 
Thefc tokens I bring away. 

^ welcome, vvclcomc, fyr Cauline, 
Thrice wclcom^ unto mcc, 

For now I perceive thou art a true knlghte, 
Of valour bold and free. 

O ladyc, I am thy own true knightc, 

Thy hefts for to obaye : . 

And mought I hcpie to winne thy love !— 
Ne more his tongc colde fay. 

The ladye bluflied fcavktte reddc, 

And fetre a gcntill fighc : 

Alas 1 fyr knightc, how m \y this bee< 

For my degree’s foe highe ? 

But lith thou haft bight, thou comely youth, 
To be my.batcluicre,- 
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He promife if thee I may not wcdJo 
I will have none other ftre. 

Then lliee held forthc her lilly-whitc hand 
Towards that kr.ighrc lo fice: 

He gave to it one gentill kifte, 
flis heart was brouglic from bale to blilTc, 
The tcarcs ficrte from his cc. 

But keep my counfn I, fyr Caulinc, 

Nc let no man it knowc} 

For and ever my fuher iholde it ken, 

1 \'iot lie woldc us Hoc, 

From tint day fortlie that ladyc fayre 
^ Lovde fyr Cauline the knightc 
From that dayc forthc he, only joyde 
Wlian llicc w as in his fight. 

Par/ ihe ’Strond. 

EVER YE white will have its blacke. 

And every fwcete its fnwre : 

This fciwid ilic Udyc Cliiiftabelle 
In an untimely i owre. 

For fo it Iv'fcllu as fyr Cm! me 
Was with that ladyc fairc, 

The kinge her fatlici* walked forth# 

To lake the cvcnyng aire : 

And into the arbourc as lie went 
'I'o reft Iiii wcaryc feet, 
lie found his daughter and fvr Cnullr,** 
'J'hcrc ll‘ttc in dahaunce fwcet. 

The kingc hcc fterted forthc, i‘-w\$, 

Ar-d an angryc man was hec; 

Nowe, traytourc, thou ftialt hange or drav.c 
And rewe Ihall thy ladio. 

Then fosthc fyr Caulinc he was IcdJe, 

And ihrowne in dungeon deepej 
And the ladye into a tow re fo hyc, 

I’hcrc left to waylc and wccpc. 

The qnccnc flic w^as fyr Caulincs friend, 
And to the kinge laid Ihec : 

I pw you fjvc fyr Caulines life, 

And let him baniflit bee. 

Now; dame, iltat trnhor fliall be fent 
Atrofs ihe /Idt fca foinc: 

But lure 1 will it ,ikc with thee a band, 

If ever he come witldn this land, 

A foulc dtiithc is Iiis dooiric. 

All w^oe-hegone was that gentil knigb.t 
To parte from hi> lailve; 

And many a time he flghcd fore, 

And raft a wiitfidle eye : 

Faire Chriftabelle, from .thee to partCj 
Farrc lever had [ dye. 

Fairc Chiiftabcllc, that ladye bright. 

Was bad ftirthc of the towre : 

But ever fticc d.oopctli in her minde| 

As. nipt by an ungentle winde, 

Doth fome fiire lii'ye llowre. 

And ever fhec doth bment and 
To tmt iicr lover liA;j 
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Syr Cauline, thb\i little think’ll on mec^ 

But I will ftill be true. 

Manyc a kingc, and manyc a duke, 

, And lords of high degree, 

Did fuc to that fayre ladye of love j 
But never ihec< woldc them nee. 

\Vhen many a daye was paft and gortc, 

Nc comforte flie coldc linde, 

The kingc proclaimed a tourneament, 

To checrc his daughters mind : 

And there came lords, and there came knighls> 
Fro manye a farre countryc, 

To break a fpere for tlicyr ladyes love 
Before that faire ladye. 

And many a ladye there was fette 
In purple and in pallc ; 

But faire Chrifl:ahelle foe woe-begone 
Was the fayrcll of them all. 

Then manyc a knighte was mickle of might 
Before his ladye gaye ; 

]3ur a Granger wight, whom no man knewe, 
He wan the prize eche dayc. 

His a6ton it was all of blackc, 

His hewherke and liis Ihecldc, 

Nc nuc man wift whence he di<l come, 

Nc HOC man knewe where he did gone, 

When they came out the fceldc. 

And now three dn^s utre preftlyc paft 
In feates of diivaltye, 

V> 1*< n lo \ipon the fourth n'.ornlnge 
A forrowiuilc light they Ice. 

A I'ugye gianiit fliffc and ftarke, 

All foule of limhe and Icre; 

Two goggling cyen like fire farden, 

A mouthc from care to care. 

Before him came a dwarftc full lowe, 

'J'hat waited on his knee, 

And at his backc five heads he baic. 

All wan an<l pale of blee. 

Sir, quoth the dwarffe, and louted lowe^ 

]?chold that litnd Soldain ! ^ 

Behold thefc heads 1 bear with me ! 

They arc kings which he hath llaiii. 

Thd lildridge knight is his own cousinc, 
W'hom a knight of thine hath llicnt : 

And hce is come to avenge his wrong j 
And to thee, all thy knightes among, 

Defiance here hath fent. 

But yette lie will appeafe his wrath 
Thy daughters love to winne : 

And but thou yecldc him that fayre raayd, 

Thy halls and towers mult breniie. 

Thy head, fyr king, muft goc with mcey 
Or clfe thy daughter deere 
Or clfe within rhefe lifts foe broad 
1 hou muft find him a pccrc. 

Ti e king he turned him round aboute^ 

And in his heart was woe ; , 


Is there never a knightc 6f my round tabl^. 
This matter will undergoe ? 

Is there nev-cr i knightc amongft yec^all 
Will fight for my daughter and mcc > 
Whoever will fight yon grimme foldau. 
Right faire his inecde ihall be ; 

For hee fliall have ipy broad lay-lands ; 

And of my erbwne be heyre ; 

And he lliall winne fayre Chriftabelle, 

To be his wedded fere. 


But every knightc of his round table * 

Did ftand both ftill and pale ; 

For whenever they lookt on the grim foldany 
It made their hearts to quail. 

All woe-begone was that fayre ladye, 

When (he fawe no heipe was nye : 

She call her thought on her own true-love. 
And the tcares gufht from her eye. 

Up then fterte the llranger knighte, 

Sayd, Ladye, be not aftrayd ; 

Ilc^ fight for thee with this grimme foldan, 
Thoughc he be unitiacklye made. 

And if thou \vilt lend me the Eldridgc fwordc,’ 
That lyeth withimthy hbwre, 

I truftc in Chriftc for to flay this fiende, » 
Thoughe he be.ftiflfe in ftovvre. 


Goc fetch him downe the FJdridgc fworcle, 
The kingc he cryde, with fpecVle : 

Nowe heaven alfift thee, courteous knighte y 
My daughter is thy meedc. 


The gyaurtt he ftepped into the lifts, 
And fayd, Awaye, awayc : 

I fwcare, as I am the hend foldany 
Thou letteft me here all daye. 

Then forth the ftrangcr knight he came 
In his blackc armoure dight : 

The lady fighed a gentle fighe, 

“ That this were my true knighte !” 


And nowe the gyaunt and knighte be mett 
Within the lifts fo broad: 

And now with fwordcs fo fharpe of fteele. 
They gan to lay on load. 

The foldan ftrucke fhe knightc a ftroke, 
That made him reele afyde ; 

Then w^oe-begonc was that fayre ladyg, 
And thrice flic deeply fighdfe. 


The foldan ftruckc a feCond ftroke. 

And made the bloude to ftowe : 

All pale and wan was that ladye fayre, 

And thrice flic wept for woe. 

The folian ftrucke a third fell ftroke, 
Which brought the knighte on his knee i 
Sad forrow pierced that ladyes heart, 

And Ihe fliriekt loud fliriekings three* 


The knighte^hc leapt upon his feete. 

All rccklefle of the painc ; 

Quoth he, But heaven be no\y iny Ipeede/ 
Or clib 1 fliall be 
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\He grafped his Tword with maync and mighte, 
And ipyiiig a ftcrette part, 

He drave it into the foldan’s fyde, 

And pierced him to the licart. 

Then all the people gave a flioutc, 

When they fawe the Ibldan falle: 

The ladye wept, and thanked Chrift, 

That had relkcwcd her from thrall. 

And howe the kinge with all his barons 
Rofe uppe from off his featc, 

And downc he Itcppcd into the lilies, 

That durtcous knightc to grccte. 

But he for payne and lackc of bloude 
Was fallen into a fwounde, 

And there all waltcring in his gore* 

Lay lifclelTe on the grounde. 

Come downe, come dowiie, my daughter de^e, 
Thou art a Iccchc of fkille ; 

Farre lever had I lofc half my landes. 

Than this good knightc fliolJe fpillc* 

Downe then (leppeth that fayre ladye, 

To hclpe him if Ihe maye; 

But when Hie did his beuverc raife, 

Jt is my life, my lord, Ihc fayes, 

And fliiicktc and fwound awayc. 

Sir Cauline juftc liftc up his eyes 
When he hc.ird his Jadye cryc, 

O ladyc, I am ilnne owne true lovc} 

For thee I wifht to dye. 

Th<.‘n giving her one partinge looke, 

He elofed his eyes in death, 

Ere Chnilabeilc, that ladye mildc, 

Began to draw her breathe. 

' But when (he foundc her enmelye knightc 
Indeed was dead and gone, 

She Uyd her pale cold cheeke to his, 

And thus (he made her moane. 

O (lave, my deare and onlyc lord, 

For mee thy faithful feere ; 

*Tis meet that I (hold followc thee, 

Who haft bought my love foe dtare. 

Then fhyntinge in a deadlyc fwoune, 

And with a deep-fette (ighe. 

That burft her gentle heart in twayne, 

Fayre Cbriftabeiie did dye. 


»§ 101. Hooti and Guy of Gtjbornem 

In this time [about the year 1 190, in the reign 
of Richard J.] were many robbers, and out- 
lawes, among the which Robin Hood, and 
Little John, renowned thceves, continued in 
woods, de(|K)yling and robbing the goods of 
the ri^h. They killed none but fiich as would 
invade them \ or by refiftanot for their own 
defence. ^ 

^ The (aid Robert entertained an. hundred tall 
men and good archers with ftich (poiles and 
thefts as he got, upon whom (bur. hundred 
%werc they ever lb ftrong) durft not give the 


onfet. 'He futfered no woman to be bppreffed, 
violated, dr othervvile moleftcd: poorc mens 
goods ho fparud, abundanilie relieving them 
with that; which by theft he got from abbey i 
and the hoiiles of rich earlcs : whom Maiur 
(the hiltori^ii) bl.imcih for his. rapine and theft, 
but of all theeves he afhnneih him 16 be the 
prince and the moil gcnilc cliecfc.’* StoMts 
Annuls^ p. 159. 

t^HAN (haws beetle lliccnc> and (hroddes fuli 
fayre, 

And leaves both lar^e and longe, 

Itt’s merryc walkyng in the fayre forreft 
To hta'rc tiic rmall birdes fongc. ' 

The Wbodwecle fang, and wold not ccafe^ 

Sitting upon the Iprayc, 

So lowdc, he wakened Kobiii Hood, 

In tiic greenwood where he lay. 

Now by my fdyc, faid jollye Robing 
A fwcaven 1 had this niglit; 

I dreamt me of tow wightv yemen, 

That (aft with me can right. 

Methought they did me beat and bindcf 
And tooke my bowc me froe ; 

KF I be Robin alive in this lande. 

He be wroken on them towc. 

Sweavens arc fwift, (avri Lyttic John, 

As the wind bloWcs over the hill ; 

For iff it be never fo lon.de this night, 
To-morrow It may be Hill. 

Bulte yce, bowhc yee, my merry men all. 

And John lhall goe with mee, 

For He goe fe .ke yond wighty yeomen. 

In greenwood where they bee. 

Then they call on theyr gowncs of grcnei 
And tooke theyr bfjwes each one ; 

And they away to the green forreft 
A Hiooting forih arc gouc j 

Untill they came to the merry greenwood, 
Where they had gladdeft to bee, 

There they were ware of a wight yeoman, 
l^hat leaned againft a tree. 

A fword aneV^ dagger he wore by his (ide, 

Of maiiye a m .11 tr.e bane ^ 

And he was clad in his capull hyde 
Top and tayll and maync. 

Stand dill, 

Under this tree lo grent 
And I will go to yond wight yeoman 
To know what hce doth meane. 

Ah ! John, Iw me thou fetteft not ftore. 

And that I farley findc : 

How often fend 1 my nien before. 

And tarry myfclfe bchindc ? 

It is no cunning a knavc to ken, . 

And a man but lieare him fpeake % 

And it were not for burdiig of my l^vVe, 

John, I thy head would breake*^ 

« c As 


lill, mafter, quoth Lyttle John, 
er this tree fo grenc, 
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As often wordes they brccdcn bale, 

So they prted Ri)bia and John ; 

And John is gone to Barnefdale, 

The gates • he knoweth eche one* 

But when he came to Barnefdale, 

Great heavinclfe there hee hadd, 

For he found tow of his owne fellowcs 
Were (lainc both in a flade. 

And Scariette he was flying a-foote 
Fall over flocke and flonc, 

For the proud flicriflc with feven fcorc men 
Fad after him is gone. 

One Ihootc now I will ftiootc, quoth John, 
With Ciirift his might and mayne ; 

He make yond flic ri lie that wenda foe fall, 

To flopp he (hall be faync. 

Then John hent up his long bcndc-bowc. 

And fettled him to fliootc : 

Tlic bow was made of tender boughe> 

And fell downe at his footc. 

Woe wortl^, woe worth thee, wicked wood, 
That t\er iliou grew on a tree ; 

For now this day thou art my bale, 

My buotc when thou (hold bco. 

His fliootc it was but loofely Ihott, 

Yet flew not the arrowe in vainc. 

For it mett one of the IherifFcs men. 

And William a Trent was flaine. 

It had bene better of Willinm a Trent 
To have bcnc abed with furro\Vc, 

Than to bo that day in the green wood flade 
To meet with Little Jolin's arrowe. 

But as it is fliid, when men be mett, 

Fyve can doc more than three, 

The flicrilFc hath taken little John, 

And bound him fall to a tree. 

Thou ilialt be drawen by dale and downt. 

And hanged hyc oii a hill. 

But tliou mayft fayle of thy purpofe, quoth John, 
^ If it be Chrift his will. 

Lett us leave talking of Little John, 

And thinke of Robin Hood, 

How he is gone to the wight yeoman, * 
Where under the leaves he Rood, 

Good morrowc,good fellowe, fayd Robin fo fay re, 
Good morrowe, good fellow,’* quo he ; 
Methinkes, by this bowe thou bcarcs in thy hande, 
A good archere thou Iholdfl bee.. 

1 am wilfullc of my wayq, quo’ the yeman. 

And of my morning tyde, 

Jlc lead thee through the wood, fayd Robin : 
Good fellow, He be thy guide. 

1 feeke an outlawc, the ftraungcr fayd. 

Men call him Robin Hood ; 

Rather lid meet with that proud outlawc 
Than fortye pound foe good . 


Now come with me, thou wighty yemani ^ 
And Robin thou foone flialt fee : 

But Bid let us fome paflime And 
Under the greenwood tree. 

Firft let us feme mafterye make 
Among the woods fo even, 

Wc may chance to meet with Robin Hood, 
Here at fome unfett flcveii. 

They cut them down two fummer fliroggs. 
That grew both under a brecrc, 

And fet them threefcore rood in twaine 
To fhootc the prickes y-fere, , 

Leadc on, good fellowe, quoth Robin Hood, 
Leaclc on, I do bkld thee. 

Nay by my faith, good fellowe, lice fayd, 

My leader thou flialt bee. 

The firfl time Robin (hot at the pricke, 

He mift but an inch it fro ; 

The yeoman he was an archer good. 

But he cold never do foe. 

The fccond fliootc had the wightye yemaiTi 
He ihot within the garland : 

But Robin he fhott far better than hec. 

For lie clave the good pricke wandc. 

A blclfing upon thy heart, he fayd ; 

Gcjod fellowe, thy fliooting is goodcj 
For an thy heart be as good as thy hand, 

Thou wert better than Robin Iloodc. 

Now tell me thy name, good fellowe, fayd luj^^ 
Under the leaves of lyne. 

Nay by my faith, quoth boldc Robin, 

Till thou have told me thine. 

I dwell by dale and downe, quoth hec. 

And Robin to take Ime fworne ; 

And when 1 am called by my light name 
I am Guy of good Gilborne, 

My dwelling is in this wo«d, fays Robin, 

By thee I fet right nought : 

1 am Robin Hood of Barnefdale, 

Whom thou fo long haft fought. 

He that had ncythcr beene kithc nor kin, 

Might have fecn a full feyre fight. 

To fee how together thefc yeomen went 
With blades both browne and bright. 

To fee how thefc yeomen together they fouglie 
Two howres of a fummers day : 

Yet neither Robin Hood nor Sir Guy 
Them fecticd to flyc awaye. 

Robin was reachles on a roote, * 

And ftumblcd at that tyde; 

And Guy was quicke and nimble with-alt^ 

And hitt him upon the iyde. 

Ah dcerc Ladyc, faid Robin Hood, thou 
That art but mother and may’, 

I think it was never mans deftinye 
To dye before his day. 

Robin thought on our Ladye deere. 

And foone leapt up againc, 


Ways, palRfi pathSf 


And 
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Aild ftrait he came with a backward ftroke. 

And he Sir Guy hath flayne. 

He took Sir Guys head by the hayre. 

And Ituck it upon his bowes end : 

Thou hall been a traytor all thy life, 

Which thing mull have an end. 

Robin pulled forth an Irylh knife, 

And nicked Sir Guy in the face. 

That he was never on woman born 
Cold know whofe head it was. 

Sayes, Lye there, lye there, now, Sir Guye, 

And with me be not wrothc ; 

Iff thou have had the worft llrokes at my hand, 
ITiou llialt have the better clothe, 

Robin did off his gowne of greene, 

•• And on Sir Guy did throwe, 

And hee put on that capull hyde. 

That clad him topp to toe. 

Thy bowe, thy arrowes, and litle home. 

Now with me I will bearc j 
For I will away to Barnel'dalc, 

To fee how my men doc fare. 

Robin Hood fett Guys home to his mouth, 

And a loud blaft in it did blow, 

That bthcard the Iheriffe of Nottingham, 

As he leaned under a loure. 

Hearken, hearken, fayd the llierifFe, 

- I heart* nowe lydings good. 

For yonder I hear Sir Guyes home blowe. 

And he hath llainc Robin Hoodc. 

Yonder 1 hcare Sir Guyes home blowe, 

,Itt blowes Ibc well in tyde, 

And yonder comes that wightyc yeoman, 

• Cladd in his capull hyde. 

Come hyther, come hythcr, thou good Sir Guy, 
Aflle what thou wilt of mee. 

O 1 will none of thy gold, fayd Robin, 

Nor 1 will none of thy fee : 

But now I have flaine the mailer, he fayes, 

Lett me goe llrike the knave ; 

For this is all the meedc I aike, 

None other reward I*le have. 

Thou art a madman, fayd the Iheriffe, 

Thou Iholdll have had a knightes fee : 

But feeing thy alking hath bcene foe bad, 

N Welf , granted it l^al bee. 

When little John heard his mailer fpeake, 

Well knewe he it was his fteven : 

Now iliall 1 be loofet, quoth Little John, 

With Chrift his might in heaven. 

\Fall Robin lice hyed him to Little John^ 

He thought to loofe him blive ; > 

The Iheriffe and all his companye 
Fall after him ’gan drive. 

Stand abacke. Hand abackoir feyd Robin ; 

Why draw you ittcc fo neere ? 

•Itt was never the ufe in our countryc. 

Ones Ibriit another Ihold heere. 
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. ^ 

But ^§tm.pulled forth an Iryfli knife, 
An(C^e(L|ohn hand and t'uote, 

And ga^hiqirSir Guyes bow into his hand, ‘ 
And b^ce'^it be his boote. 

Then Jobh hc^took Guyes bow in his hand, 

His boltcs and airowes echc one: 

When the Iheriffo faw Little John bend his bow, 
He fettled him to be gone. 

Towards his houfe in Nottingham towne 
He fled full fall away ; 

And fo did all the companye : 

Not one behind wold llay. 

But he cold neither runne foe fad. 

Nor away fo fad cold ryde. 

But Little John, with an arrowe foe broad, 

He diott him into the backc-lyde. 


§ loa. Adam Belly Clym of ibc Cloutrky and 
William of ClouUeJly. 

were three noted outlaws, whofe (kill in 

archery rendered them formerly as famous in 
the North of England, as Robin Hood and 
his fellows were in the midland coumies. 
Their place of rcfidcncc was in the fored of 
Englewood, not far from Carhflc (called 
corruptly in the ballad Englifliwood, whereas 
Engle or Ingle wood lignilies wood for 
firing). At what time they lived docs not 
appear. The author of the common ballad 
on “ The pedigree, education, and mar- 
riage of Robin Hood,’* makes them contem- 
porary with Robin Mood’s father, in ordcr»to 
give him the honour of beating them: vi?. 

The father of Robin a foreder was. 

And he (hot in a ludy long b:>w 

Two north-country miles and an inch at a fliot, 
As the Pindar of Wakefield docs know : 

Forhe brought Adam Bell, andClimof the Clough, 
And William of Clowdellee, 

To flioot with our foreder for forty mark ; 

And our foreder beat them all three. 

Collet, of Old Balladsy 1727, x *voL 67. 

This feems to prove that* they were commonly 
thought to have Lved before the popular Hcig 
of Sherwood," 

I havc.only to add further concerning the prin« 
cipal hero of this ballad, that the Butins were 
noted rogues in the North fo late as the titnc 
of Elizabeth. See, in Rymer’s Foedera,, 
a letter from Lord William Howard to fomq 
of the oflicers of date, wherein he mentions 
them. 


Part the Firfl, 

wERY it was in gmne fored 
Among the leves grene, ^ 
Wheras men hunt 6ad and wdd 
Wyth bow^s and arrowes kene; 

CCA 


To 
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To ryfe thfe derc out of thcyr dcnne ; 

Suchc iightcs hath oftc bene fenc ; 

As by tlirc yemcn of the north countrSy, 

By them it is [ meanc. 

The one of them hight Adam Bel, 

The efther Clym of the Clough ", 

The thyf'd was \ViIliam of Cloudclly, 

An archer good ynough. 

They were outlawed for vciiy(bn> 

Thefe yemcn cvcrychonc ; * 

They fwore them brethren upon a day* 

To Englylhc wood for to gone. 

Now lith and lylUn, gomylmen. 

That of myrthc loveth to here : 

Two of them were lingele men. 

The third had a wedded fere. 

Wyllyiim was the wedded man, 

Muche more than was hys care : 

Kc layde to hys brethren upon a dayf 
To Carleil he w'old‘fare ; 

For to fpeke <vith fay re Alyce Ym wife* 

And with hys children thre. 

By my trouth, fayde Adam Bel, 

Not by the counfcll of me : 

For if ye go to Carleil, brother, 

And from thys wyldc wo<lc wcn<Je, 

If the juflice may you fake, 

^ Your lyfe were at an tndc. 

If that I come not to-morrov^, brotlkry 
By prvrfic'to you agaytie, 

Trutle not els, but tfmt I am take. 

Or clfc that I am llayne. 
fie toke his leave of his brethren two, 

And to Carleil he is gon : 

They re he knocked at his owne windowe 
Shortlye and anone. 

V 

M'hcr be you, fay re Alyce my wyfc, 

And my chyldrcn thre> 

Iryghtly let ii> thine owne bulbandc, 
Wyliyam of Cloudcilc, 

.AIm I then fayde fayre Alyct, 

And lyghed wouderous fore, 

Thys place hath ben beiette yot * 
Thys halfe yerc and more* ' 

Now am 1 here, faid Cloudeft^, 

I wold that in I were : 

Now fetche us meate and drynke ynpughr, 
And lee us make good chere. 

1 he fetched hym meate and drynkc plenty^, 
Ilyke a true wedj[cd wyfe ; 

And plcafed hym with that Ihe had^ 
Whome ihe loved as her lyfy. 

There lay an old wyfe in that place, 

A lytle bdyde the fyrp^ 

Whych Wylfyam Itad^und of chajrytyd 
More than ftven ycre^ . 

Up Ihc rofe, and forth Ibc goes, 

Evel mote (he fpede thetefoore; 


extracts. 
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For Ihe had not fet no fotc' On ground • 

In feven ycrc before. 

She went unto the judicc-hall. 

As fad as’ (he could hyc : 

Thys night is come unto thys town 
Wyllyam of Cloudcdyi. 

Thereof the judicc was full fayne. 

And fo was the (liirife alfo; 

Thou (halt not trauaill hither, dame, for nOughl| 
Thy mode thou ihalt have or tliou go. 

They gave to her a ryght good goune 
Of Icarlatc and of graine : 

She toke the gyft, and liomc (he wente, 

And couched her dounc agayne. 

They ryfed the townc of mcry Carlcilc 
In all tlie hade they can ; 

And came thronging to Wyllyaraes houfe. 

As fad as they might gone. 

There they hefette that good yeman 
About on every fide • 

Wyllyam hcardc great noyfe of folkes. 

That they ther- ward they hyed. 

Alyce opened a back wyndow. 

And loked all aboutc, 

She was ware of tlic judicc and diirifc bothe*^ 
Wyth a full great route. . 

Alas! treafon,. cryed Alyce, 

Ever wo may thou be f 
Goe into my chamber, hulband, (he fayd, 

Sw'COt Wyllyam of Cloudcfle. 

II «2 toke hys fwcard and hys bucler, 

)Iys bow and hys cliyldrcn thre, 

And wenre into liys dronged chamber, 

Where he thought fured to be. 

Favre Alyce, like a lover true. 

Took a pollaxe in her handc : 
ilc (hal be dead that here commeth in 
Thys (lore, whylc I may (land* 

Cloudede bente a wet-good bowe^ 

That Was of trudy tre, 

Ilc fmot die judife on the bred. 

That hys arowe bred in three. 

A curfc on his hane, (aide William, < 

Thys day thy cote dyd on ! 

Ifdt had ben no bmer than myne. 

It had gone ncre thy bone. 

Yeld the, Cloudede, fayd the judire, 

Thy bowe and thy arrowes the fro. 

A curfc on hys hart, fayd fair Alyce, 

That my hufband councelleth io. 

Set fyre on the houfe, faide the (herlfe, 

Svth it wylt no better be. 

And brenne we therein William, he faidb^- 
Hys wyfe and chyldren thre. 

They fjrred the houfe In many a place f 
The fyrf flew up on hye 
Alas ! then cryed rair ^Uce, 

1 fe we here (hall dyV. 


e CJym neana Clem* (CUment) of the valley r for fo Clough iigtdfies 1 a thji Iforth# 

3 WflKaia. 
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William opcnyd a backe wyndow. 

That was in hys chamber hie, 

And \Vyth Ihetcs let dovvnc his wyfc, 

And ckc hys chyldren thre. 

Have here my treafure, fayde Williami 
wyfc and n»y chyldren thre : 

For Chriftes love do- them no harme, 

But wreke you all on me. 

Wyllyam (hot To wondcrous welU 
Tyll hys arnowes were all agtie. 

And the fyre fo faft upon hym fell, 

That hys bowftryng brent in two* 

The fparkles brent and fell upon 
Good Wyllyam of CloudcUc ; 

Than he was a wofull man, and fayde, 

Thys is a cowardcs death to me. 

Lever had I, fayde Wyllyam, 

With my fworde in the route to rcnnCj 
Then here among myne enemyes vvode 
Thus cruelly to bren. 

He rokc hys fwcard and hys buckler, 

And among them all he ran, 

Where the people were moft in prece. 

He fmot dowiic many a man. 

There myght no man abyde hys ftroke, 

So ferlly on them he An : 

Then they threw wyndowes and dores on him] 
An4 fo tokc chat good yeman. 

There they hym boundc both hand and fote. 
And in depe dongcon caft. 

Now, Cloudefle, fayd the hyc juftice, 

Thou (hale be hanged in haft. 

A l>ayrc of new gallowcs, fayd the (lierife. 
Now (hal I foi the make $ 

And the gates of Caricil (hal be (huctc. 

No man (hall come in tlicrat. 

Then (hal not helpc Clym of the Clonghc, 

Nor yet (hall Adam Bell, 

Though they come with a thoufand mo, 

Nor all the dcvels in hell. 

Early in the mornyngc the juftice uprofc, 

To the gates (irft gan lie gon, 

And comma undeth to be (hut full clofe 
Lightilc everychone. 

Then went he to the markect place, 

As faft as Jic could Jiyc j 
A pay re of new 'rallous tlicre he.fet up 
Bdyde the pyilbryc. 

A lytle boy amonge them aiked, 

“ What ineaneth that gallow-tre ?’* 

They fayde, \ to hange a good ycamiui, 

Called Wyllyam of Clogdefle. 

That lytic boye was the townc fwyne*heard, 
And kept fayre Alyccs fwync $ ' 

Oft he had feene Cloudefte in the wo^p, 

And gcuend hym there to dyne* 

He went out att a crevis in the wait! 

And lightly to die woode dyd gone | 
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I There met, he with thefe wightye yemen 
I Shortly and anonc. 

Alas ! then fayde that lytle boye, 

Ye tary here all to longc \ 

Cloudcilu is taken, and dampned to death. 

All rcadyc for to hongc. 

Alas I then fayd good Adam Bell, 

That ever we ice thys daye ! 

He had Itetter with us have taryed. 

So ofre as We dyd hym praye. 

He myght have dwellyd in grcnc foreflc. 

Under the (hadetwes grenc, 

And have keptc both hym and us in refte, 

Out of trouble and teeuc. 

Adam bent a ryght goo:! how, 

A great hart (one had jic ilayne ; 

Take that, chyldc, he fayde, to thy dynner. 

And hryng me myne arrowe agayne. 

Now go wc hence, fayed theft; wightye ycomeii,, 
Tary we no ienger here; 

We (hall hym borowe by God his grace^ 
Though we bye it full dcrc. 

To Caerlcil wentc thclc good yemen, 

Jn a mcry mornyinge of M:iyc. 

Here is a fyt ot Cloudcflye, 

And another is for to fayc. 

Pm't the Sf:L'otiJ* 

AND when they came to mcry Caricil, 

All in the mornying tyde, 

They founde the gates (hut them untyl| 

About on every fyde, 

Alas! then fayd good, Adam Beil, 

That ever we were made men ! 

Thefe gates be (Iiut fo wondcrous wcl, , 
Wc may not come here in. 

Then befpakc him Clym of the CJoiigb„ 

Wyth a wylc we wyl us in bryiig^ 

Let us faye we be mcltengers, 

Streyght conic nowc from our king. 

Adam faid, I have a letter written. 

Now let us wyfely werkc, 

We wyl fayc we have the kynges fcals ; 

1 holde the porter no cterKc. 

Then Adam ^ell bete on the gate, 

With ftrokes gi-eat and ftrong } 

The porter horde fuch noyfc therar, * 

And to the gate he throng. 

Who is tliere nowc, fayde the porter. 

That maketh ail thys dinne } 

We be tow meflengers, fayde Climof the Clo^gtu 
Be come ryght hom our kyng. ^ 

We have a letter, fayde Adam 
To the juftice we muft it bryng j 
Let us^in our meftage to do, 

That we were agayne to the kyng* 

Here coinmeth none in, fayd the porter^ 

Be hym that dyed on a tre, 

Tyll a falfe thefe be hanged up. 

Called Wyllyam of Cumdeft^. « 

ut, 

CC| The?, 
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Then fpake the good yeman Clym of the Cloygh, 
And fwore by Mary frc, 

And if that wc ftanclc long without, 

Lyk a thefe hongc thou lhalt be. 

Lo* here wc have the kyngCs fcale : 

What, Lurden, art thou wode? 

The porter went it had ben fd, 

And lyghtly dyJ off hys hodc. 

Welcome be my lordes fcale, he faidc ; 

For that ye (hall come in. 

He opened the gate full (hortlye i 
Au euyl opcnyng for him. 

JjTow are we in, fayde Adam Bell, 

' Therof wc are full faine ; 

But Chrift he knowes, that harowed hell, 

How wc (hall com out agayiic. - 

Had we the keys, faM dim of the Clough, 
Ryght wel then (houKl we fpede, 

Then might we come out wcl ynough 
When we fc tyme and nede. 

They called tl^.c porter to counfell. 

And wrangc hys necke in two, 

And caft him in a depe dongeon, 

^ And toke hys keys hym fro. 

Now am T porter, fayd Adam Bell, 

Sc, brother, th<; keys arc here. 

The woift porter to merry Carlcile 
They have had thys hundred ycrc. 

And now wyll we our bowes bend, * 

Lito the towne wyll wc go, 

For to del yiier our dtre brother, 

That lycth in caic and wo. 

Then they bdnt theyr good ewe bowes, 

And loked theyr ftringes Vere round. 

The markett place in mery Carleile 
They befet that ftound." 

And, as they loked them befyde, 

A pair of new g ilowes thei fee, 

And the jufticc, with a queft of fquyers, 

Had judged theyr ferc to de. 

And Cloudcfic hymfcife lay in a carte, 

*Fa(V bound both fote and band ; • 

And a ftrongc rop about hys necke, 

All readye for to hange. 

The juftice called to hym a ladde, 

Cloudcfles clothes (hoiild he have. 

To take the mcafurc of that yeman, 

Theraftcr lo make hys grave. 

1 have fenc as great mervaiie, fayde Cloudcfle, 
As betweyne thys and pry me, 

He that makeih thys grave for me 
Hymfelfc may lye therin. 

Thou fpcakeft proudli, fayd the jufticc, 

I (hall tl;c hangc with my hande. 

Full n*ll herd this his bretheren t\v0, 

«. There ftyll as they did ftande. 

Then Cloudcfle raft hys cyen afydp^ 

And hys brethren twaine 


At a corner of the market-place, 

Redy the juftice for to llaine. 

I fe comfort, fayd Cloudefle, 

Yet hope [ well to fare, 

If 1 might have my handcs at wyll* 

Ryght lytle wolde I care. 

Then befpake good Adam Bell 
To Clym of the Clough fo free. 

Brother, fc ye marke the juftice wcl j 
Lo ! yonder ye may him fee : 

And at the (herife (hotc I wyll • 

Strongly wyth arrowc kene j 
A better mote in mery Carlcile 
Thys feven yerc was not fenc. 

They loofed their arrowes both at once. 

Or no man bad the dread ; 

The one hyt the juftice, the other the (lieryfe^ 

That both theyr fides gan blede. 

All men voyded, that them ftode nye, 

When the juftice fell to the grounde, 

And the Iherife fell hym by ; 

Eyther had his deathes woundp. 

All the citezens faft gan flyc. 

They durft no lengcr abyde : 

There lyghtly they looled Cloudcfle, 

Where he with ropes lay tyde. 

W} Ilyam fterte to an officer of the towne, 

Hys axe fro hys hand he wronge, 

On cche fyde he fmote them downe, 

Hym thought he taryed to long. 

Wy Ilyam faide to his brethren two, 

1 hys daye let us lyve and dc, 

If ever you have nede, as I have now, ’ 

The fame (hall you finde by me. ^ 

They fliot fo well in that tyde, 

Theyr ftringes were of filke ful furc, 

That they kept the ftretes on every fide 5 
That batayle did long endure. 

The fought together as brethren tru, 

Lykc hardy men and bolde, 

Many a man to the ground they ihruc. 

And many a herte made coldc. 

But when their arrowes were all gon. 

Men preced to them full faft, 

They drew their fwordcs then anone, 

And theyr bowes from them caft. / 

They wenten lyghtlye on theyr way, 

Wjth (vvordes and bucklers round i 
By that it was myd of the day. 

They made mani a wound. 

There was many an out-hornc in Carlcile hlowen, 
And the beliefs backward did ryng, * ^ 

Many a woman fayde, Alas I 
And many theyr handcs did wrjmg. 

The mayre jgf.Carleile forth wa§ com, 

Wyth hym a ful great route : 

Thcle yemen dred him full fore, 

Of their ly ves they ^ode in doute* 
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The mayre came armed a full great pace^ 

With a pollaxe in hys handc ; 

Many a ftrong man wyth him was, 

There in.tliat ftowre to ftanile. 

The mayre fmot at Cloudfle with his bil, 

ITys butler lie braft in two. 

Full many a yeman with great cvyll, 

Alas I they cryccl for wo. 

Kepe we the gates fart, they bad, 

That thefe tray tours thereout not go. • 

But al for, nought was that the wrought. 

For fo farte they downe were lavdc, 

Tyll they all thre, th^t fo minfulfi fought. 
Were gotten without, abiaide. 

Have here your keys, fayd Adam Bel, 

Mync orfice I here furfakc, 

And yf you do by my loanfell 
A new porter do ye make. 

He threw theyr keys at theyre heads, 

And bad them well to thryve, 

And all that letteth any good yeman 
To com and- comfort his wyfe. 

Thus be thefe good yemen gon to the wod, 

And lyghtly, as Icfe on lynde ; 

The lough and be mcry in theyre mode, 

Theyr foes wer ferr behind. 

And when they came to the old Englillic wode. 
Under the trufty rrc, 

There they found bowes full good. 

And arrowes full great plentye. 

So God me help, rtiyd Adam Bell, ' 

, A. id Clym of the Clough fo fre, 

I would we were in mery Carlcile, 

Before that fayre meync. 

They fet them downe, and made good cherc, 
And earc and dranke full well. 

A fecond fyt of the wightvc yeomen, 

Another I wyll you tell. 

Part the Third, 

AS they fat in Englyfhc wood. 

Under the green- wode tre, 

-They thought they heard a woman wepe, 

But her they mought not fc. 

Sore^ then fyg^d the fayre Alyce : 

That ever Hawe thys day I 
For nowc is my dcre hufband flayne : 

Alas ! and wcll-a-way ! 

Might I have fpoke with his derc brethren. 

Or with eyther of them twayne, 

To flicw to them what him befell. 

My heart were out of payuc. 

Clouded^ walk’d a litle befide, 

Lookt under the green'* wood linde, 

. He was ware of his wife; and children thre, 

^ Fall wo in harte and mj^nde. 


BALLADS, &c. 

Welcome, wyfe, then rtiyd Wyllyam, 

Under this trufti tre : 

I wende yetterday, by fwectc faynt Johoj 
Thou Ihoulde me never nave fee, 

“ Now well is me that ye be here, 

My haite is out of wo.” 

Dame, he favdc, be ntcry and glad, 

And thaiike my brethren two. 

Hcrof to fpeake, faid Adam Bell, 

I'-wis It is no liote : 

The ineate, that we muft fupp withal I, 

It runneth yet fart on tote. 

Then went they downe into a launde, 

Thcle noble archarcs thre j 
Echc of them rtow a hart of grecce, 

The bert that they cold fe. 

Have here the bert, Alyce, my wyfe, 

Sayde Wyllyam of Cloudellyc ; 

By caufe ye fo bouldly rtode by me, 

When I was flayne full nye. 

Then went they to hippere , 

Wyth fiiche meaic as they had ; 

And thanked God of their fortune ; 

They were both mery and glad. 

And when ther had fupped well, 

Certaine wythouten leafe, 

Ciouderte fayd, We wyll to our kyng, 

To get us a charter of peace. 

Alyce lhal be at our fojoumying 
In a nunnery here bclydc) 

My tow fons lhall wyth her go. 

And there tliey lhall abyclc. 

Myne cldeft fon lliail go wyth me; 

For hym have you no care ; 

And he lhall breng you.wordc agayn, 

How that we do t iie. ' 

Thus be thefe yemen to London gone, 

As fart as they might he 
Tyll they came to the kyng’s palUcC, 

Where they woulde nodes be. 

And whan tliey came to the kynges courte, 
Unto th(j pallacc-gaic, 

Of no man w^oid ilicy alkc no leave. 

But boldly went in therat. 

They preced preftly into the hall. 

Of no man had they dreade : 

The porter came after, and dyd them call. 

And with them gan to chyde. 

The uiher fayde, Yemen, what would ye have ? 

I pray you tell to me ; 

You myght tiius make oirycGi*s Ihcnt: 

Good fyrs, of whence be ye ? 

Syr, we be out-lawes of the foreft 
Certaync withouten leafe ; ^ 

And hether we be come to our kyng, ' 

To get us a charter of peace. 


And 
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And whan they came before the kyng. 

As it was the latvc of the lande, 

The kneled downc without lettyng, 

And echc held up his hand. 

The fayed. Lord, we bcfcche the here, 

Thai ye will graunt us grace : 

For we have llayne your fat falow-dero 
In many a Cbndry place. 

What be your na^ns, then faid our king, 
Anone that you tell me ? 

They faid Adam Bell, Clim of the Clough, 
And Wyllyam of Cloudcfle. 

Be ye thofc theves, then fayd our kyng# 

That men have toldc of to me ? 

Hove to God I make an avowe, 

Ye lhall be hanged all thre. 

Ye fhal be dead vvithoutc mercy, 

As I am kynge of this laiide. 

He commandeth his officers every one. 

Fall on them to lay handc. 

There they tokc ti tfc gcod yemen, 

And arefted them all thre : 

Jo may I thryve, fayd Adam Bell, 

Thys game lyket'h not me. 

But, gootl lordc, we bcltchc you now, 

That yce graunt us grace, 

Infomuchc as frcle to you we comcn. 

As frele fro you to palTe, 

With fuch weapons, as we have here, 

Tyll we be out of your place ; 

And yf we ly vc this hundreth yerc, 

We wyll alkc you no grace. 

Ye fpeakc proudly, fayd the kynge 5 
Ye (hall be hanged all thre. 

That were great pity, then fayd the quene, 

If any grace myght be. 

My lorde, whan I came fyrft into this lande 
To be your wedded wyft, 

The, fyrft boonc that I wold afke, 

Ye wold graunt it me belyfe : 

And I never aiked none tyll now ; 

Then, good lorde, graunt it me. 

Now alk it, madam, layd the kynge, ^ 

And graunted it fliall be. 

Then good my lord, I you befcchc, 

Thefc yemen graunt ye me. 

Madame, ye myght have alkccl a boonc 

That ftiuld have been worth them all thr^. 
,ye myght have alkcd tow res and towncs, 
Parkos and forefls plenty. 

But none foe.plcafant to my pay, fliee fayd } 
Nor none fo lefe to me. 

Aladamc, ftth it is your delyre. 

Your alking graunted fhal be; 

Bin I had lever have geven you 
Good market toxvnes thre. 

The queue was a glad woman, 

• And fayde. Lord, gramarcy^ 9 
I^darc undertake tax them 
Th«xt true men they (hal be. 
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But good my lord, fpeke feme mcry word. 
That comfort they may fe. 

I graunt you grace, then fayd our kyng, 
Walhc, fclos, and to meate go ye. • 

They had not fetcen but a whyle 
Certayne without lelynge, 

There came melTcngers out of the north 
With letters to our kyng. 

And whan they carpe before the kynge. 

They knelt downe on theyr kne ; 

Sayd, Lord, your officers grctc you well; 

Of Carleilc in the north cuntre. 

How farcth my juftice ? fayd the kyng. 

And my flierife alfo ? 

Syr, they be llayne without Icafyngc, 

And many an officer mo. f 

Who hath them llayne, fayd the kyng, 

Anone thou t‘.ll to me ? 

Adam Bell, and Clime of the Clough^ 

And Wyllyam of Cloudellc.” 

Alas for rewth ! then fayd ouf kynge. 

My hart is wonderous fore ; 

1 had lever than a thoufande pounde, 

I had known of thys before ; 

For X have graunted them grace. 

And that forthynktth me : 

But had I knowen all thys before, 

They had been hanged all thre. 

The kyng he opened the letter anone, 

Himfelfc he red it thro, 

And founde how thefc outlawes had flaine 
Thre hundred men and mo : 

Fyrft the juftice, and the flicryfe, 

And the mayre of Carleilc townc ; 

Of all the conlUblcs and catchipolics 
Alyve were leant left one. 

The baylyes, and the bedyfs both, 

And the fe geaunte of ihc law, 

And forty fofters of the fe, 

Thefe outlawes had yllaw : 

And broke liis parks, and llayne his dere ; 

Of all tliey chofe the bed ; 

So perelous out-lawcs, as they were. 

Walked not by ealle nor weft. 

When the kyng this letter had red, 

In harte he lyghcd fore : 

Take up the tanks anone he bad, 

For 1 may eat no more. 

The kyng called hys beft archars 
To the buttes wyth hym to go ; 

I wyl fee thefc felowes mote, he fayd. 

In the north have wrought this wo^ 

The kynges bowmen bulket them bly ve^ 

And the quenet arcbers alfo; 

So dyd thefe thro wyghtye yemen j 
With them they thought to go. 


TIkif 
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7here twife or thryic they fhot<; about^ 

For to aflay theyr hande; 

Thcrft was uo (hotc thofe yemen (hot 
That any prycke * myght ftand. 

Then fpakc Wyllyam of Cloudcdd ; 

By him that for me dyed| 

I liold hym never no good archar. 

That ilioteth at buttes fo vvyde. 

At what a butte now wold ye (hotCi 
I pray thee tell to me 

At fuch ^ but, fyr, he fayd, 

As men ule in my countre. 

Wyllyam wentc into a fycld, 

With his two bretherene : 

There they fet up two hafcll roddes 

Full twenty fcorc betwenc. ^ 

1 hold him an archar, fayd Clouded^, 

That yonder wand cleveth in two. 

Here is none fuche, diyd the kyng, 

Nop pone that can (o do. 

I (hall a(raye, Sir, diyd Cloudcdc, 

Or that J farther go, 

Cloudelly with a bearyng arowe 
Clave the wand in two, 

Thpu art the bed archer, then faid the king. 
For fothc that ever I lee. . 

And yet for your love, fayd Wyllyam, 

I wyll do more mattery. 

I have a Tonne is feven yerc oldc, 
fie is to me full dcarc ; 

I wyll hym tyc to a (lake ; 

All diall fc, that be here ; 

And lay an apple upon hys head, 

And go fyxe fcorc hym fro, 

And I ray lelfc with a broad arow 
Sfiall clevc the apple in two. 

Now haftc the, then fayd the king. 

By hym that dyed on a tre, 

But yf thou do not, as thou haft fayde, 
Hanged (halt thou be. 

And thou touche his head or gownc, 

In fyght that men may fpi 

By all the fayntes that be in heaven, 

1 (hall hangc you all thre. 

That I hive nromlfcd, faid William, 

•That wyll 1 never forfakc. 

And there even before the kynge 
In the earth he drove a (fake : 

And bound thereto his cldett fonn^. 

And bad hym ftand ftyll thereat ; 

And turned tne chsldcs nice him flro, 
Becaule he (hould not (ferte. 

An apple upon his head he fet, 

And then his bowe he bent ; 

Syxc fcore paces they were our mete. 

And thptW Ctoudefl^ 


There he drew out a &yr brode attowe, ' 

Hvs bowe was great and longs i 
lie (et that arrowe in his bowe, 

That was both ftyfte and ftroiige. 

H^rayed the people tliat wer there 
That they all (fill wold ftand,' 

For he that (lioteth for fuch a wager 
Bchoveth a (^edfaft hand. 

Muchc people prayed for Cloudcild, 

That his lyfe faved myght be ; 

And whan he made him redy to (hote. 

There was many a weeping ce- 

But Clouded^ cleft the apple in twainc^ 

His Tonne he did not nee. 

Over Gods forbodc, fayde the kinge, ' 

That thou (hold (liotc at me. 

I geve thee cightcnc pence a day, 

And my bowe (halt thou here, 

And over all the north countre 
1 make the chyfe rydere. 

And I thyrtene pence a day, faid the quene^ 

By God, and by my fay ; , 

Come fcchc thy payment when thou wylc. 

No man ihafl fay the nay. 

Wyllyam, I make the a gentleman 
Of clothyng, and of fe ; 

And thy two breathren, yemen of my chambreji 
For they arc fo femely to fe# 

Your fonne, for he is tendre of age, 

Of my wync-lellcr he (hall be : 

And when nc cometh to mans eftate, 

Shall better avaunced be. 

And, Wyllyam, bring to me your wife. 

Me longcth her fore to fe ; 

She (hall be my chefe gentlewoman. 

To governe my nurferyc. 

The yemen thanketh them courteoudyi 
To feme bidiop wyl we wend. 

Of all the (ynnes, rhat we have done. 

To be alloy rd at his hand. 

So forth be gone thefe good yemen, 

'As faflj^as they might he j 
And after came and dwelled with the kyngc^ 
And dyed good men all three. 

Thus endeth the lives of thefe good yemen, 

God (end them eternal biyfle. 

And all chat witli a ^and-bowc dioteth, 

That of heaven they never myiTc. Amen. 

§ loj. Wittovjf Willow^ WilUm* 

It is from the following ftanzas that Shak(pcare 
has taken his Tong of tlie Willow, in his Othello, 
A. 4. f. 3. though fomewhat varied, and ap^ 
plied by him to a female chara£ier^,Hc makes 
Defdcmona introduce it in this {Sitbetie and 
affe6ting Planner; 
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My mother had a maid call'^d Barbaric : 

«* She was in love ; and he ihe lov'd forfook her* 

* * And ihe prov'd mad. She had a fong of Willow* 
** An old thing *twas» but it exprefs’d her fortune ; 

** And (he dyed (inging it." 

A POORE foule fat fighing under a ficamorc tree; 

O willow* willow* willow ! 

With htahand on his bofoin, his head on his knee : 
O willow* willow* willow ! 

O willow, willow, willow ! 

Stng, O the greene willow lhall be my garland ! 
He figh’d in his Tinging* and after each gronc* 

O w'illow, &c. 

I am dead to all plcafurc* my true-love is gone ; 
O willow, &c. 

Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 

My love flic is turned ; untrue flie doth prove : 
O willow, &c. 

She renders me nothing but hate for my love. 

O willow, &c. 

Sing* O the greene willow, &c. 

O pitty me (cried he) ye lovers, each one ; 

•O willow, See, 

llcr heart ’s hard as marble, Ihc rues not my monc. 
O willow. See. 

Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 

The cold ftreams ran hf him, his eyes wept apace ; 
O willow, Sic, 

The falttears fell from him, which drowned his face: 
O willow, Sec. 

Sing, O the greene willow, Szc. 

The mure birds (at by him, made tameby his moncs: 
O willow, &c. 

The fal £ tears fell from him , which fo ftned theftoncs. 
O willow, Sec, 

Sing, O t(ic greene willow, &c. 

Let nobody blame me, her fcorncs I do prove : 

O willow, &c. 

She was borne to be feirc ; 1 to die for her love. 
O willow. Sec, 

Siag, O tht greene willow, &c. 

0 that beauty (kould harbour a heart that’s To hard ! 
O willow, &c. 

My true love rejefting without all regard. • 

O willow, Sec, 

Sing* O the greene willow. Sic, 

Let love DO more boaH: him, in palace or bower ; 
O'willow, &c. 

For women are trothles, and flote in an houre. 

O willow, &c. 

Sing, O the grecuc willow,* See, 

But what helps complaining? In vaini complaine: 
O willow, Sec, ^ 

1 muft patiently fuSer her fcorne and diTdame. 

O willow, &c. ^ 

Sing, O the greene willow* &c. 

Ctane, all you forfaken, and fit down by me ; 

• O willow, fisc. ^ 

He that ^plaines of his falfe love, mine’A falfor than 

ifP willow. Sec, [ihe. 

:^ng| O the greeni willowi &c. 
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The willow wreath weare I, fince my love did fleet;# 
O willow, &c. 

A garland for lovers forfaken moft mccte. * 

O willow, &c. 

Sing, O the greene willow fliall by my garliuid ! 

Pari the Second, 

LOWE lay’d by my forrow, begot by difdaine, 

O willow, willow, willow ! 

Againfl her too cruell, dill dill I complaine, 

O willow, willow, willow ! , 

O willow, willow, willow ! 

Sing, O tlic greene willow fliall be my garland I 

O love too injurious, to wound my poor heart I 
O willow, Sec,' 

To fulFcr the triumph, and Joy in my fmart : 

O willow, &c. 

Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 

0 willow, willow, willow ! the willow garland| 

O willow, Sec. 

A figne of hei falfcnefle before me doih (land ; 

O wjllow, &c. 

Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 

As here it doth bid to defpair and to dye, 

O willow, Sec. 

So hang it, friends, ore me in grave where I lyc, 
O willow. Sec, 

Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 

In grave where I reft race, hang this to the view 
O willow, &c. 

Of all that doe know her, to blaze her untrue, 

O willow, &c. 

Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 

With thefe words engraven, as epitaph meet, 

O willow, &.C. 

“ Here lyes one, drank poyfon for potion moft 
O willow, &c. [fvveet.’* 

Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 

Though flie thus unkindly hath feorned my love, 
O willow, &c. 

And carelcfsly fmilcs at the forrowis I prove j 
O willow. Sec, 

Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 

1 cannot againft her unkindly exclaim, 

O willow. Sec, 

Caufe once well 1 lov*dher,andhonour’dhcrnan^e; 

O willow, &c. 

Sing, O the greene willow, Sec, 

The name of herfounded To fweete in mine care, 
O willow, &c- 

It rays’d my heart lightly, the name of ray dcare, 

O willow, &c. 

Sing, O the greene willow. Sec, 

As then ’twas my comfort, it now is ray eriefc ; 

O willow, See, 

It now brings me anguiflifdien brought me reliefe, 

O willow, &c. 

Sing, O the grceoe willowi fiec. 

PaKWcll, 
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Farewellf faire falfe hearted: plaints end with my 
. O willow, willow, willow ! [breath ! 

doft loath me, 1 love thee, though eaufe of 
' O willow, willow, willow ! [my death. 

O willow, willow, willow I 
ISing, O the grcenc willow ihall be my garland 1 

§ 104. Barbara Allen' i Critehy, 
tN Scarlet towne, where I was borne, 

^ There was a fair maid dw'cllin, * 

^ade every youth crye, WeUawaye ! 

Hcf name was Barbara Allen. 

All in the meriyc month of May, 

When grccne buds they were fvvcllin, 

Young Jemmyc Grove on his death*bed lay. 

For love of Barbara Allen, 

He fent his man unto her then, 

To the town where ihcc was dwelling 
You mud come to my maftcr deare. 

Gift’ your name be Barbara Allen. 

For death is printed on his face, 

And ore his harte is ftealin : 

Then liafte away to comfort him, 

O lovely Barbara Allen. 

Though death be printed on his face, 

And ore bis harte is ftealin, 

Yet little better lhall he bee 
For bonny Baibara Allen. 

So ftowly, (lowly, (he came up, 

And (lowly (lie came nye him 
And all (he iay’d, when there ihe came. 

Young man, I think y* are dying. 

He turned his face unto her ftrait, 

With dcadlyc forrow (ighing j 
O lovely maid, come pitty mee, 

Ime on my death-bed lying. 

If on your death-bed you doc lye, 

What need^ the tale you arc tellin ; 

J cannot keep you from your death ; 

Farewell, fayd Barbara Allen. 

He turned his face unto the wall, 

As deadly pangs he fell in : 

Adieu ! adieu I adieu to you all ! 

Adieu to Barbara Alien I 

As (he was walking ore the fields. 

She heard the bells a knellin ; 

And every ftroke did feem to fayc, 

• Unworth^e Barbara Allen. 

She turned her bodyd round about, 

And fpied the corpfc a coming : 

Lave down, laye down the corps, ftic fayd, 
That I may look upon him. 

With fcornful eye (he looked dbwne. 

Her cheek with laughter (wellin ; 

Wliilft all her friends cryd out amsune. 
Unworthy Barbara Allen. 

When he dead, and laid in grave, 

Her hgete was ftruck with forrowe^ 

P mother, mother, make my bcd» 

^or I dye tcHmorrowe. « < 


Hard- halted creature, him to flight. 
Who loved me lb dearly e : 

O that I had been more kind to him, 
When he was alive and neare me 1 

She, on her death-bed as (lie layc, 
Beg’d to be buried by him : 

And lore repented of the daye 
That (he did ere denjrc him. 

Farewell, (lie fayd, yc virgins all. 
And ihun the faulcT fell in : 

Henceforth take warning by the fall 
Of cruel Barbara Allen. 


§ 105. The Froliijbme Duke, or the Tinker* t 
good Foriune^ 

The following ballad is upon the fame fubjed: 
as the Induction to Shakfpeare's Titmiiig of 
the Shrew : whetht^r it may be thought to have 
fuggefted the hint to the Dramatic poet, or is 
not rather of later date, tlic reader uiuft deter- 
mine. 

The ftory is told of Philip the Good, Duke of 
Burgundy) and is thus 1 elated by an old Kng- 
lilh writer : << The laid Duke, at the marriage 
of Eleonora, fifter to the King of Pcrtugall, 
at Bruges in Flanders, which was folcmniied 
in the deepe of winter ; when as by reafon of 
unfcafonable weather he could neither hawke 
nor hunt, and was now tired with cards, dice. 
Sic, and fuch other domeftick fports, or to fee 
ladies dance ) with fomc of his courtiers, he 
would in the evening waikedifguired all about 
the towne. It fo fortuned, as he was walking 
late one night, he found a country fellow dead 
drunkc, fnorting on a bulkc; .he caufed hit . 
followers to bring him to hU palace, and there 
ftripping him of his old clothes, and attyritiz 
him after the court falhion, when he wakened, 
he and they were cill ready to attend upon his 
excellency, and pei luadc him that he was Tome 
great Duke. The poor fellow, admiring how 
he came there, was ferved in ftate all day long: 
after fupper he faw them dance, heard muficke, 
and all the reft of thofe court-like plcafures ; 

• but late at night, when he was well-tiplcd, and ’ 
again faft afleepe, they put on his oM robes, 
and fo conveyed him to the place where they 
firft found him. Now the fellow had not made 
them fo good (port the day before;;, as he did ^ 
now, when he returned to nimfelf : all the jeft: 
was to fee how he looked upon it. In conclufion, ' 
after fume little admiration, the poor man tpld 
his friends he had feen a vifion $ conftantly be-, ‘ 
lieved it ) would not otherwife be perfuaded, 
and (b the jeft ended.” Burton’s Anatomy or ^ 
Melancholy, pt. a. fe£t. 2. memb.4. 2dcd« ‘‘ 
1624. fol. 

N OW as fame does report, a young dukekeepo 
a court, 

One that pleafes hivfimcy with frolickfbme fport : 
But among alt the reft^ nere is one, I pro^eft, 
Which w ill make you fip ^le when you heer the ^ 
ir^ejed; 

Apoot 
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A poor tinker he found lying drunk on the ground, 
As fccure in a ileep as if laid in a fwound. 

The duke faid tohis men, William, Richard, and 
Ben, , 

Take him home to my palace, we’ll fport with 
' him then. . 

O’er a horfe he was laid, and with care foon con« 
vcy’d 

To the palace, altho’ he was poorly array’d t 
. Then they hript off his clothes, both his Ih ii t, Oiocs, 
and hofe, 

And they put him to bed for to take his repofe. 

Having: pull’d off his ftirt, which was alj over dirt, 
They did give him clean holland, this was no great 
hurt : 

On a bed of foft down, like a lord of renown. 
They did lay him to deep the d rink out of his crown. 
Int he moiningwhen day, then admiring he lay, 
For to lee the rich chamocr both gaudy and gay. 

How he lay fomething late, in his rich bed of ftatc, 
Till at lad knights and fquires they on him did 
viraitj 

And the chamberlain bare then did likcwifc de- 
clare, 

He defired to know what apparel he’d wear : 
prhc poor tinker amaz'd, on the gentleman gaz’d, 
And admired how he to his honour was rais'd. 

Tho* he Teem’d fomething mute, yet he chofc a 
rich fuic, 

Which he ftraitways put on without longer cliTputc; 
With a daron his fide, which the tinker oft eyed, 
And it Teem’d for to fwcll him no little with pride ; 
For he faid to himfelf, Where is J oan my Tweet wife? 
ffurc (he never did fee me To due in her life. 


*T was a point next the word, yet perform it they | 
mud, 

And ti'.cy carried him draight where they found 
him at Hrft ; • ' 

Then he dept all the night, as indeed well he might; 

But wlicn he did waken his joys took their Higlit. 

For his glory to him To plcafant did Teem, 

That he thought it to be but a mere golden dream : 

Till at length he was brought to the duke, wlierc 
he fought 

For a pardon, as fearing he’d fet him at nought ; 

Buthis higlinefs hefaid,Tliou’rta jolly bold blade. 

Such a frolic before I think never was play’d. 

Then his highnefs befpoke him a new fuit and 
cloak, 

Which he gave for the fake of this frolicfome 
joke ; 

Nay, and dve hundred pound, with ten acres of 
ground : 

Thou (halt never, faid he, range the counterics 
round, 

Crying old brafs to mend, for I’ll be thy good 
friend, 

Nay, and Joan thy fwcet wife (hall my ducheft 
attend. 

Then the tinker replied, What ! mud Joan, my 
fwcet bride, , 

Be a lady, in chariots of plcafure to ride ? 

Mud we have gold and land evVy day at com* 
mand ? 

Then I (hall be a fquire I well underdand : 

Weil, 1 thank your good grace, and your love I 
embrace ; 

1 was never before in To happy a cafe. 


■* 

From a convenient place the right duke his good 
grace 

Did obferve his behaviour In every cafe. 

To a garden of date on the tinker they wait, 
Trumpets founding before him; thought he, this 
is great : 

Where an hour or two plcafant walks he did view, 
With'commanders and fquires in fcarict and blue. 

A linedinnerwasdred, bothforhim andhisgueds* 
He was plac'd at the table above all the red, 

In a rich chair or bed, lin’d with dnecrimibn red, 
With a rich golden canopy over his head : 

As he (at at his meat, the mude play’d Tweet, 
With the choiced of lipging his joys to complete. i 

While the tinker did dine/ he had plenty of wine, 
Rich canary and iheny, and tent fuperfine. i 
Like a right honed; toul, faith, he took off his 
bowl, 

Till at lad he began for to tumble and roll 
From his chair to the floor, wliere he (leeping did 
fnore, 

Being feven times drunker than ever before. 

Then the duke did ordain, they diould drip him 
amain, 

yadorc him his old leather again : 


I § io6. Sofi^, Death's Fhial Cottqueji. 

Thefe fine moral danzas were originally intended 
for a folemn funeral Tong in a play of James 
Shirley’s, imitled ** The Contention of Ajax 
‘•and Ulyfles.” Shirley floUri(hed as a dra- 
matic writer early in the reign of Chailcs 1 , 
but he outlived the Redoration. His death hap- 
pened Ofl. 29, 1666, act. 72. It is faid to have 
been a favourite long with K. Charles II. 

'•pHE glories of our birth and date 
^ Arc ih.'idows, not fubdantial things 1;^ 

There is no armour againd fate : • 

Death lays bis icy hands on kings : 

Sceptre and crown 
, Mud tumble down. 

And in the dud be equal made 
With the poor crooked (cytbe and fpad^ 

Some men with fwords may reap the field. 

And plant firelh laurels where they kills 
But their drbng nerves at lad mud yield. 

They tame but one another dill. 

Early or late ' . 

They ftopp to fake, 

And mud give Up their murmuring breathi ** 
When they, pale captives, creep to death. 
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The garlands wither on your brow, 

Then boaft no more your mighty deeds, 
Upon death's purple altar now 

See where the vidor vidtim bleeds : 

All heads muft come 
To the cold tomb : 

Only the a£tions of the juft 
Smell l\vcet| and blolTom in the duft. 


§ 107. Soft ^. Smolikt. 

rpO ftx’her — ’twere a talk as vain ^ 

To count the April drops of rain, 

To fow in Afric's barren foil. 

Or tempefts hold within a toil. 

1 know it, friend, (he's light as air, 

Falfc as the fowler's artful lharc ; 
Inconftant as the paiFing wind, 

As winter’s dreary froll unkind. 

She's fuch a mifer too in love, 

Its joys (he'll neither (hare nor prove } 
Tho* hundred of gallants await 
From her vi£lorious eyes their fate. 

Blu filing at fuch inglorious reign, 

I fometimes ftrive to break her chain | 

My rcafon fummon to my aid, 

Rcfolve no more to be betray'd. 

Ah, friend ! 'tis but a Ihort^liv'd trance, 
Difpeird by one enchanting glance ; 

She need blut look, and I confefs 
Thofc looks completely curfe or blefs. 

So fofe, fo elegant, fo fair, 

Sure fomething more than human's there : 
I'muft fubmit, for ftrife is vain; 

'Twas deftiny that forg’d the chain. 


§ 108 . Song, Gildgroy 

—was a famous robber, who lived about the middle 
of the laft century ; if we may credit the hiftorics 
and ftory-books of highwaymen, which relate 
many improbable feats of him, as his robbing 
Cardinal Richlieu, Oliver Cromwell, d:c. But 
thefe dories have probably no other authority 
than the records of Grub-ftreet. ' 

G ILDEROY was a bonnie boy. 

Had rofes tu|i bis dioone, 

^]His (lockings were of (ilken foy, 

Wi ' garters hanging dou ne : 

It was, I weene, a comelie light, 

To fee fac trim a boy ; 

He was my joy and heart's, delight, 

/ My handfome Gilderoy., 

Oh ! like twe charming cen he had, 

A breath as Tweet as rofc ; 

He never ware a Highland plaid, 

But codly filken dothes. 

He gain'd the luve of ladies gaf, 

Nsuie eir tull him was coy, 

Ah I wac is mcc ! 1 moura the day. 

Foamy dear Gil^eroy- 
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My Gildcroy and I were born 
Baitli in one touii together ; 

Wc leant were Icvcn years bcloni 
We gan to luve each other ; 

Our dadies and our mammies thay 
Were fill’d wi* mickle joy, 

To think upon the bridal day 
'Twixt me and Gilderoy. 

For Gildcroy, that luve of mine, 

Gude faith, I freejy bought 
A wedding fark of holland fine 
WT filken Rowers wrought : 

And he gied me a wedding ring. 

Which I receiv'd wi* joy, 

Nac lad nor lalfie cir could ling 
Like me and Gildcroy. 

Wi* mickle joy we fpent our primes 
Till we were baith fixteen, 

And aft wc pad the langfome time 
Among the leaves fae green : 

Aft on the banks we'd fit us thair, 

And fwcctly kifs and toy ; 

Wi’ garlands gay wad deex my hair 
My handfome Gildcroy. 

Oh ! that he dill had been content 
Wi’ me to lead his life ; 

But, ah ! his manfu* heart was bent 
To dir in feats of drife I 
And he in many a venturous deed 
His courage oauld wad try ; 

And now this gars mine heart to bleed 
For my dear Gildcroy, 

And when of me his leave he tuik. 

The tears they wet mine ec ; 

I gave tull him a parting luik, 

My bcnilbn gang wi* thee ! 

God fpeed thee weil,'mine ain dear heart, 
For gane is alt my joy ; 

My heart is rent, fith we maun part, 

My handfome Gildcroy !’* 

My Gilderoy, baith far and near, 

Was fear’d in every toun, 

«And bauldly bare away the gear 
Of many a law land foun ; 

Nanc cir du ft meet Aim man to map. 

He was fae brave a boy ; 

At length wi' numbers he was tane,' 

My winfomc Gilderoy. 

Wae* worth the loun that made the laws. 
To hang a man for gear. 

To 'reave of life for ox or aft, 

For (heep, or horfe, or mare : 

Had not their laws been jnade Tae ftrick, 
I neir had loft my joy ; 

Wi* forrow hair had w^t my cheek, 

For my dear Gildcroy. 

GifF Gilderoy had done arniiTe, 

He mought had baniih^.been. 

Ah, what Tatr cruelty is this,. ^ * 

To hang like banofohic men I 
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To hang the flower 0’ Scottilh land, 

Sac fweet a fair a boy ; 

Kae lady had fae white a hand. 

As thee, my Gilderoy. 

Of Gilderoy fae fraid they were. 

They bound him mickle ftrong, 

Tull £^enburfow they led him tnair, 
And on a gallows hung : 

They hung him high ab<^n the refl. 

He was fae trim a boy ; 

Thair dyed the youth whom I lued befl. 
My handlbmc Gilderoy. 

Thus having yielded up his breath, 

I bare his corpfe away, 

Wi* tears, that trickled for his death, 

I waflit his coinelyc clay; 

And liker in a grave fae deep 
1 laid the dear-Iued boy, 

And now for evir maun I weep, 

My wiufome Gilderoy. 


§ 1 09 . Bryan and Pereene^ a Wefl-Indiafi 

Ballad^ jounded on a real fa&y that happened in 
the IJland of St. Cbriflopber s, Gra inger. 

^HE north-eaft wind did brifkly blow, 

The fliip was fafely moor’d \ 

Young Bryan thought the boat’s crew flow, 

And fo leapt over-board. 

Percene, the pride of Indian dames. 

His heart long' held in thrall ; 

And wholb his impatience blames, 

1 wot ne’er lov’d at all. 

A long long year, one month and day, 

He dw'clt on Englifli land ; 

Nor once in though^t or deed would ftray, 

Tho’ ladies fought his hand. 

For Bryan he was tall and ^rong, 

Right blythfomc roll’d his cen ; 

Sweet was his voice whene’er he fung : 

He fcant had twenty fpen. 

But who the countlcfs charms can draw. 

That grac’d his miftrefs true ? 

Such charms the old world feldom faw. 

Nor oft I ween the new. 

Her raven hair plays round her neck, 

Like tendrils of the vine ; 

Her cheeks red dewy rofe-buds deck. 

Her eyes like diamonds fliine. 

Soon as' his well-known fliip ihe fpied, 

She cafl her weeds away ; 

And to the palmy fliore flie hied. 

All in her belt array. 

In iea-grecn (ilk fo neatly clad 
She there impatient flood ; 

The crew with wonder fl|w the lad j 

Repel the foaming flood. i 

hands a handkerchief difplay’d* « 

1 Which he at parting gave ; 

pleas'd the token m flitvey^d, ! 

simlier bat the Wflye. i 


Her fair companions one and all 
Rejoicing crowd the flrand ; 

For now her lover fwam in call, • 

And aimofl touch’d the land. 

Then through the white furf did Ihe haftc. 
To clafp her lovely Twain; 

When, ah ! a lhark bit through his waift ; 
Uis heart’s blood died the main ! 

He Ihriek’d ! his half fprang from the wave^ 
Streaming with purple gore ; 

And foon it found a living grave, 

And, ah ! was Teen no more* 

Now hafte, now hafle, ye maids, I pray, 
Fetch water from the fpring : ^ 

She fails, flic fwoons, flie dies away. 

And foon her knell they ring. 

Now each May-morning round her tomb, 

Ye fair, frcfli flowrets drew ; 

So may your lovers feape his doom, 

Her haplcfs fate feape you i 


§ 1 10. Son^. Gentle River ^ gentle River. Tranf 
latcd from the Spaytijb. Percy. 

Although the Englifli arc remarkable for the 
number and variety of their ancient ballads, 
and retain perhaps a greater fondnefs for thefe 
old fimplc rhapfodics of their anceftors than 
moft other nations, they are not the only people 
who have diftinguiflicd thcmfelves by compo- 
fitions of this kind. The Spaniards have great 
multitudes of them, many of which are of the 
highefl merit. They call them in their lan- 
guage Romances. Moll of them relate to their 
conflidls with the Moors, and difplay a fpirit 
of gallantry peculiar to that romantic people* 
The two following arc fpecimens. 


^ENTLE river, gentle river, 

^ Lo, thy ftreams arc flain’d with gore ; 
Many a brave and noble captain 
Floats along thy willow’d fliore. 


All befide thy limpid waters. 

All belide thy fands fo bright, 
Moorifli Chiefs and Chriftian Warriors 
Join’d in fierce and mortal fight. 

Lords, and dukes, and noble princes, 
On thy fatal banks were (lain : 

Fatal banks, that gave to daughter 
All the pride and flow’r of Spain, , 


There the hero, brave Alonzo, 

Full of wounds and glory died^ 

There the fearlefs Urdiales 
Fell a vi 6 l:im by his fide. 

Lo ! where yonder Dofl SasLvedra 
Thro* their fquadrons flow retires ; 

Pri)ud Seville, his native dty, 

Proud Seville his wbrth Mmires* 

CIo(e 
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Clofe behind a renegado 
I Loudly ftiouts, with taunting cry : 
Yield thee, yield theCj Don Saavedra* 
Do*ft thou from the battle fly ? 

Well 1 Know thee, haughty Chriftian, 
Long I liv’d beneath thy roof * 

Oft I’ve in the lifts of glory 

Seen thee win the prize of proof. 

Well 1 kn^ thy aged parents, 

Well thy blooming bride 1 know * 
Seven years J was thy captive, 

Seven .years of pain and woe. 

May our prophet grant my wifhes, 
Haughty chief, thou (halt he mine t - 
Thou lhalt drink that cup of forrow 
Which I drank when 1 was thine. 

Like a lion turns the warrior. 

Back he fends an angry glare : 
Whizzing came the Moorilh javelin^ 
Vainly whizzing thro’ the air. 

Back the hero full of fury 

Sent a deep and mortal wound : 
Inftant funk the renegado 
Mute and lifelcfs on thc^ground. 

With a thouland Moors furroundedy 
Brave Saavedra Hands at bay : 
Wearied out, but never daunted, 

Cold at length the warrior lay, 

I^ear him fighting, great Alonzo 
Stout refifts the Paynim bands * 

From his flaughter’d fteed difmounted 
Firm intrench’d behind him Hands, 
Furious prefs the hoftilc fquadron, 

' Furious he repels their rage : 

Lofs of blood at length enfeebles : 

Who can war with thoufands wage ! 

Where yon rock the plain o’erlhadow'i, 
Clofe beneath its foot retir’d. 

Fainting funk the bleeding hero, 

And without a groan expir’d. 


§ , Alcan%or and layda^ a Moorijb Tale^ 

imitalcd from the Spamjb, Pejrcv. 


Lovely feems the moon’s fair luftre 
To the loft benighu d fwain. 

When all filvery blight flie rifes, 

Gilding mountain, grove, and plain* 

Lovely feems the fun’s full gloiy 
To the fainting feaman's eyes. 

When fome horrid ftorm difperfing. 

O’er the wave his radiance flies ; 

But a thoufand times more lovely 
To her longing lover’s fight 
Steals haif-fecn the beauteous maiden 
Thro* the glimmerings of the nighr. 
Tip-roe Hands the anxious lover, 
Whifpering forth a gentle figh i 
Alla ♦ keep thee, lovely lady ; 

Tell nie» am I doom’d to <he ? 

Is it true the dreadful ftory, 

Which thy dainfcl tells my page. 
That, Icduc’d by fordid riches, 

Thou wilt fell thy bloom to age ? 

An old lord from Anti qu era 
Thy ftern father brings along* 

But canft thou, inconihmt Zaida, 

Thus coiifent my love to wrong • 

If ’tis true, now plainly tell me, 

Nor thus trifle with my woes; 

Hide not then from me the fccrct, 

Which the world fo clearly knows. 
Deeply figh’d the confeious maiden. 
While the pearly tears defeend : 

Ah ! my lord, too true the ftory ; 

Here our tender loves muft end. 

Our fond friendfliip is difeover'd. 

Well arc known our mutual vows ; 
All my friends are full of fury. 

Storms of pafiion fliakc the houfe. 
Threats, reproaches, fears furround mc^ 
My ftern father breaks my heart; 

Alla knows how dear it colls me, 
Gen’rous youth, from thee to part. 
Ancient wounds of hoftilc fury 

Long have rent our houfe and thine; 
Whv then did thy fliining merit 
V'in this tender heart of mine ? 


oOFTLY blow the evening breezes, 

^ Softly fall the dews of night ; 

Yonder walks the Moor Alcanzor, 
Shunning ev^y glare of light. 

In^yon palace lives fair Zaida, 

Whom he loves with flame fo pure : 
Lovelicft ihc of, Moorilh ladies, 

He a young and noble Moor, 

Waiting for th’ appointed minute, 

Oft he paces to and fro : 

Stopping now, now moving forwards, 
Sometimes quick, and fometimes flow. 


Well thou kno^'^’H how dear 1 lov’d thee. 
Spite of all their hateful pride, 

Tho’ 1 fear’d my haughty rather 
Ne’er would let me be thy bride. 

Well thou know’ll what cruel chidings 
Oft I’ve from my mother borne. 

What I’ve fufljjr’d here to meet thee 
Still at eve and early mom. 

I no longer may rcfift them ; 

Alt to force my hand combine; 

And to-morrow to thy rival 
This weak frame I mull relign. 


Hope and fear alternate teafe him. 
Oft he lighs with heaxt-felt care. 
See, fond youth, to yonder window 
Softly Heps the tim’rous fair. 


Yet think not thy faithful Zaida 
Can furvive fo great a wrong ; 
Well my breaking heart aflitras me 
That my woei will not be long. 


* AUa U the Mahometan name of God, 
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t’arewcl then, my dear Alcanzor ! 

Farcwcl too my life with thee ! 

Take this fcarf, a parting token ; 

When thou wear'll it, think on me. 

Soon, lovM youth, feme woithicr maiden 
Shall reward thy gen’ruiis truth ; 
Sometimes tell her how thy Zaida 
Died for thee in prime of youth. 

To him, all amaz’d, confounded, 

Thus (he did her woes impart: 

Deep he figh’d; then cried, O Zaida, 

Do not, do not break my heart ! 

Canll thou think I thus will lofe thee? 

Cand thou hold my love lb fmall ? 

Ko! a thoufand times I’ll perilh! 

My curd rival too lhall fall, 

Cand thou, wilt thou, yield thus to them ? 

O break forth, and fly to me ? 

This fond heart lhall bleed to favc thee, 
Thefc fond arms lhall Iheltcr thee. 

*Ti» in vain, in vain, Alcanzor, 

Spies furround me, burs fecure : 

Scarce 1 deal this lall dear moment. 

While my damlel keeps the door. 

Harh, 1 hear my father dorming ! 

Hark, I hear my mother chide ! 

1 mud g<j : farcwcl for ever I 
Gracious Alla be thy guide ! 


5 112 . T.ihvaul IV. anJ the Tanner of 

Tanvivorth. 

“JN fummer time when leaves grow greenc, 

And bloiroms bedecke the tree, 

King Edward wolde a hunting ryde, 

Somme padime fiir to lee. 

"With hawke and houndc he made him bownc ; 

With home, and eke with bowe ; 

To Drayton Bafifet he took his wave. 

With all his lordes a rowe. 

And he had ridden ore dale and downe 
By eigiit of ciockc in the day, 

When he was ware of a bold tanner, 

Come ryding along the wayc, ' 

A fay re rudet coat the tanner had on 
Fad buttoned under his chin ; 

And under him a good cow-hide. 

And a mare of four ihilling. 

Nowe dand you dill, my good lordes all, 

Under the grcenc wood fprayc ; 

And 1 will wende to yonder feJlowc, 

To weet what he will fayc. 

God fpeedc, God fpeedc thee, faid our king. 

Thou art welcome, fir, fayd hee. 

“ The readyed waye to Drayton BalTct 
I prayc thee to fliewe to mee,” 

To Drayton Baflet woldd thon goc, 

Fro the place where thou doll dand, . 

The next payer of gallowcs thou corned unto, 
Turnc iu upon thy right hand.” 
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That is an unreadye tvayc, layd our king, 

Thou doell but jell, [ fee : ' 

Now (hewe me put the neared waye, • 

And I pray thee wend with nice. . 

Awayc with a vengeance ! c^uoth t’:e tannery 
I hold thee out of thy witt : 

All day have I rydden on Brocke my mare, 

And I am fading yett. 

“ Go with me downe to Drayton Dw.frcc 
No dayiities we will fpare ;* 

All daye lhalt thou cate and drinke of the bed. 
And 1 will pave thy fare.” 

Gramcreye for nothing, the tanner replyde, 
Thou payed no fare of mine : 

I trowe I’ve more nobles in my purfe, 

I’han thou had pence in thine. 

God give thee joy of them, liiyd the king, 

And fend them well to pricfc. 

The tanner wolde fainc have been away, 

For he weende he had bccnc a thiefe. 

What art thou, hee I'aydc, thou fine fcllowc ? 

Of thee 1 am in gie.ite fe.ire; 

For tlte cloathes thou wcared upon thy backc 
Miglit befeeine a lord to weare. 

1 never dole them, quoth our king, 

I tell you, lir, by the roode. 

“ Then thou played a^* many an unthnft doth, 
And rtandeil in midds of th3j^goodj.” 

What tydi nges hcarc you, fnyd the kyngc. 

As you ryde far and nearc \ 

** 1 hear no tydinges, fir, by the rnaflfc, 

Hut that cowe-hides are deare.” 

‘‘ Cowe-hides ! cowe-hidcs ! what things arc thofe? 

r marvell what they bee 
What art thou a foole ? the tanner rjply’d ; 

1 carry one under nice. 

What craftfman art thou ? faid the kingj 
' 1 pray thee tell me trowe. 

I am a barker fir, by trade ^ 

Now tell me what art thou ?” 

I am a poorc courtier, fir, quoth he. 

That am forth of fcrvice worne ; 

And faine I wolde thy prentife bee, 

Thy cunningc for to iearne. 

Marryc, heaven forfend, the tanner repi yde, 
That thou my prentife were : 

Thou woldd fpend more good than I ihold wmi]^ 
By fortye dulling a ycre. 

Yet one iliingc wolde I, fayd our king,- 
If thou wilt not feeme drangc : 

Thoughe my horfe be better than thy mare. 

Yet with thee 1 faine wold change. 

“ Why if with me thou faine wilt change. 

As change full welt maye wee. 

By the faith of my bodye, thou proude fclldW, 

I will have fome boot of thee.** 

That were againd reafon, fayd the king, 

1 fwcare, m mote I thee : 

My horfe is better than thy mar:, 

And that thou well maydfee, 
in bark. 


M Ycra' 
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Vea, fir, but Qjocke is gentle and mild, 

' And foftly (he will fare ; ^ 

Thy horfe is unrulye sAid wild, I wifs; 

Aye (kipping here and theare.’* 

What boote wilt thou have > our king replied ; 

• ‘Now tell me in this fiounde. 

Noe pence, nor halfpence, by my fayc, 

But a noble in gold fo roaude.'* 

Here’s twenty e groates of white moneye, 

Sith thou wilt have it of mec,” 

I would have fworne now, quoth the ta^er. 
Thou hadfi not had one penuic^ 

But fince we two have made a change, 

A change we muft abide ; 

Although thou halt gotten firocke my mare. 
Thou gcttcit not my covve-hyde. 

I will not have it, fay’d the kyngc, 

I fweare, fo mote I thee ; 

Thy foiilc cow-hide I would not beare, 

If thou wold ft give it to ince. 

The tanner hee tooke his good cowe-hide. 

That of the cow was hilt ; 

And threwe it upon the king's faddclle, 

That was foe fayrelye gilte. 

Now hclpc me up, thou fine fellowe, 

’Tis time that I were gone j 
When 1 coinc home to Gyllian, my wife, 

Shed fay I’m a gentilmon.” 

The kingc he took him by the legge; 

The tanner a f ^ ’ lett fall. 

Now maiTye, good fellowe, fayd the kyng. 

Thy courtefyc is but fmall. 

When the tanner he was in the kinges fadddlc, 

* And his foote in the ftirrup was ; 
lie marvelled grcatlyc in his minde. 

Whether it were goldc or brafs. 

But when his ftecd faw the cows-taile wagge, 
And eke the blacke cowe-hornc j 
He damped, and ftared, and awaye he ranne, 

As the devill had him borne. 

The tanner he pulld, the tanner he fweat, 

And held by the pummil (aft ; 

At length the tanner came tumbling downe ; 

His nccke he had wcll-nye braft. 

Take thy horfe again with a vengeance, he fayd, 
With mcc he mall not byde. 

** My boric wolde have borne thee well enoughe. 
But he kiicwc^ot of thy cowc-hide. 

Yet if againe thou faine woldft change. 

As change full well may wee, 

By thi? faith of my bodye, thou jolly tanner, 

1 wil l have fomc boote of thee,” 

What boote wilt thou have, the tanner replyd, 
Nowe tell me in this ftounde * 

Noe pence, nor half pence, fir, by my faye, 

But 1 will have twentye pounde.*’ 

Here’s twentye groates out of my purle ; 

And twentye 1 have of thine : 

And 1 have one more, which we will fpend 
the wiBe,** 
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The^kinge (it a bugle home to his mouthe. 
And blcwe bothe loude and (hrille : 

And fuune came lords, and foone came khights, 
Faft ryding over the hille. 

Nowe, out alas • the tanner he cryde, 

That ever I fiwe this daye 1 

Thou art a ftrong tliicfc, yon come thy fcllowei 
Will beare* my cowc-hidc away. 

They arc no thieves, the king replyde, 

I fwcure, fo mote I tliec ; 

But they are ihc lords of the north countrey, 
Hcie come to hunt with moe. 

And foone before our king they came, 

And knelt downe on the groundc : 

Then might the tanner have bccnc awaye, 

i He had lever thin twentye pounde. 

A coller, a coHer, here, fayd the king, ^ 

A coller he loud did cryc ; 

Then wouidc he lever than twentye pound 
He had not been fo nighe. 

A coller, a coller, the tanner he fayd, 

1 trowe it will breede f^rrowc : 

After a coller comes a halter, 

And I (hall be hanged to-morrowe. 

** Away with thy fcare, thou jolly tanner, 

For the fport thou haft (hewn to me, . 

I wote noe halter thou (halt wcare, 

But thou (halt have a knight’s fee. 

For Plumpton paikc I will give thee, 

With tenem«mts fairc befide : 

’Tis worth three hundred markes by the yeare. 
To maintaiiie thy good cow-hide.” 

Gramercye, my liege, the tanner replyde, 

For the favour thou haft me Ihowne ; 

If ever thou coined to merry Tarnwdrth, 

Neates leather (liall clout thy (hoen. 


§ it3« Latfy Anne BotbwelTs Lament. A Scot* 
tijh Son^, 

The fubjefi of this pathetic ballad is, A lady of 
quality of the name of Bothw£LL, or rather 
Boswell, having been, together with her 
chifd, deferted by her hulband or lover, cOm- 
pofed thefe afFt^''iiig lines herfclf. 

B ALOW, my babe, ly ftil and (leipe I 
It grieves me fair to fee thee weipe: 

If thourt be filent. He be glad, 

Thy maining maks my heart ful (ad* 

Balow, my boy, thy raithers joy, . 

Thy father brcidcs me great annov.^ 

Balow, my babe, ly ftil and 
It grieves me fair to fee thee weipc. 

When he began to court my luve, 

And with his fugred wordes to mure. 

His faynings fals, and flettering cheire^. 

To me that time did not appeire: 

But now I ice, moft: cruell hee 
Cares neither for my babe not mee. 

Bdew,&c* 

Ad 


tr 
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Ly ftil, ‘my darlingc, fleiM a while. 

And when thou waked fweitly fmile ; 

But fmile not, as thy father did, 

To cozen maids : nay, God forbid » 

But yette I feire, thou wilt gac neirc 
Thy fatlicris hart and face to bcire. 

Balow, &c« 

I cannae chufe, but ever will 
Be luvin^ to thy father dil : 

Whair-eir he gac, whair-eir he ryde, 

My love With him maun ftil ahyde : 

In weil or wae, whalr-cir he gae, ' 

Mine hart can ncir depart him frac. 

Balow, &c. 

But doc not, doc not, prettie mine, . 

To faynings fals thine hart incline; 

Be loyal to thy luver trew, 

And nevir change hir for a new : 

If glide or faire, of hir have care, 

For womens baiming's wondcrous fair* 

Balow, &c. 

Bnirnc, fin thy cruel father is ganc, 

Thy winfome fmilcs maun cife my paiac; 

My babe and I'll together live, 

He'll comfort me whan cat*'c,s doc grieve : 
hly babe and I right fa ft will ly, 

And quite forgeit man’s cruelty. 

4 Balow, &c. 

Farewell, farewell, thou falfcft youthi 
That evir kift a womans mouth I 
] « ifti all maidcs be warnd by mcc 
KeVir to truft man’s curtefy ; 

For if wc doe bot chance toliow, 

Thcy’lc ufe us than they care not how. 

Balow, my babe, ly ftil and lleipc f 
It grieves me fair to fee thee weipe* 

5 1 14 . Corydon i doleful K)ielL 

The burthen of the fong, Ding, Dong, &c. 
at prefent appropriated to burlefquc fub- 
ieds, and therefore may excite only ludicrous 


Till th’ obfequies are ended^ ^ 

And (he is wrapt in clay. 

Her herfe it fhall be carried 
By youths that do excel; 

And when that ihe is buried. 

I thus will ring her knell, 

A garland ihall be framed 
By art and nature’s (kill. 

Of lundry-colnur’d flowers, 

In token of good-will ; 

And fundry-colour'd ribbands 
On it I will beftow ; 

But chiefly blacke and yellowe 
With her to grave (hall go. 

I’ll deck her tomb with flowers. 
The rareft ever feen, 

And with my tears, as (bowers, 

1*11 kcepc them frefh and green 
Inftcad of faired colours, 

Set forth with curious art t» 

Her image (hall be painted 
On my diftrclTed heart. 

And thereon fiiall be graven 
Her epitaph lb fairc, 

<< Here lies the lovelieft maiden 
That e’er gave Ihepherd care.” 
In fable will 1 mourne; 

Blacke (hall be all my wcedc, 

Ay me I I am forlorne, 

Now Phillida is dead. 


Ding, fat* 


Ding, &c. 


Ding, &c. 


Ding, Sect^ 


Ding, 


Ding, &c. 


Ding, &c. 


Ding, &c. 


§ lie, The out and Young Couriitr, 

The fubjc& of this excellent old fong is a com* 
parifoii between the manners of the old gen- 
try, as dill fubfifting in the times of Elizabeth, 
and the modern refinements aftedted by ihek 
Tons, in the reigns of her futcclTors. 

A N old fong made by an aged old pate 

Of an old worfliipful gentleman who had a 
greate eftate, 


ieds, and therefore may excite only ludicrous ^ tc cuauc, 

b a moUeni reader ; but in the time of « * bountifol rate, 

our podt it ufuallv .accompanied the moft fo- t>pnctxo relieve the poor at his gate,- 

'lemn and mournful ftrains. ** I"*'” 

• And the queen s old courtier. 


I^Y Phillida, adieu love ! 

Fur evermore farewcl ! 

Ay me 1 I’ve loft my true lovc> 

And thus I ring her knell. 

Ding dong, ding dong, ding dong, 

My pliillida is dead 
I’ll ftick a branch of willow 
At my fair Phillis* head. 

For my fair Phillida ■ 

Our bridal bed w as made ; 

But ’dead of dikes (b gay, 

She in lipr (hrbud is laid. Ding, &'c. 

Her corpfclhallbc attended ' 

By maidcs in fairc array, ' , ; 


With an old lady, whofe anger one word alTwages ; 
They every quarter paid their old fcrvaius their 
wages, [footmen, nor pages. 

And never knew what belong’d to coachmen. 
But kept twenty old fellows with blue coat»>and 
badges ; 

Like an old courtier, &c. 

With an old ftudy fill’d full of learned old books. 
With an old reverend chaplain, ycu tnighr know 
him by his looks, 

With an old buttery-hatch Worn quite o(F the hook?. 
And an old kitchen that maintain’d half a dozen 


Hvr corpfc (hair be attended . [ old cooks ; 

By maidcs in fairc array, • , f Like an old courtier, &c. 

* It is a cuiiftm ip many parts of jEnglan’d.'tfe carry a fine garland before the corpfe of a woman who dies 
uamuridd. t i bis'aUudes lo tUt painied sfligies of 4lzbaiicr aacicaUy sre^sd span tombs and monuments* 

With 
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Vith an old hall, hiing about with pikes, guns, 
ifnd bows, [many (hrcwdc blows, 

With old fivords, and bucklers, that had bwne 
And an old frize coat> to cover his worfhip's 
trunk hofe, 

And a cup of old (herry to colhfort his copper note y 
Like an old courtier, &c. 

With a god&uidfalhioM .whenChriftmaffewas come, 
To cali in all his old neighbours with bagpipe 
and drum, 

With gdod cheer enough w fumilb every old 
room, [man dumb; 

And old liquor able to make a cat fpeak, and 
Like an old courtier, &c. 

With an old falconer, huntfman, and a kennel 
of hounds, [grounds, 

That never hawked nor hunted but in his own 
Who, like a wife man, kept himfelf within his 
own bounds, [good pounds ; 

And when he dyed gave every child a thoufand 
IJke an old courtier, &c, j 

But to his eldeft foil his houfe and land he af- 
fign'd, [full mind 

Charging him in his will to keep the old bounti- 
To be good to his old tenants, and to his neigh- 
bours be kind : [was inclin'd; 

But in the enfuing ditty you ftialf hear how he 
IJke a young courtier of the king s. 

And the king s young courtier. 

I.ike a flourlihing young gallant, newly come to 
his land, [command, 

, Who keeps a brace of painted madams at his 
' And rakes up a thoufand pound upon his father's 
land, ^ 

And gets drunk in a tavern, till he can neither 
Like a young courtier, &c, 

With a new-fangled lady, that is dainty, nice, 
and fparc, 

Who never knew what belonged to good houfe- 
keeping, or care ; 

Who buys gaudy-color’d fans to play with wane 
ton air, . [women's hair; 

And feven or eight difFerent dreffings of ®ther 
Like a young courtier, &c. 

With a new-fafliton’d'hall, built where the old 
, one ftood, [no good, 

Hung round with new piftures, that do the poor 
With a fine marble chimney, wherein burns 
• neither coal nor wood, 

And a new fmooth Ihovelboard, whereon no 
victuals e*er fiood ; 

Like a young courtier, &c. 

With a new ftudy, ftuft full of pamphlets and 
plays, . . LP«ys» 

And a new chaplaip, that fwears falter than he 
With a new buttery hatch, that once in 

four or five days, [lhaws and toys; 

And a new French cook to devife fine kick- 
Like a young courtier, &c. 


4 . 

With a new falhion, when Chrifimas is drawingon. 
On a new journey to London ftraight we all muft 
be gone. 

And leave none to keep houfe, but our new por- 
ter John, [with a fione J 

Who relieves the poor with a thump on the back 
Like a young courtier. See* 

With a new gcntlenian-u flier, whofe carriage is 
complcatt [carry up the meat. 

With a new coachman, footmen, and pages to 
With a waiting gentlewoman, whofe dreiling is 
very neat, [not cat ; 

Who, when her lady has din*d, lets the fervants 
Like a young courtier, kc. 

With new titles of honour bought with his fa- 
ther's old gold, [fold; 

For which fundryof his anccftorsold manors are 
And this is thecourfemoftof our new gal I ants hold, 
Which makes that good houfe- keeping is now 
grown fo cold, 

Among the young courtiers of the king, 
Or the king s young courtiers. 


§ 1 1 6. Loyalfy confined. 

This excellent old fong is preferved in David 
Lloyd's “ Memoires of thofe that fufFcrcd in 
“ the caufe of Charles I.*' He fpeaks of it 
as the compofuion of a worthy perfonage, who 
fullered deeply in thofe times, and was (till 
living, with no other reward than the con- 
fcieiicc of having fuftered. The author'® 
name he has not mentioned; bur, if tradition 
may be credited, this fbng was written by Sir 
R. L’Estrance, 

"DEAT on, proud billows ; Boreas, blow | 

• ^ Swell, curled waves, high as Jove’s roof^ 
Your incivilijy doth (how, 

That innocence is tempeft proof ; ^ 

Though furly Nereus frown, my thoughts are 
calm ; 

Then ftrike, Affliftion, for thy wounds arc balm. 

That which the world mifcalls a jail, 

A private clofvt is to me : 

Whilft a good confcience is my bail, 

And innocence my liberty ; 

Locks, bars, and folitude, together met, 

Make me no prifoner, but an anchoret* 

I, whilft I wifli'd to be retir’d, 

Into this private room was turn’d $ 

As if their wifdoms had confpir'd 
The falamandcr (hould be burn’d; ' 

Or like rhofs fophifts that would drown a fifh, 

I am conftrain a to fuflfer what I wifli. 

The cynic loves his poverty ; 

Tlic pelican her wildcrncfs ; 

And 'tis the Indian's pride tp be 
Naked on frozen Caucafus t 
Contentment catmot'fmart; Stoi^ we fee, 
torments eafie to their apauy. . 
d d 1 


Thefe 
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Thcfc tndnacles upon my arm 
I a* my mift refs' favours wear; 

And for to keep my ancles warm, 
f have fome iron Ihacklcs there : 

Thcfc walls are but my garrifon j this cell, 
Which men call jail, doth prove my citadel. 

I’m in the cabinet lock’d up, 

Like Ibme high^prized margaritc, 

Or, like the great mogul or pope, 

Am cloyfter'd up from public light ; 
Retirednefs is a piece of majefty, 

And thus, proud fubfut, I’m as great as thee. 

Here lin for want of food mull llarvc, 

Where tempting objcdls are not fccii ; 

And thcfc llrong wrflls do only ferve 
To keep vice out, and keep me in : 

Malicx of late’s grown charitable lure, 

I’m not comniitttd, but am kept fecurc. 

So he that ftruck at Jafon’s life, 

Thinking t' have made his purpofc lure, 

liv a malicious friendly knife 
Did only \\ound him to a cure : 

Malice, I fee, wants wit; for wh^t is meant 
Mifehief, oftimes pro^ i s favour by th’ event, 

When once my prince afllidlion hath, 
Profperiry doth triafon feem ; 

And to make fmooih fo rough a path, 

I can learn paiiciy.c from liini : 

Now not to liiflcr Ihcws no loyal heart ; 

When kings want eafe, fubjedls mud bear apart. 

What though I cannot fee my king 
Neither in perfon or in coin ; 

Yet contemplation is a riling 

That renders what f have not, mine : 

My king from me w'hat adamant can part, 
Whom 1 do wear engraven on my hcait ? i 

Have you not feen the nightingale j 

A prifoner like, coopt in n ciige, 

How doth Ihe chant her wonted tale 
Jn that her narrow hermirase 1 
Even then her charming melody doth prove 
That all her bars are trees, her cage a grove. 

I am that bird, w’hom they combine 
Thus to deprive of liberty ; 

But though they do my corps confine. 

Yet, maugre hate, my Ibul is free : 

And, though immur’d, yet can I chirp, and ling 
Pilgrace to rebel's, glory to ray king. 

My foul is free as ambient air, 

Although my baler part ’s immew’d, 

Whim loyal thoughts do Hill repair 
T* accompany niy Iblitudc : 

Although rebellion do my body binde, 

My king alone can captivate my minde. 


§ 1 17. Tfi Althea from Prifon, 

This excellent foimct, which podefled a high 
degree of fame amo^ the old Cavalicrs« w'as 
written by Colonel ^Richard Lovelace during 
confuicment in the gate-houfe Wefttain* 


fter; to which he was comraited by the Houfe^ 
of Commons, in April i(>4£, for prefenting 
a petition from the county of Kent, requefting 
them to rt-ftorc the king to his rights, and to 
fettle the government. See Wood’s Athena;, 
Vol. II. p. *7.8 ; where may be feen it large 
the af)c6ling (lory of this elegant writer ; who 
after having been diftinguifhed for every gal- 
lant and polite accomplifhiTiciiV«^-<^ pattern 
of his own fex, and the darling of the ladiesi 
died in the lowed wrctchedncls, obfeutity, and 
want, in 1658. • 


yf/HEN love w'ith unconfined wings 
Hovers within my gates, 

And my divine Althea brings 
To whifper at my grates; 

When r lye tangled in her haire, 

And fetter’d with her eye, 

The birds that wanton in the aire 
Know no fuch libertye. 

When flowing cups ran fvviftly round 
With no allaying Thames, 

Our carehfle heads with rofes crown’d. 
Our hearts with loyal flames ; 

Wiien thiiily griefe in wine c ftcepe. 
When healths and draughts goe free^ 
Fillies, that tipple in the deepe. 

Know no fuch libertic. 


When, linnet-like, confined I 
With flvriller note (hall fing 
The mereye, fweetnefs, majellye, 

And glories of my king ; 

When 1 (hall voyce aloud how good 
He is, how great fliould be, 

Til’ enlarged wiiides, that curie the flood. 
Know no fuch libertic. 


Stone walls do not a prifon make. 
Nor iron burres a cage, 

Mindes, innocent and quiet, take 
That fi)r an hermitage : 

If I have freedom in my love, 
And in my foul am free, 
Angels alone, that foarc above, 
Enjoy fuch libcrtie. 


§ 118. "The Brars cf Yarrow^ hi IwitatioH of 
• the andent Srots Manner : 

IPas ivrltten by IVilliam Hamilton of Ban^oier, EJq» 
n.vho died March 25, 1754, aged 50. 

A, TlUSK ye, bulk ye, my bonny bonny brklc, 
^ Bulk ye, bulk ye, my winfome marrow, 
Bufk ye, bulk ye, my brany bonny bride, 
And tliink no inair^on the Braes of Yar* 
row. 


B, Where gat ye that bonny bonny bride } 
Where gat ye that winfome marrow ?' 

A. I gat her where I dare na wcil be feen, 
ruing the birks on tlic Braes of Yarrow. 


Weep not, weep not, my bbnny bonny bride ! 

Weep not, weep not, my winfome marrow^ 
Nor let thy heart lament to leivc 
Puing the birki on the Braes't)f Yarrow. 

B. Why 
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Why does fhe weep, thy bonny bonny bride > 
Wliy does Ihe weep, thy winfome marrow j 
And why dare ye nac mair weil be feen 
Puing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow > 

A, Lang maun ihe weep, lang maun fhe, maun 
me weep, 

Lang maun ihe weep with dulc and forrowj 
And lang mau nj! nae mair wcil be fcon 
PuiriJ'ifie birks on the Braes of Yarrow. 

Per ihe has tint her luver, lui'er dear, 
Hcr.Iuver dear, the caufe of forrow 5 
And [ hae ilain the comlieft fwain 

That cir pu’d birks on the Braes of Yarrow. 

Why rins thy ftream, O Yarrow, Yarrow, reid? 
" Why on thy braes heard the voice of ibrrow ? 
And why yon melancholious weids 
Hung on the bonny birks of Yarrow ? 


B. How can I bulk a bonny bonny bride ? 

How c:m 1 bulk a wmfomc inarrow ? n 
H ow luve him upon the banks of Tweed, . 

That flew my luve on the Braes of Yarrow ? 
O Yarrow fields, may never, never rain, 

Nor dew, ihv tender bloflfoms cover! 

For there was bafcly ilain my luve, 

My Juve, as he had not been a luver. 

The boy put on his robes, his robes of green, 
His purpje veil, *tw:is my awn fewing: 

Ah wretched me ! 1 little, liitic kciin’d 
He was in thefe to meet his ruin. 

The boy took out his milk-white, milk-white 
ftecd ; 

Unheedful of my dulc and forrow; 

But ere the dewfall of the night 
He lay a corpfc on the Braes of Yarrow. 


What’s yonder floats on the .rueful, rueful 
flude ? 

What’s yonder floats ? O dulc and forrow ! 
O ’tis he, the comely fwain I flew 
Upon t!\c dulcful Braes of Y arrow. 

Waih, O wafli his wounds, his wounds in 
tears, 

His wounds in tears with dulc and forrow j 
And wrap his limbs in mourning weids, 

And jay him on tlie Braes of Yarrow, 

Then build, then build, ye fiflers, fillers fad, 
Ye fillers fad, his tomb with forrow ; 

And Nveep around in waeful wife 
His haplefs fate on the Braes of Yarrow. 

Curfe yc, curfe yc, his ufclcfs, ufelefs Ihield, 
My arm that wrought the deed of forrow, 
The fatal fpear that pierc’d his breall, 

His comely brcail on the Braes of Yarrow. 

Did I nor warn thee, not to, not to luve ? 

And warn from fight ? but, to my forrow, 
Too raflily bauld a ftronger arm 
Thou nictt’fl, and fell’d on the Braes of 
Yarrow. 


Sweet finells the birk, green grows, green 
grows the grafs, 

Yellow on Yarrow’s banks the gowan. 

Fair hangs the apple frac the rock, 

Sweet the wave of Yarrow flowan. 


Flows Yarrow fveet? as fvveet, as fwcet flows 
e Tweed, * 

As green its grafs, its gowan as yellow, 

As fwcet fmells on its braes the birk, 

The apple frac its rock as mellow. 

Fair was thy luve, fair, fair indeed thy luve, 
In flow’ry bands thou didft him fetter j 
Tho’ he was fair, and well beluv’d again, 
Than me he never luv’d thee better. 


Bulk yc, then bulk, my bonny bonny bride, 
Bulk ye, bulk ye, my winfome marrow. 
Bulk ye, and luve me on the banks of 
Tweed, * 

And think nae mab on the Braes of Y arrow. 


Much I rejoic’d that wiicfnl, waeful day ; 

I fang, my voice the woods returning : 

But hmg ere night the fpear was flown, 

That llcw my luve, and left me mourning* 

What can my barbarous, barbarous father do. 
But with his cruel rage purfuc me ? 

My luver’s blood is on thy 1‘pcar, 

How canll thou, barbarous man, then wooe 
me ? 

My happy fillers may be, may be proud. 
With cruel and ungentle fcoffin*, 

May bid me feck on Yarrow^s Braes 
My luver nailed in his coffin. 

My brother Douglas may upbraid, upbraid, 

A nd llri VC w irh t lireatui ng words to mu vc me : 
My luver’s blood is on thy fpear, 

How cand thou ever bid me luve thee ^ 
Yes, yes, prepare the bed, the bed of luve, 
With bridal fhccts my body cuver ; . 
Unbar, ye bridal maids, the door, 

Let in the expelled hufbande luver. 

But who the expeflcd hulband, hulband is? 

His hands, methinks, arc bath’d inllaughtcr: 
Ah me ! what> ghadly fpcflrc's yon 
Comes in his pale Ihioud, bleeding after? 

Pale as he is, hefe lay him, lay him down, 

O lay his cold liead on my pillow ; 

Take alF, take aff thefe bridal weids. 

And crown my careful head with willow. 

Pale tho’ thou art, yet bed, yer bed bcluv’d, 

O could my w^armth to life reftore thee 1 
Yet lyc all night between my breids. 

No youth lay ever there before thee. 

Pale, pale indeed, O luvely lovely youths 
Forgive, forgive fo foul a daughter. 

And lyc all night between my breids. 

No youth lhall ever lyc there after. 

A, Return, return, O mournful, mournful 
bride, 

Return and dry thy ufelefs forrowe. 

Thy lover heeds nought of thy fighs,' 

He lies a corpfe on the Braeg pf Yarrow# 
d d 3 § 
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5 119. CbihiWaters. 1 

Child is frequently ufcd by our old writers as 
a title. It is rejpcatcdfy given to Prince] 
Arthur in the Faiiic Queen : and the Ion of a 
king is in the fame poem called Child 
Triftram.” And it ought to be obferved 
that the word ehild or cbield is. ft ill ufcd in 
North-Britain to denominate a man, com- 
monly with fomc contemptuous chara 6 lcr 
aftixed to him, but fometimes to denote Man 
in general. 


pHlLDE Waters 
^ And ftroakt his 


in his ftablo ftoode, 
milke-whitc fteede ; 


To him a fayre yonge ladyc came 
As ever ware womans wecdc. 


Saves, Chrift you fave, good Childe Waters ; 
Sayes, Chrift you fave, and fee : 

My girdle of gold that was too longc, 

Is now too Ihort for mee. 

And all is w ith one childe of yours, 

I feelc fturre st my fide : 

My gowne of greene it is too ftraight; 

Before it was too wide. 

If the child be mine, fairc Ellen, he fayd, 

Be mine, as you tell mee ; 

'then take you Cliefliire and Lancaftiirc both, 
Take them your ownc to bee. 

If the childe be mine, fairc Ellen, he fayd, 

Be mine, as you doe fwcare : 

Then take you'Chefhire and Lancafiiire both, 
And make that child your hey re. 

Shoe fayes, I had rather have one kilTe, 

Childe Waters, of thy mouth ; 

Than I wolde have Cheshire and Lancalhire both, 
That lye by north and fouthe. 

And I had rather have one twinkling, 

Childe Waters, of thine ce ; 

Then Iwoldc have Cheihire and Lancaftiircboth, 
To take them mine owne to bee. 

To-morrow, Ellen, I mu ft forth ryde 
Farr into the north coimtrcc; 

The fay reft laclye that 1 can liiule, 

Ellen, muft goe with nice. 

Thoughc I am not that ladye fay re, • 

Yet let me goe with thee ; 

And ever I pray you, ChilJc Wafers, 

Your foot-page let me bee. 

If you will my foot-page 'bee, Ellcu, 

As you doc tell to mee 5 

Then ypu m'uft cut your gowne of greene 
An inch abov^ your knee. 

Soc muft you doc your yellowc lockes. 

An inch above your ee : 

You muft teil no man what is my name ; 

,.My foot-page then you (hall bcc. 

Shee, all the long daye Childe Waters rode, 

■ Ran barefoote by his fyde ; 

Yet was he never Ibe courteous a knighte, 

To fty, Ellen will you ryde ? 

Shee, all the long daye Childe Waters rodoV 
Kan barefoote tliofow the broomej 


Yet was he never foe courteous a knighte. 
To fay, put on your ftioone. 

Ride foftlye, flicc fayd, O Childe Waters, 
Why doe you ryde fo faft ? 

The childe, which is no man's but thine. 
My body itt will braft. 

Hce fayth, feeft thou }oi\d water, Ellen, 
That flows from banke to brirnme ? 

I trvft in God, O Childe Waf _ — 

You never will fee •' me fwimme. 

But when lliec came to the water fyde. 

She fay led to the chinne : • 

Nowe the Lord of heaven be my fpeede. 
For 1 muft leame to fwimme. 

The fait waters bare up her clothes; 

Our Ladyc bare up her chinne : 

Childe Waters was a woe man, jgood Lord, 
To fee fairc Ellen fwimme. 

And when flipe over the water was, 

Shoe then came to his knee : 

Hee fayd. Come hither, thou fayre EUcn, 
Loe yonder what I fee. 

Seett thou not yonder hall, Ellen? 

Of red gold Ihincs the yate : 

Of twenty-four fairc ladyes there. 

The faireft is my mate. 

Seeft thou not yonder hall, Ellen ? 

Of red golde iliincs the towre : 

There arc twenty -foijr fayre ladyes there, 
'The fay reft is my paramoure. 

I fee the hall now, Child Waters, 

Of red gold Ihincs the yatc : 

God give you good now of yourfclfe. 

And of your worthy mate. 

I fee the hall now, Childe Waters, 

Of red golde Ihines the towre : 

God give you good now of yourfelfe, 

And of youi paramoure. 

There twenty- four fayre ladyes wcrc,^ 

A pleying at the ball : 

And Ellrn, the fayreft ladye there, 

Muft biing his ftced to the ftali. 

There t\vcnty-four ffiyre ladyes were 
A playingc at the chefle ; 

And Ellen, the fayrtft ladye there, 

Muft bring hU boric to grellc. 

And then bcfpakc Childe Waters (iftci, 
Thcfe were the wordes fayd Ihec : 

You have the prettyeft page, brother, 

That ever 1 did fee. 

But that his bcllye it is foe bigge, 

His girdle ftahds foe bye : 

And ever I pray you, Childe WateTs, 

Let him in my chamber lye. 

It is not fit for a little foot-page^ 

That has run thro mofle and myre, 

To lye in the chamber of any ladyc, 

Tnat wears foe riche attyre. 

It is more mectc for a little foot-page, 
That has run throughe mofle and myre. 

To taktf his flipper upon his knee, 

And lye by the kimen fyre* 


Permiti fufler. 
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^Jow when they had fupped every one. 

To ])cdd they ropke theyre waye : 

He fayd. Come hither, my little foot-page, 
And hearken what I faye. 

Goc thee downe unto yonder townc. 

And lowe into the itreetc ; 

The fayreft ladye that thou canft findc, 
Hyre in mi ne arm es to (Iccpc, 

And take tfti'ap'm thine aims twainc. 

For filing of lier fccte. 

Ellen is gone into tlic towne. 

And lowc into the ftreetc : 

The fayreft ladye that lliee colde findc. 

She hyred in his armes to fleepe ; 

And tooke her up in her armes twayne. 

For filing of her fcetc. 

I pray you nowc, good Childc Waters, 

Let me lye at your fccte : 

For there is npe place about this houfe 
Where I may *layc f a ficcpc. 

He gave her leave, and fairc Ellen 
Down at his beds feet layc : 

This done, the night drove on apace. 

And when it was neare the dayc, 

Hcc fayd, Rife up, my little foot-page, 

Give my ftcede come and have ; 

And give him nowe the good black oates, 
To carry mee better awayc. 

^ Up then rofe the fayre Ellen, 

And gave his llcedc come and hayc ; 

And Ibe (hcc did the good black oatvs, 

To carry him better awayc. 

She leaned her back to the manger fide, 

• And grievouflye did groanc ; 

Shec leaned her back to the manger fide, 
And there ihc made her moane. 

And that bchcard his mother dcarc, 

Shec heard her woeful woe, 

Shce fayd, Rife up, thou Childc Waters, 
And into thy ftable goc j 
For in thy ftable is a ghoft, 

That grievouflye doth gron» : 

Or clfc Ibmc Woman Ubourcs with childc. 
She is lb woc-bcgonc. 

Up then rofe Childc Waters foo^e, 

And did on his Ihirte of filke ; 

And then he put on hh other clothes. 

On his bodyc af^whitc as milke. 

And when he came to the ftable dore. 

Full ftill there hee did ftand, 

That he might heare his fayre Ellen, 

How Ihec made her monand 
She fayd, Lullabye, mine own dcare childe, 
Lullabye, deare childe, dear : 

^ I wolde thy father were a kinge; ' 

Thy mother e layd on a biere. 

Peace nowe, hee fayd, good faire Ell^n, 

Bee of good che^re, 1 praye ; 

JinA the bridale and tlte churchingo bethe 
Shall be upon one daye, 

« PefiUog. f Eflay, 


§ no. The King and fvTilUr of Man field. 

It has been a favourite fubjeft with our Englilh 
ballad-makers to reprefent our kings converfmg 
either by accident or defign with the ineaneft 
of their fubjc^ls. Of the former kind, bcfidcs 
this foiig of the King and the Miller, we have 
K. Henry and the Soldier 4 K. James 1. and 
the Tinker; K. William UI. and the Fott 
refter, &c. Of the latter fort, arc K. Alfred 
and the Shepherd; K. Edward IV. and the 
Tanner ; K. Henry VIII. and the CoblGr,&c. 
——This is a piece of great antiquity, being 
written before the time of Edward IV. and for 
its genuine humour, diverting incidents, and 
faithful pidurc of ruftic manners, is infinitely 
fiiperior to all that have been fince written ia 
imitation of it. 

Part the Firjl. 

OENRY, ourroyall king, w^ould ride a hunting 
^ To the greene forell fo pleafaiu and faire; . 
To fee the harts Ikipping, and dainty doestripping ; 

Unto merry Sherwood his nobles re})aire : 
Hawke and hound were unbound, all things pre<r 
par’d 

For the game, in the fame, with good regard. 

All a long fummers day rode the king plcafantly, 
With all his princes and nobles cche one ; 
Chafing the hart and hind, and the hucke gaU 
lantlyc, 

Till the darkc evening forc’d all to turnc home. 
Then at laft, riding faft, he had loft quite 
All his lords in the wood, late in the night. 

Wandering thus wcarilyc,all alctnc,upand downe. 
With a rude miller he mett at the laft : 

Alking the ready way unto faire Nottingham ; 

Sir, quoth the miller, I mean not to jeft, 

Yet I tltinkc, wltat [ thinke, footh for to fiiy. 
You doe not liglitlye ride out of your way. 

Why, what doft thou think of me, quoth our ki^g 
merrily, 

Pafting thy judgment on me fo briefe ? 

Good faith, fayd the miller, I mcanc not to flatter 
thee ; 

I guefs thee to bee but fome gentleman thiefc; 
Stand thee backc, i 1 the darkc; light not adowne, 
Left I prefentlye cracke thy knaves crownc. 

Thou doft abufe me much, quoth the king, faying 
thus; 

I am a gentleman; lodging I lackc. 

Thou haft not, ^uotli the miller, one groat in thy 
purfo ; 

All thy inheritance hanccs on thy backe 2 
I have gold tp difeharge all that 1 call. 

If it be forty pence, I will pay all. 

If thou beeft: a true man, then quoth the miller, 
I fweare by my toU-diihl’lllodge thee all night* 
Here’s my hand, quoth the king, that wa$ 1 ever. 

Nay ,foft, quoth the miller, thou mayft bea fprite. 
Better I'll know the?, ere bands we will fliake^ 
With none but honeft men hands will I tikc« 


attempt. 
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Th\as they went all along unto the m't11cv& houfc , 
Where they were Teething of puddings and 
foufe : 

The miller fii ft enter’d In , after him went the king ; 

Never came hoc in ibc fmoakye a houi'e. 

Now, quoth he, let me fee here what you arc. 
Quoth our king, look your fill, and do not fparc. 

1 likewell thycountcnancc,thouhaft an honeft face > 
With my Ton Richard this night thou (halt lye. 
Quoth his wife, by my troth, ii is a handTomc youth, 
iTet it’s heft, huiband, to deal warilye. 

Art thou no runaway, prythce, youth, tell } 
Shew me thy paiTport, and all (hal be well. 

Then our IsingprcTcntlyc, making lowc courtefye, 
With hi^ halt in hand, thus he did lay; 

I have no paflport, nor never was fervitor, 

Rut a p(;oi couityer, rode out of my way : 
And for your kindncTs here offered to mec, 

I will requite you in cvcryc degree. 

Then to the miller his wife whifperM fccrctlye, 
Saying, It feemeth, this youth "s of good kin. 
Both by his apparel, and eke by his manners ; 

Toturne him out, ccrtainlyc, were a great (in. 
Yea, quoth hcc, you may Tec, he hath Tome grace, 
Wlien he doth Ipeake to his betters in place. 

Well, quo' the millers wife, young man, yeVe 
welcome here 5 

And, though I fay it, well lodged (liall be : 
Ficlh ftraw will I have, laid on thy bed To brave, ; 
And good brown hempen (heetes likewiTc, quoth 
Ihec. 

Aye, quoth the good man, and when that is done, 
Thou (halt lyc with noworfethan ourownlbnnc. 

Nay, firft, quoth Richard, good-fellowc, tell me 
true. 

Haft thou noc creepers w ithin thy gay hofe ? 

Or art thou not troubled with the fcabbado? 

. I pmy, quoth the king, " hat creatui cs arc thofe ? 
Art thou not lowfy, nor Tcribhy ' quoth he ; 

If thou beeft, Turtiy thou lycft not with ince. 

This caus’d the king luddenlye to laugh rooft 
heart! lye, 

Till the tcarcs trickled faft downc from his eyes. 
Then to their Tapper were they fet orderly c, 

With hot bag-puddings, and good apple.pycs; 
Nappy ale, gocS and ftale, in a brownc bowle. 
Which did about the board merrily trowle. 

Here, quoth the miller, good fellqwe, I drinke to 
thee, 

And to all cuckolds, wherever they bee. 

I pledge thee, quoth our king, and tlianke thee 
heartilye 

For my good welcome in eveiy degree ; 

And here, in like manner, I drinke to thy Tonne. 
Do then, quoth Richard, anfl ^pickc it come. 

Wife, quoth the miller, fetph m fprthlightfbote. 
And of his TweetnelTe a little ive’ll taftc. 

A faire ven’ibn paftye brought flic out preTentlye. 

Sm, quoth the but, 


Extracts, BookV* 

Here's dainty lightfoote ! In faith, Tayd the king, ^ 
I never before cate To' dainty t thing, 

r wis, quoth Richard, no dainty at all it is, 

For we doe eat of it cverye day. 

In what place, Tayd our king, may be bought like 
to this ? 

Wc never pay pennyc for itt, by my fay ; 

From merry Sherwood we fegh it home here j 
Now and then wc make bold wilirotar Kings deer, 

Then I thinkc, Tayd our king, that it is venifon, 
£che foole, quoth Richard, full well n^ay know 
that : 

Never arc wee without two or three in the roof, 
Very well iicflied, and excellent fat : 

But, pr'ythcc, fay nothing wherever thou goc ; 
We would not for two pence the king (liould it 
knowe. 

Doubt not, then fayd the king, my promifed fc» 
crefye ; 

The king (hall never know more on’t for me. 
A cup of lambb-wool they drankc unto him then. 
And to their beds they paft prcfentlic. 

The nobles, next morning, went all up and down. 
For to feeke out the king in cverye tow'iie. 

At laft, at the millers cott, foone they efpy’d him 
out, 

As he was mounting qpon his faire ftcede ; 

To whom they came prclcntly, falling down on 
their knee ; 

Which made the millers heart wofiilly blccdc : 
Shaking and quaking, before him he (lofjd, 

1 hinkinghe Ihould have been bang'd by the rood. 

The king perceiving him fearfully trembling, 

; Drew forth his (word, but nothing he fed : 

The miller downe did fall, crying before them all, 
Doubting the king w^ould have cut off his head ; 
Bui he his kind courtefy for to requite. 

Gave him great living, and dubb’d him a knight, 

Part ibe Second, 

WHEN as our royall king was come home frorn 
Nottingham, 

And with his nobles at Weftminfter lay; 
Recounting the (ports and paftimas they had taken, 
In this late progrefs alone oil the way 5 
Of them all, great and fmalT, he did protG(f, 

The miller of Manficld’s fport liked him heft. 

And now, my lords, quoth tjie king, Tm dc- 
termined, • 

Againft St. Georges next fumptuous fcaft. 

That this old miller our new confirmed knight, 

^ With his fon Richard, (hall here be my gu^ft ; 
For, in this merriment, ’tis my defire 
To talkc with ilie jolly knight, and t|ie young 
(quire, / 

When as the ppble lords faiy the kinget plcafant^ 
nefs. 

They we^eright joyfoll and glad in their beam; 

A parfuivante there was fern ftraighr on’ the bu^. 
finefs, 

The which lud ofcen-timei befn iq thofe^rts. 
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When he came to tht^ilacc where they did dwell, 
?His meffagc ordcrlyc then *gatt he tell. 

God fave yoUr ivorlhippe, then faid the tnefleneer, 
And grant yopr ladye her ownc hearts dchre; 
'And to your fonne Richard good fortune and hap- 
pinefs ; 

That fwcet, gemic, and gallant young fquirc. 
Ourking^ree^^ii^iMi well, and thus he doth fay, 
You muft come to the court on St. Georges day; 

Therefore, in any cafe, faile not to be in place. 

I wis, quoth the miller, this is an odd jeft : 
What/liould we doe there ? faith, 1 am halfc afraid. 

I doubt, quoth Richard, to be bang'd at the ieaft. 
Nay, quoth tlie meffenger, you doe rnidakc ; 

Our king he provides a great feaft for your fake. 

Then fayd the miller, By my troth, meflenger, 
"Thou haft contented my worfliippe full well. 
Hold, here arc three farthings, to quite thy gentle- 
nefs 

For thefe happy tydings, which thou doft tell. 
I.et me fee, hcare thou mce ; tell to our king, 
We’ll wayt on his mallcrihipp in cveryc thing. 

The purfuivant fmiled at their fimplicitye. 

And, making many legg«, tooke tneir reward ; 
And his^lcave taking witli great humilitye, 

To the kings court againc he repair’d; 
Shewing unto" his grace, merry and free, 

The knightes moft liberall gift and bountie. 

When he was gone away, thus gan the miller fay, 
hlere come cxpcnccs and charges indeed ; 

Now muft wc needs be brave, tho* wc fpend all 
we have ; 

For of new garments wc have great need : l 

Of horfes and fer\'ing-men we muft have ftorc. 
With bridles and faddlcs, and cwcr.tye things more. 

Tullie, Sir John, quoth his wife, why lliould you 
frett or frown ? 

You fliall ne’er be atttio charges for race; 

For [ will turn and trim up my old ruffet gowne, 
With every thing elfe as fine as may bee ; 

And on our mill-horlcs fwift we will ride, 

With pillowes and pAneils as we fhall provide. 

In this moft ftatel^^c fort rode they unto the court, 
Their iolly fonne Richard rode foremoft of all; 
Wht’ f<:t upttor^^ hap, a cocks featherinhiscap, 
And Co they )etted downc to the kings hall; 
The merry old mifter with hands on his fide ; 
His wife, like maid Marian, did mince at that tide. 

Thekinj^and hisnobles, thatheard of theircoming, 
Meeting this gallant* knight with his brave 
traine ; 

Welcome, fir knight, quoth he, with your gay 
lady ; 

Good Sir John Cockle, once welcome againe ; 
And fo is the fquire of courage foe free. 

Picke, A bott on you j do you know me ? 


1 

m 

Quoth our king gentlye,HoU' IKould I. forget thee > 
TThat waft my own bcd-fcllowc, well It 1 wot. 
Yea, fir, quoth Richard, and by tht? fame token. 
Thou with thy farting didft make the bed hot. 
Thou whore-fon unhappy knave, then quoth the 
knight, 

Speak cleanly to our king, or elfe go 

The king and his courtiers laugh at this heartily. 
While the king takcrh them both by the hand ; 
With the court dames and maids, like to the queen 
of fpades. 

The miller’s wife did foe orderly (land, 

A milk-maids courtefyc at every word ; 

And downe all the fulkes were fet to the board. 

There the king royally, in princclye majeftye^ 
Sate at his dinner with joy and delight; 

When they had eaten well, then he to jcftingfeJI, 
And in a bowl of wine dranke to the knights 
Here’s to you both, in wine, ale, and beer ; 
Thanking you heartily c fur ray good cheer. 

Q^oth Sir John Cockle, I’ll pledge you a pottle^ 
Were it the beft ale in Nottinghamfhirc ; 

But then, faid our king, now I tliink of a thing, 
St^mc of your lightfoot 1 would we had hcrcw 
Ho! ho ! quoth Richard, full well 1 may fay it, 
’Tis knavery to cate it, and then to betray it. 

Why art thou ang^ ? quoth our king mcrrilye; 

In faith, I take it now very unkind : 

1 thought thou wouldft pledge me in ale and wine 
heartily. 

Quoth Dickc, You are like to ftay till I have 
din’d; 

You feed us with twatling dilhes fo fmall ; 
Zounds, a black-pudding is better than all. 

Aye, marry, ^uoth our king that were^ daintye 
thing,' 

Could a man get but one here for to eat. 

With that Dick ftraight arofe, and plucked one 
from his hofe, 

Which with heat of his breech gan to fweate. 
Thewking made a proffer to fnatch it away 
’Tis meat for your iaafter ; good fir, you muR ftay. 

Thus in great merriment was the time wholly 
' fpent ; 

And then the ladyes prepared to danc^ s 
Old Sir John Cockle, and Richard incontinent. 
Unto their places the king did advance : 

Here with the ladyes fuch f^rt tliey did make. 
The nobles with laughing did make their fidetake* 

Many thankes jPor their paines did the king give 
them, 

Alking young Richard then, if he would wed ; 
Among theft ladyes free, tell me which liketh thee? 
Qpbth he, Jugg Grumball, Sir, with the ted 
head : 

She’s my love, ihe^t my Hifo, her will 1 wed 9 
She ha0i I ihaii have her smudenhead. 

The» 
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Then Sir John Cockle the king called unto him, 
And of merry Sherwood made him o'er-feer; 
And gave him out of hand three hundred pound 
ycarlyc ; 

Take heed now you Acal no more of my deer : 
And once a quarter let’s here have your view ; 
And m>W| Sir John Cockle, I bid you adieu. 


$121. the Witches' 

—From Ben Jonfon’s Mafque of Queens, pre- 
dated at 'U'hitchall, Feb. z, 1609. 

It is true, this fong of the Witches, falling from 
the learned pen of Ben Jonlbn, is rather an 
extraft from the various incantations of claffic 
antiquity, than a difplay of the opinions of 
our own vulgar. But let it be obferved, that 
a parcel of learned wilcacres had juft before 
kufied tbemfclvcs on this fubje^it, with our 
Britiih Solomon James I. at their head ; and 
theft had fo caniacked all writers ancient and 
aiodern, and fo blended and kneaded together 
the fcveral fuperftitions of diftcrent times and 
nations, that thofe of gemitne Englifh growth 
could no longer be traced out and diftinguiihcd. 

By good hick the whimftcal belief of fairies and 
g^lins could furnifti no pretences for toituring 
our fellow-creatvires, and therefore we have this 
handed down to us pure and unfophifticated. 

I Witch. 

I HAVE beene all day looking after 
A raven feeding upon a quarter; 

Amh foonc as fhc turn’d her back to the (buth, 

] fnatcli’d this morfcll out of her mouth. 

a Witch. 

I have becnc gathering >^olvcs haires, 

The mad dogges foarae, and adders cares ; 

The fpiirging of a dcadman’s eyes : 

And dll fuice the evening ftiirre did rife. 

3 Witch. 

I laft night lay all alone 
O' the ground, to ht-arc the mandrake grone ; 
And pluckt him up, ^though he grew full lo\^ ; 
as I had (kme, the cockc did crow. 

, 4 Witch. 

And ( h’ bcenc chuting out this feu 1 1 ; 

From charneU-houl’es that were full ; 

From private grots, and publike pits : 

And frighted a fexton out of his wits. 

5 Witch, 
l^ider a cradle I did creepc 
By day , and, when the childe was a-ileepe 
At uightr 1 fuck’d the breath ; and raib, 

And pluck'd the nodding nurfe b^r the noie. 

$ Witch. 

1 had a d^^r : what did I with that f 
JCitied w infant to have his fat. 

A piper ft got, at a church^ale, 

1 teapUTm again blow wind tails. . , 


7 Witch. , 

A murderer, yonder, was hung in chaines 
The funne and the wind had Inrunke his veines: 

I bit off a finew ; I clipp’d his hairc ; 

I brought oif his ragges, that danc’d i’ tlie ayre. 

8 Witch. 

The fcrich-owlcs egges, and thejeathers blackc*- 
Thc bloud of the frogge, and thebonb inhisbackc, 
1 have been getting ; and made of his Ikin 
A purfet, to keepe Hr Cranion in. 

9 Witch. 

And I ha’ been plucking (plants among) 
Hemlock, henbane, adders-tongue, 

Night-fliadc, moouc-wort, libbatds-banc 
And twill by the dogges was like to be tane. 

10 Witch. 

I from the jaws of a gardincr’s bitch 

Did fnatch thefe bones, and then Icap’d the ditch:. 

Vet went I back to tlic houfe againc, 

Kill’d the blackc cat, and here is the brainc., 

j 11 Witch. 

I went to the toadc, biccds under the wall, 

I charmed him out, and he came at my call ; 

1 feratch’d out the eyes of the owle before ; 

I tore the batts wings ; w hat would you have more? 

Dame. 

Yes : I have brought, to heipe your vows, 
Horned poppic, cypreffe boughe’s, 

The fig-tree wild, that grows on tombes. 

And juice that from the larch-tree comes* 

The bafililkcs bloud, and the vipers Ikiii; 

And now our orgies let’s begin. 


§ 122. The Fairies FarciveL 


This humorous old fong fell from the hand of 
the witty Dr. Corbet (afterwards bilhop of 
Norwich, &c.) In his Poetica Stromata it is 
called, “ A proper new Ballad, intituled, The 
“ Fairies Farewell, or God-a-mercy Will, to 
be lung or whittled to the tune of The Mea- 
“ dow brow, by the learned j by the unlearnedj 
to the tunc of Fortune.” 


ip ARE WELL, rewards and Fairies! 

'*■ Gootl houfewives now may fay ; 

For now foulc Huts in dairies 
Doc fart as well as they; 

And though they fwcepc their hearths no Icfs 
Than mayds were wont to doe, 

Yet who of late for cleanelinefs 
Finds fix-pence in her flioc > 


Lament, lament, old Abbies, 

The fairies loft command ! , 

Tlicy did but change priefts ^bies, 

But fomt have chang'd your land : 

AnI 


BooeV. songs, BA 

And flU yovtr children ftoln from thence 
^ Arc now grownc Puritanes, 

Who Vive as changelings ever fmee. 

For love of your dcmaiiies. 

At morning and at evening both 
You merry \vcrc^aud glad, 

So little care of fleepe and Aoth 
Thcle prcttic ladies had. 

When Tem c^mo home from labour, 

Or Cifii to milking rofe, 

Then merrily went their tabour, 

And nimbly went their toes. 

Witnefs thofc rings and .oundclayes 
Of theirs, which yet remainc ; 

Wei;e footed in queen Maries dayes 
On UTiuiy a grafly playne. 

But linQc of late Elizabeth 

And later James canic in ; \ 

They never danc’d on any heath, ' 

As when the time had been. 

By which wee note the fairies 
VV'^ere of the old profeflion : 

Their longs were Ave Maries, 

Their dances were proctlVion. 

But now, alas ’ they all are dead, 

Or gone beyond the leas, 

Or farther for religion fled. 

Or clic^thcy take their eafe. 

A tell-tale in their company 

• They never could endure ; 

And wJiofo kept not fecrttly 

Their mirth, was punilh’d furc ; 

It w'as a juft and chriiliun deed 
To pinch fuch blacke and blue : 

* O how the common-welth doth need 

Such juftices as you ! 

Now they h^ve jeft our quarters j 
A Regifter they have. 

Who can prefcryc their charters ; 

A man both wife and grave. 

An hundred of their merry pranks 
By one that 1 could name 
Are kept in ftofe } con twijnty thanks 
To William for the fame. 

To W'illiam Ghurne of StafFordfliirc 
Clive laud and pratfes due, 

Who every mealc can mend your chearq 
With rales both old and true j 
To William all ^ve audience, 

*And pray yce for his noddle 5 
For all the fairies evideppe 
W«re loft, if it' were addle. 


§ 123. Vnfydins 

This little beautiful ibnnet is reprinted from a fmall 
volume of “ Poems by Thom as Carew, Efq. 
** one of the gentlemen of the privie?chmber, 
**■ and fewer in ordinaiy to his majefty Charles 1. 
<< Lond. 1640.” This elegant, and almoR for- 
gotten writer, whofe poems have been delervcdly 
revived, died in the prime of hit age, in 1639. 


L A D S, Ac. 

In the original follows a third ftanza, not 
being ot general application, nor of cquaimerh^ 
I have ventured to omit, 

TTEE that loves a rofic check e. 

Or corail lip admires, 

Or from flar-like eyes doth fccke 
Fucll to maintainc his Arcs : 

As old time makes theic decay, 

So his flames muft wafltc away. 

But a fmooth and llcdfaftc mind. 

Gentle thoughts, and calmc deiires, 

Hearts with equal love combin'd. 

Kindle never-dying fires : 

Where thefe are not, I defpire 
lively cheekes, or lips, or eyes. 

I * -;i ^ 


§ 124. Sky-Lurk. Siienstoniu 

tuneful bird, that gladd’ft the Ikies, 

^ To Daphne’s window fpced thy wayi 
And there on quiv’ring pinions rife. 

And there thy vocal art difplay. 

And if Ihc deign thy notes to hear. 

And if ihe praife thy matin long, 

Tell her, the founds that foothe her car. 

To Damon’s native plains belong. 

Tell her, in livelier plumes array’d J 

The bird from Indian groves may Ihine; 

But afk the lovely partial maid, 

What arc his notes compar’d with tliine I 
Then hid her treat yon wirlefs beau 
And all his Haunting race with fcom i 
And lend an ear to Damon’s woe, 

Who fings her j)railc, aiid lings forlorn. 


§ 125, 7 he Htrwit. BEA'lfTIE. 

A T the clofe of the day, when the hamlctlis ftiH, 
And mortals the fweets of forgetfulnefs prove. 
When nought but the torrent is heard on the hill. 
And nought but the nightingale’s fong in dm 
grove— 

’Twas then, by the cave of the mountain reclin'd, 

A Hermit his nightly complaint thus began ; 
Tho’ mournful his numbers, hisloul wasrefign’d^ 
He thought as a I'agc, tho’ he felt as a mpq , 

< Ah 1 why, thus abandon’d to darkncls and vyoe^ 

* Wlw thus, lonely Philomel, Hows thy fhd 

llrain ? , , 

< For fpring ihall return, and a lover heftovr; , 

< And thy bolbm no trace of misfortune retain. 

* Yet if Pity inlpire thee, O Male not thy lay ! 
f Mourq, fwceteflE companicp; man calls 
to mourn : 

f Q ibothe him whofe pleafures, like Hkinqi pi^ 
‘away! • ' 

* Full quickly tluy patH-bdt tlrtV 

‘Now, 
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; remote on the verge of the iky, 

* TiU moon, half extinfi, a dim crefeept dif* 

* plays ; 

* Bin lately I mark’d, when majcftic on high 

*■ She lkone,ami the planets were loA in her blaze. 
^ Roll on then, fair orb, and with gladncfs purtue 

* The path thkt conducts thee to fpicndor again: 

* But man's faded glory no change ihall renew ; 

* Ah, fool 1 to exult in a glory fo vain ! 

• 'Tis might, and the landfcape is lovely no more : 

* 1 mourn j but, ye woodlands, 1 mourn not for 

* you; 

• For mom is approaching, your charms to reftore, 

* Perfum’d’ with frefh fragrance, and glitt’ring 

* with dew. 

• Jlor yet for the ravage of winter I mourn ; * 

* Kind Nature the embrio-blofTom fball fave : 

* But when fball fpring viAt the mould'ring urn } 

* O when fbali it dawn on the nighcof the grave?* 


§ xz6. A Pa^aral BaUad, In Four Parts, 

ShenstoKE. 

I. ABSENCE. 

• (hepherds fo cheerful and gay, 

* Whofc docks never carclcfsiy roam ; 

Should Cory don’s happen to Aray, 

0 call the poor wanderers home, 

Allow me to mufe and to figh, 

Nor talk of the cliangc that yc find j 
Konc, once, was fo watchful as I : 

have left my dear Phyllis behind. 

Now 1 know what it is to have ftrovc 
With the torture of doubt and dcfirc ; 

What it is, to admire and to love, 

And'to leave her we love and admire. 

Ah, lead forth my flock in the morn, 

And the damps of each evening repel ; 

Alas !.• 1 am faint and forlorn : 

— I ^ave bade my dear Phyllis fartwcl. 

Sinte I^hyllis vonchfaf'd me a look, 

1 never once dream’d of my vine ; 

May I both my pipe and my c» ookj 

If I knew of a kid that was mine. 

1 priv/d every hour that went by, 

'Beyond all that had pleas’d me before; 

But now they arc pafs'd, and I figh, 

* And I grieve that I priz’d them no more. 

But why do .1 lan^iih in vain ? 

Why wahder thus penfively here ? 

O, why did I come from the plain, 

Where 1 fed on the fmiles of iny dear * 

They tell me, my favourite maid, 

* Tne pride of that valley, is flown-? 

Alas ! where with her 1 nave (fray’d, 

1 could wander with pleafure, alone. 

When forc’d the fair nymph to forego, 
Wha^'anguiih I felt at my hcan I 
Vet I thought-*^but ir iBight nm bo fo^ 

Twai with pain that m iavir me dcpairt. * 


EXTRACTS, 

She gaz'd, as I (lowly withdrew ; 

My path 1 could hardly difeem ; 

So fwectly (he bade me adieu, 

1 thought that ilie bade me return. 

The pilgrim that journeys all day 
To vifit (bntc far difiant (Mrinc, 

If he bear but a relique away, 

Is happy, nor heard to repine. 

Thus widely remov'd from tRtrfidir, ' 

Where my vows, my devotion, I owe. 

Soft Hope is the relique I bear. 

And my (blace wherever I go. • 

II. HOP E. 

MY banks they arc furni(h'd with bees. 

Whole murmur invites one to fleep ; 

My grottos ;ire (haded with trees, 

And my hills are white over witli (heep. 

I feldom have met with a lofs, 

Such health do my fountains beftow ; 

My fountains, all border'd with mofs, 

Where the harc-bclls and violets growr 
Not a pine in my grove is there feen, 

But with tendrils of woodbine is bound 
Not a beech 's more beautiful green. 

But a fweet-briar twines it around. 

Not my fields in the prime of the year 
More charms than my cattle unfold : 

Not a brook that is limpid and dear, 

But it glitters with lilhcs of gold. 

One would think (he might like to reti>*c 
To the bow’r I have labour’d to rear ; 

Not a (lirub that I heard her admire. 

But I liafied and planted it there. 

0 how fudden the jelfaminc ftrove 
With the lilac to render it^ay I 

Already it calls for my love, 

To prune the wild branches away. 

From the plains, from the woodlands, and groves, 
What ftrains of wild melody flow ! 

How the nightingales warble their loves. 

From thickets of rofes that blow ! 

And when her bright form (hall appear, 

Each bird (hall barmonioufiy join 
In a concert fo foft and fo clear, 

As— flic may not be fond to refign. 

£ have found out a gift for my fair, 

I have found where the wood •pigeons breed * 
But let me that plunder forbear, 

She will fay ’twas a barbarous deed. ‘ 

For he ne'er could be true, (he averr’d, 

M'ho could rob a poor bird of its youngs 
And I lov'd her the more when I heard 
Such tendemefs fall from her tongue. 

1 have heard her with fweetneis unfold 
How that pity was due to a dove ; 

That it ever attended the bold. 

And (he call’d it the fi(for of Love, 

But her words fiich a plearore convey, , 

So much I her accents adore, 

Let her fpeak, and, whatever ihe fay, 

, Mc^ks 1 fliottld love her the more. 

Can 
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^an a bofom fo gentle remain 

Untpov’d, \ehen her Corydon fighs f 
WiH a nymph that is fond of the plain, 

Thfifc plains and this valley deipife > 

^ Dear regions of iilence and (hade ! 

Soft Icencs of contentment and eafe ! 

%Vhere I could hive plekfingly (Iray’d, 

If aught, in her abfcnce, could plcafe. 

But where does my Phyllida ftray ? 

And where are her grots and her bow’rs ! 
Are the proves and the valleys as gay. 

And the Ihephcrds as gentle as ours ? 

The grt)ves may perhaps be as fair, 

Ah,d the face of the valleys as hne ; 

The iVains may in manners compare, 

But their love is nut equal to mine* 

in. SOLICITUDE. 

WHY will you my pilTion reprove ? 

Why term it a folly to grieve ? 

Ere I fhew you the charms of my love. 

She is fairer than you can believe. 

With her mien Ihe enamours the brave j 
With her wit fhc engages the free ; 

With her modefty plcalcs the grave ; 

She is cv’ry way pleaiing to me. 

0 you that have been of her train, 

Come and join in my amorous lays ! 

1 could lay down my life for the fvvaiu 
• That will fing but a fong in her pratle. 
When he lings, may the nymphs of the town 

Come trooping, and liften the while 5 
-Nay, on him let not Phyllida frown j 
— But I cannot allow her to fmilc. 

•For when Paridel tries in the dance 
Any favour with Phyllis to hnd, 

O how, with one trivial glance, 

Might ihe ruin the peace of my mind ! 

In ringlets he drelTcs his hair, 

And his crook is beftudded around ; 

And his pipe— O may Phyllis beware 
Of a magic there is in the found. 

’Tis his with mock paffion to glow ; 

’Tis his in fmooth talcs to unfold, 

How her face is as bright as the fnow, 

** And her bofom, be lure, is as cold ; 

How the nightingales labour the llrain, 

“ With thfe notes of l\is chaniier to vie ; 
How they vary“mcir accents in vain. 

Repine at her triumphs, and die.’* 

To the grove or the garden he ftrays, * 

And pillages every fweet } 

Then, luiting the wreath to his lays. 

He throws it at Phyllis’s feet. 

“ O Phyllis,” he whifpers, “ more fair, 

^ ** More fweet than the jeifamine's flow’r! 

** What are pinks, in a mom, to compare ? 
What is eglantine after a ihow’r ? 

« Then the lily no longer is white ; 

Then the rofe is depriv’d of its bloom*j 
^ Then the violets die with defpite, 

<< And the woodbines give up their perfome,' 
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Thus glide the foft numbers along. 

And he fancies no Ihephcrd his peer$ 

Yet I never ihould envy the fong, 

Were not Phyllis to lend it an ear. 

Let his crook be with hyacinths bound. 

So Phyllis the trophy dclpifc ; 

Let his mrehcad with laurels be crown'd,. 

So they ihine not in Phyllis's eyes. 

The language that flows from the heart 
Is a llrangcr to Paridd’s tongue. 

Yet may Ihc beware of his art. 

Or fure 1 muft envy the long* 

IV. DISAPPOINTMENT, 
YE fliepherds, give car to my lay, 

And take no more heed of my flieip ; 

They have nothing to do but to ftray i 
1 have nothing to do but to weep. 

Y et do not my folly reprove ; 

She was fair-^and my paifion begun ; 

She fmil'd— and I could not but love; 

She is faithlcfs — and 1 am undone. 

Perhaps I was void of all thought ; 

Perhaps it was plain to foreiee, 

That a nymph lb complete would be fought 
By a Twain more engaging than me. 

Ah * love cv’ry hope can infpire : 

It banifties wifdom the while ; 

And the lip of the nymph wc admire 
Seems for ever adorn’d with a finile. 

She is faithlcfs, and I am undone ; 

Ye that witnefs the woes 1 endure. 

Let Rcaibn inftru 6 t you to ihun 
What it cannot ijtftru£i you to cure. 

Beware how you loiter in vain 
Amid nymphs of an higher degree; 

It is hot for me to explain 

How fair and how fickle they be. 

Alas ! from the day that wc met. 

What hope of an end to my woes ? 

When I cannot endure to forget 
The glance that undid my repoie. 

Yet time may diminiih the pain ; 

Tl\e flow’r, and the ihrub, and the tree. 
Which I rear'd for her pleafure, in vain. 

In time may Itave comfort for me. 

The Tweets of a dew-fprinkled rofc. 

The found of a murmuring ftreaiki, 

The peace which from folitude flows, 
Henceforth ftiall be Cory don's theme. 

High tranfports are fhewn to the fight, 

« But we are not to find them our own ; 

Fate never beftow’d fuch delight, 

As I with my Phyllis had khowii. 

O yc woods, fpread your branches apace 's * 

To your deepeft recefles I fly^ 

I* would hide with the be^ of the chace; 

I would vanifh hrom cv’ry eye. 

Y‘et my reed (hall refound thro’ thn grove 
With the famjs fad compkint it begun; 

How ihe fmli'd, and I could not but lovej 
Was faithlcfs, and l aca vndone 1 

f **/• 
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{ 1*7. Pha?Be, A Pajoral. Byron. 

I^y time, O ye Mpfes ! was happily fpent, 
iVl phrobe went with me wherever I went: 

Ten thoufand foft pleafurcs I felt in my breaft : 
Sure never fond fliepherd like Colin was bleft. 
But now ihe is gone, and has left me behind. 
What k marvellous change on a fudden I find I 
When things were as fine as could poffible be, 

1 thought it was Spring ; but, alas ! it was flic. 

Thq fountain that wont to run fwectly along, 
And dance to fnft inunnurs rh^ pebbles among, 
Thou knovv’ft, little Cupid, if JPlicebe was there, 
It was plealant to look' at, 'twas niufic to hear. 
But, now Ihe is abfent, I walk by its fide, 

And, dill as it murmurs, do nothing but chide : 
Mud you be fo cheerful, whild f go in pain ? 
Peace there with your bubbling, and licar me com- 
plain. 

My dog I was ever well picafed to fee 
Come wagging his tail to my fair one and me ; 
And Phoebe was pleasM too, and to my dog faid, 
•* Come hither, poor fellow and patted his head. 
But now, when he*s fawning, I with a four look 
Cry, ** Sirrah,** and give liim a blow with my 
crook : 

And rU give him another ; for why (liould not 
Trajr 

Be dull as his mader, when Phoebe ’s away ? 

Sweet mufic went with us both all the wood 
thro*. 

The lark, linnet, throdlc, and nightingale too ; 
Winds over us whifper’d, flocks by us did bleat. 
And chirp went the giafshopper under our feet. 
But now ihe is abient, tho’ dill they (Tng on, 

The woods are but lonely, the melody ’s gone : 
Her voice in t'-.c concert, as now 1 have found, 
Gives every diing clfc its agreeable found. 

Will no pitying power that hears me complain, 
Or cure my dyfquier, or foften my pain ? 

To be cur’d, thou mud, Colin, thy palfion remove : 
But what fw-nia is fo filly to live without love ? 
No, T>city, bid the dear nymph to return; 

For ne’er was poor fhepherM fo fadly forlown. 

Ah 1 what ihail 1 do ? 1 fhall die with dcfpair : 
Take heed, ail ye fwains, how ye love one lb fair. 


§ izfl. A Pajloral Ballad. Rowe. 

"TXlSSP AIRING befide a clear dream, 

A foepherd forfaken was laid ; 

And, \vhile a folfe nymph was his theme, 

A AviiloW Supported his head. 

The wind that blew over the plain. 

To his fibgs with a figh did reply j 
And the bro^, in return to his pain, 

^ Kan mournfully murmuring by. 

41as1 dlly fwaia that I was 1 

- (Thus iadly complaining he cried) j 
Wh^^n 'fird 1 Mhcld that fair focc, * 

- •Twere better by for I had died : 

‘ • S 
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She talk’d, and I biefs’d her dear tongue ; 

When (he finird, it was pleafure too greats 

I ]iden*d, and cried, when ihe fung. 

Was nightingale ever fo fwcet ! 

How foolilh was T to believe 

She could doat on fo Jowly a clown, 

Or that her fond heart vvOuld not grieve 
To foifakc the fine folk of the 

To think that a beauty fo gay 

So kind and fo conflunt would prove ; 

Or go clad like our maidens in grey, , 

Or live in a cottage on love ! 

What thougli I have fkill to complain, 

Tho’ the Mufes my temples have crown’d | 

Wliat tho’, when they liear my foft ftra’uis, 

I'hc virgins fit weeping around ; 

Ah, Colin ! thy hopes are in vain. 

Thy pipe and thy laiiR*l refign ; 

Thy fair one inclines to a fvvain 
Whole niufic is Tweeter than thine. 

All you, my compimious fo dear. 

Who for row to fee me betray M,. 

Whatever I fnffer, forbear, 

Forbear to accufc the falfc maid. 

Tho’ thro* the wide world I fhould range, 

*Tis in vain from my fortune to fly ; 

Twas hers to be falfe and to change 
*Tis mine to be conftant — and die. 

[f, while my hard,fatc 1 fuflain, 

In her breaft any pity is found ; 

Let her come with the nymphs of the plain. 

And fee me laid low in the ground : 

The laft humble boon that 1 crave, 

Is to fliacle me with cyprrfs and yew ; 

And when flic looks down on my grave, 

, Let her own that her Ihcphcrd was true. 

Then to her new love let her go, 

And deck her in golden array ; 

Be fintrt at ev’ry fine lliow. 

And frolic it all the long day : 

While Colin, forgotten and gone. 

No more (hall be talk'd of or feen, 

Unlcfs when, beneath the pale moon, 

His ghoft (hall glide over the green. 


5 i«9. A Fairy Talc. Parnell. 

TN Britain's ille, and Arthur’s days, 

When midnight Fairies daunc'd Uic maze/ 
Liv'd Kdwin of fhe Green.j 
Edwin, I wis, a gc'ntlc youth, 

Endow’d with courage, fenfe, and truth, 

Tho’ badly (hap'd he been. 

His mountain back mote well be faid 
To mcafure height againft iu$ head. 

And life itfolf above; 

Yet, fpite of all that Nature did 
To make his uncouth form forbid, 

This crcaiturc dar*d to love. 

He fdt the charms of Edith’s eye*, 

Nor wanted hope to gain the prize. 

Could ladies ioc^ witliin ; 

Sh^ 
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*!But one Sir Tojfaz jrefs’t^uiHth m, 

^nd, if a ihape eould win a hearty 
^ He had a (hape to win. 

Edwin, if right I read my fong, 

M(ith flirted palfion pac’d along . 

' . AU in the moony light ; 

’Tvvas near an old inchanted court, 
y^hcrc fportive fairies made refort, 

To revel out the night. 

Mis heartTwas drear, his hope was crofs’d, 
*Twas late, ’twas far, the path was loft 
That reach'd the neighbour town ; 

‘.With wehry fteps he quits the ftiades, 
Rcfolv-'d, the darkling dome he treads, 

An!l drops his limbs adown. 

But fcant he fays him on the floor, 

When hollow winds remove the door, 

A trembling rocks the ground : 

And, well I ween to count aright, 

At once an hundred tapers light 
On all the walls around. 

Kow founding tongues alfail his car. 

Now founding feet approachen near. 

And now the founds incrcafe : 

And from the corner where he lay, 

He fees a train profufely gny 

Come prankling o'er the place. 

But (truft me, gentles !) never yet 
Was dight a mafquing half lb neat, 

Or half fo rich, before ^ 

.. The country lent the fweet perfumes. 

The fca the pearl, the Iky the plumes, 

The town its filken ftore. 

Now, whilft he gaz’d, a gallant, deeft 
In flaunting robes above the reft, 

With awful accent cried : 

' What mortal, of a wretched miftd, 

Whofe fighs infect the balmy wind. 

Has here prefum’d to hide ? 

At this the twain, whole vent'rous foul 
No fears of magic art controul, 

Advanc’d in open fight; 

“ Nor have I caule of dread,” he faid, 

Who view, bv no prefumpuon ltd. 

Your revels of the night. 

HTwas grief, for fcorn of faithful love, 
Which made my fteps unweetuig rove 
Amid the nightly devv.” 

'Tis well, the galTant cries again, 

We fairies never injure men 
Who dare to*«^'ll us true. 

Exfilt thy love-deje^led heart ; 

Be mine the talk, or ere we part, 

To make thee grief rengii ; 

Now take the pleafure of thy chaunce s 
Whilft I vyith Mab, my partner, daunce, 

Be little Mable titine.” 

He fpoke, and, all a fudden, there 
^Light muiic floau in wanton air $ 

The Monarch le^ds the Qiieen : 

The reft their fairie partners found ; 

And Mable trimly tript the ground, 

With Edwin of the gTcen*^ 

The daunting paft, the tord was laid, 

And, fiker fuai a fcaft was made 
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As heart and Up defire : 

Withouten hands the dilhcs fly, 

The glalTcs with a wilh come nigh, 

And with a wilh retire. 

But now, to pleafe the fairie king. 

Full evW deal they laugh and ling, 

And antic feats devife $ 

Some wind and tumble like an ape, 

And other-fomc tranfinute their Ihape 
In Edwin’s wond'ring eyes. 

Till one, at laft, that Robin hight, 

Renown’d for pinching maids by night. 

Has bent nim up aloof ; 

And full aguinft the beam he flung, 

Where by the back the youtlf he hung, 

To fprawl unneath the roof, 

From thence, “ Reverie my charm,” he cries^ • 
And let it fairly now funicc 
I'hc gambol has been Ihewn.” 

But Oberon anlwers with a fmilc. 

Content thee, Edwin, for awhile. 

The vantage is thine own. 

Mere ended all the phantonyday ; 

They fmelt the frefli apprOTch of flay, 

And heard a cock to crow ; 

The whirling wind, that bore the crowd, 

Mas clapp’d the door, and whiftled loud, 

To warn them all to go. 

Then, fcrcaming, all at once they fly. 

And all at once the tapers die ; 

Poor Edwin falls to floor ; 

Forlorn his ftatc, and dark the place, 

Was never wight in fuch a cafe 
Thro* all the land before. 

Bur, foon as dan Apollo rofe, 

Full jolly creature home he goes. 

He feels his back the lel^ ; 

His honeft tongue and fteady mind 
Had rid him ot the lump behind, 

Which made him want fuccefs. . 

Wilh lufty livelyhed he talks, 

He feems a dauncing as he walks; 

His ftory Ibon took wind ; 

And beauteous Edith fees the youth 
Endow'd with courage, fenfe, and truth^ 
Without a bunch behind. 

• 'Hie 'ftory told, Sir Topbz mov’d, 
liip ^uth of Editn erft approv’d. 

To fee the revel fcenc : 

At clofe of eve he leaves hi$ home, 

And wends to find the ruin’d ^orae 
All on the gloomy plain. ' 

As there he bides, it lo befcl, 

The wind came ruftllng down a dell, * ' 

A lhaking feiz'd the wall : 

Up fprung the tapers as before. 

The fairies bragly foot the floor. 

And mufic fills hall. 

But, certes, ibftlyTunk with woe 
Sir Tbpae fees the Elphin (how, 

His Q}irits in him' die ; ^ 

When Oberon cribs, ** A man ti tieari > 

A mortal pafTion, deeped fear, ^ 

^ Hangs flagging is the ikyj* , 

WWi 
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WUh that SirT6t»az, haplefs ybuth ! 

In accents felt'ringt ay for ruth, 

Intreats them pitygraunt; 

For als he been a mifter wight 
Betra/d by wandering in the night 
To tread the drqicd haunt. 

Ah, lofcl vile at once they roalTi 
^ And little ikill'd of fairic lore, 

Thy caufc to come we know ; 

Now has thy keftrell courage fell } 

And fairies, lince a lye you tell, 

Are. free to work ttice woe." 

Then Will, who bears the wifpy fire 
To trail the fwains among the mire. 

The captive upward hung : 

There, like a tortoife in a fliop, 

He dangled from the chamber top. 

Where whilom Edwin hung. 

The revel now proceeds apace. 

Deftly they frilk it o cr the place. 

They fit, tliey drink, and cat; 

The time with^ frolic mirth beguile. 

And poor Sir Topaz hangs the whilc^ 

Till all the ixiut retreat. 

By this the hars began to wink. 

They Ihriek, they fly, the tapers link, 

' And down ydrops the knight : 

For never fpell by fairic laid 
With flrong enchantment bound a glade 
Beyond the length of night. 

Chill, dark, alone, adreed he lay. 

Till up the welkin lole the day. 

Then deem’d the dole was o*er : 
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But wot ye well his harder lot; 

His feely back the bunch had got 
Which Edwin loft afore. 

This tale a Sybil nurfe ared ; ' 

She foftly (Iroak’d ray youngling Keafd ; 

And when the tale was done, 

** Thus fome arc born, my fon,*’ Ac cries^ 
With bafe impediments, to rife. 

And fome are bom with none. 

But virtue can itfeif advance 
To what the fav'rite fodls of chance 
By Foitune feem’d defign'd ; 

Virtue can gain the odds of Tate, 

And from itfeif ihake otf the weight 
Upon th’ unworthy mind." 


§ 130. SofTg, • Thomsoh, 
pOR ever, Fortune ! wilt thou prove 
An unrelenting foe to love, 

And when wc meet a mutual heart. 
Come in between, and bid us part ? . 

Bid us figh on from day to day, 

And wifli, and wilh the foul away, 

Till youth and genial years are down. 
And all the life of love is gone ? 

But bufy, bufy ftill art thou, 

To bind the lovelcfs joylefs vow, 

The heart from pleaiure to delude. 

To join the gentle to the rude. 

For once, O Fortune ? hear my pray’rv 
And I abfolvc thy future' care ; 

All other blclfings I refign, 

Make but the dear Amanda mine. 


PROLOGUES AND EPILOGUES. 


} 1 . E^ilcgue to a W’uman kiWclwitb Ktndtirfsj 
1617 . 

A N honeft crew, difpofed to be mcirry, • 
Came to a tavern by, and call’d for wine : 
The drawer brought it (imiling like a cherry) 
And told them it was pleafant, neat, and fine. 
Tafleit,quothonc;hedid: 0,He! (quothhe) 
This wine was good ; now ’t runs too near 
the lee. 


AnothetBop’d, to give the wine his due, 
An^i^letumo the reft, it drank too flat; 

The jwd faid, it was old ; the fourth, too new; 
quoth the fifth, the fliarpuefs likes me not. 
"llius, gentleiuen,; you fee how in one hour 
The wine was new, old, flat, fharp, fweet, 
and four. 


this wine do we allude our play ' 
^^hichiiniie will judge too tri vial , fome too grave : 
Tou, as our guefts, we entertain diis day, 

Ud yo\r welcome to the beft we have* 


Excufe us then ; good wine may be difgrac’d. 
When ev’iy fev’ral mouth hath fundry tafte. 


§ a. Prologue to the Unfortunate Lovers* Spoken 
at Bhtek^FriarSf 1643 . D a v en ant. 

t^ERE you but half fo humble to confefs, 

' As you arc wife to know your happinc^ ; 
Our author would not grieve to fee you fit 
Ruling with fuch unqueftion’d powT his wit ; 
What would I give, that I could ftill preferve 
My loyalty to him, and yet deferve 
Your kind opinion, by revealing now 
The caufe of that great ftorm which clouds ht» 
brow, 

And his clofe muntiurl, which,(incem^t to you^ 
I cannot thiiik or mannerly or true ! 

Well; I begin to bt refolv'd, and let 
My melancholic tragic IVfonfieur fret ; 

Let him the lev*ral harmlefs weapons u(e 
Of that alUdaring trifle^ call’d his Mufe; 
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‘ Yet rH inform you, what this very day. 

Twice before witnefs 1 have heard him fay, 
*Whif h is, that you are grown eaceffive proud 5 
For ten times more of wit, than was allow’d 
Your filly aneeftors in twenty year, 

. Y’ expe^ fhould in two hours be given you here : 
For they, he fwears, to th’ theatre would come, 
Ere they had din’d, to take up the beft room ; 
Tlicrc At on benches, not adorn’d with mats, 
And gracioufly did veil their high*crown’d hats 
To every half-drcfs’d pktyer, as he ftili 
Thro* th* hangings peep’d to fee how th* heufe did 
frli* 

Good eafy judging fouls ! with what delight 
They would expe^ a jig, or target %ht $ 

A furious talc ot Troy, wWch they ne’er thought 
Was weakly written, fo ’twere ftrongly fought ^ 
Laugh’d at a clinch, the (hadow of a }e(t, 

And cry'd ‘ A paifing good one, I proteft I’ 

Such dull and humblc-wittcd people were 
Even your forefathers, whom we govern’d here; 
And fuch had yoi; been too, he fweafs, had not 
The poets taught you how t* unweave a plot. 
And trace theVinding feenes ; taught you t’ 
mit 

What was time fenfe, not what did found like wit. 
Thus they have arm'd you *gainA themfelves to 
fight, 

Made ftrongandmifehievous from whaft they write. 
You have been lately highly fcafted here, 

With two great wits’*, that grac’d our theatre. 

' But, if to feed you often with delight, 

Will more corrupt, than mend, your appetite; 
He vows to ufe you, which he much abhors, 

As others did your homely ancellors. 

*§ 3 . Epilogue to the Cutter of Coleman^ftreet^ 
jpoken by the Perfon who aHed Cutter. 1656. 

Cowley. 

I^ETHINKS a vifion bids me filcncc break, 
[li^itbout bis peruke. 

And fomc words to this congregation fpeak ; 

So great and gay a one I ne’er did meet 
At the Fifth Monarch’s court in Colenum*Arcet. 
But yet I wonder niuch, not to efpy a ^ 

Brother in all this court, call'd Zephaniah. 

Blefs me ! where are we } What may this place be ? 
For I begin my vifion now to fee 
ThiCt this is a mere theatre— Well then, 

If *c bee*cn fo. I’ll Cutter be again. 

(Puts on bis peruke. 

, . ■ ' ) 
To you, who always of that party were, J 

I never was of any ; up and down 
J roll'd, a very rake*heli of this cowtif 
But now my tollies and my faults are ended, 

My fortune and my mind are both amended; 
^And if we may b’lievc one who ha* fail’d before. 
Cur author fays Iw'il Bieai— that is, hell write 


Not^Cutter pretended cavalier ; 
For, to confefs ii^»cnuoully here 
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5 4 . ProbgtK t. Neroi Lee 

/^OOD plays, and perfeft fenfe, as fcarce are !* 
^ giown 

As civil women in this d-^d lewd town 5 . 

Plain lenfo is defpicable as plain clothes, 

As Englifh hats, bone-lace, or wo«:)lieif^ore. 

*Tis your brilh fool that is your man of note ; 
Yonder he ^cr, in the embroider’d coat : 

Such wencmiigcycs, and hands fo prone to ruffle, 
The genteel ding, the trip, and modilh Ihufflc ; 
Salt foul and flame, as gay as any prince ; 

Thus taggs and filks make up yourmcn of fenfe- 
I’m told that fome arc prefent here to-day 
Who, ere they fee, rcfolve tb damn this play, > 

So much would interefowith itUnacurc uvSy. J 
But ladies, you, we hope, will prove moie civil, 
And charm rhefc wits that damn litwond the deVil; 
Then let each critic here al| hell inherit, 

You have attraftions that can lay a fpirit. 

A bloody fatal play you'll fee to-night, 

1 vow to God,^t has put me in a fright. 

The meaneft waiter huffs, looks big, and firuts; 
Gives bread a blow, then hand on hilt he puts. 
*Tis a fine age, a tearing; thundering age. 

Pray heaven this thund king does not crack the 
ftage : 

This play I like not now— 

And yet, for au^ht I know, it may be good, 

But (till I hate tnis fighting, wounds, and blood, 
Why, what the devji have 1 to do with honour? 
Let heroes court her ; 1 cry, Pox upon her! 

All tragedies, i' gad, to me foilnd oddjy, 

I can no more be ferious, than you godly. 

§ 5 . Epilogue to Tyrannick Love; Jpoken hj 
ffell lubcnjhe <was to be carried iff dead 
by the bearers. 1672. Hrydkn. 

To the Bearer. 

rjOLD ! arc you mad, you damn’d confounded 
^ dog ? 

1 am to rife, and fpeak the epilogue. 

To the- Audience. 

I come, kind gentlemen, ftrange news to tell yc; 

1 am the ghod of poor departed Nelly. 

Sweet ladies, be not frighted, I’ll be ^ivil : 

I’m what 1 was, a little harmlefs devil; 

For, after death, we fprices have jud fuch na- 
tures 

Wc had, for all the world, when hutbancreaturea t 
And therefore J,‘that was an a 6 lrefs here. 

Play all my tricks in hell, a goblin tlierrjc 
Gallants, look to ’t ; you fay there are po fprites;' 
But rU come dance about your beds at nights; 
And faith you'll be in a Aveet kind of taking, 
When i iurprife you between deep and waiting. 
To tell you true, I walk, becaufe 1 die 
Out of my calling, in a tragedy. 

0 poet, damn’d dull poet! u ho could prove 
So fcnfclefs, to make Nelly die ! 


* Beanawntasd flttshet* 
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llay , what’s yet worf€, t » kill me 14 the prime 
Of Eifter-tcrm, in tatt and checfecakc time I 
rU fit the fop ; for Til not one word fay, 

T’ excufe his godly, out-of-falhion play j 
A play which if you dare but twice fit out, 
You'll aiibc ilandqr’d, and be thought devout. 
But farcwtl, gentlemen j make haftc to nic j 
J*m fwc ere long to have your company. 

As for my epitaph, when J am gone, 

I'll tnift no poet, but will write my own. 

Here Nelly lies, who tho’ Ihc liv'd a flattem •, 

Yet died a princefs, a£ling in St. Catherine f. 


§ € . Prologtie to Akibiades ; 1675. O r vv a Y. 

"mEVER did rhymer greater hazards run, 
’Mongft us by your feverity undone : 

Tho* sve, alas ’ to ouligc ye have d,onc moft, "J 
And bought yc plcal'urcs at our own fad coil, / 
Yet all our belt endeavours have been loft. J 
So oft a ftatelman, laboring to be good, 

His honefty’s for trealbn underllood* 

Wliilfi Ibme falfc. Battering minion of the court, 
Shall play the traitor, and be honour’d for’t. 

To yem, known judges of what’s fenfe and wit, "j 
Our author fwears he gladly will lubmit : / 

But there's a fort of things infeft the pvt, J 
That would be witty fpitc of nature too, 

And to be th(;uglu lb, haunt and peftcr you. 
Jlithcr Ibmctimcs thoic would-be-wits repair, 
hi <]ucft of yop i where if you don’t appear, f 
Cries onc-^Pugh I D — n me, what <lo wc do f 
here ? J 

Straight up he ftartsj his garniture then puts 
In order, i'o he rocks, and out he firurs 
To th' coBce-houle, wheic he about him ItKiks : 
Spies friend ; cries, Jack— Pvc been to-night at 
th’ Duke’s ; 

The filly rogues are all undone, my dcar^ 

I gad > not one of lenfc ihdt J faw there. 

Thus to himfelf he’d reputation gather 
Of wit, and goc^d acquaintance, but has neither. 
Wit has indeed a firangcr been, of late, 

’Mongft its .pretenders nought lb ftrange as that. 
Both houfes too, fo Jong a faft have known, 
That coarl'cft nonfenfe goes moft glibly down. 
Thus though this triBer never wrote before, 
Yet faitlt he ventur'd on the common fcore : 
Since nonfenfe is fo generally allow’d, 

He hopes that this may pafs amobgft the crowet. 


§ 7. EpilogUe to Atareng%ebe \ 1676. Dryden. 
A Pretty talk ! and fo I told thq fool, 

Who needs would undertake to picafe by 
rule ; 

He thought that if his ebara^ers were good. 
The fcencs entire, and freed from noife and 
blood. 


The aftion great, yet circumferib’d by time, 

The words not forc’d, but Biding into rhyme, ^ 
The fiafllions rais’d and calm’d by juft degrees, 

As tides are fwelt’d, and then retire to fcas ; 

He thought in hinting thefc his bus’nefs done, , 
Though he, perhaps, has fail’d in cY’ry one. 

But, alter all, a {>oec muft confels, 
j His art’s like phyfic, but a happy guefs. 

! Your pLeafure on your fancy muft depend ; 

I The lady’s pleas'd, juft as me likes hcr'friend. 
Nofong’ no dance! no fliow! he fears you’ll lay, 
You love all naked beauties, bur a play, 
lie much iniftukes your mcthoils to delfght, 'Y 
Aiid^ like the French, abhors our target fight; / 
But tliolc danm’d dogs can never be i’ th’ i 
right. 3 

True EngliBi h^te your Monfieurs’ paltry arts ; 
For you are all filk-weavers { in your hearts. 

Bold Britons, at a brave bear-garden fray 
Arc rous'd; and clait’iingfticks, cry, Play, play, 
play ' 

Mean time, your fribbling foreigner will ftare, 
And mutter to himfelf, Ahy gens burbau' ! 

And, ’gad, 'tis well ho mutters, well for him ; 
Our butchers clfc would tear him limb from 
limb. 

'Tis true, the time may come, your Ibns may be 
Iufc6ltd with this French civility : 

But thiwS in after ages will be done ; 

Our poet writes an hundred years toofoon. 
riiis age comts on too fioW, or he too fiift ; 

And early Iprings are fubjeft to a blaft f 
Who would excel, when few can make a teft 
Betwixt indifferent writing and the beft. 

For favours cheap and common who would 
ftrive, 

Which, Lkc abandon’d proftitutes, you give ? 
Yet fcarter’d here and there 1 Ibmc behold, 

Who can dilccrn the tinfel from the gold ; 

'I’o thele he Writes; and, if by them allow’d, 
’Tis their prerogative to rule tlic crowd ; 

For he more fears (like a prcl'uming man) 

Their votes who cannot judge, than ihcirs ,wh* 
can. 


§ 8. Epilogue to the fi)ft Part of The Rover y or 
T'be Bunijbed Cavaliet / ; 1677. Mrs. BiiiiK . 

^'T'HE bauilh’d cavaliers ! a roving blade ! 

* A^popiih carnival ' a mafqncrLide ! 

'The devil’s in’t if this will picafe the nation, Y 
In thefe our bleffed times of reformation, > 
When conventitling is fo much in fafiiion. J 
And yet— — 

That mutinous tribe lefs fa 61 ions do beget, 

Than your continual differing in wit. 

Your judgment (as your paflion) ’s a difeafe; Y 
Nor Jl^ie nor. Mils your appetite can picafe ; , ? . 
You ’re grown a» nice as queafy coDfi:ienccs> J 
Whofe each convulfion, when the fpirit moves, 
Damns every thing that maggot diiapproves. 


• Her real ehiraAer. + The charadter (he reprefented in the play, J Alluding to the rivalry of 
the Spital-fields manufadlures with thofe of Fjratice, 
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XVith canting rule you,wotil 4 the tefinei 
^ to dull method all our lenfe conhne. 
Withiirinfolcncc of commonwealths you rule, 'j 
Where each gay fop, and politic brave fool, > 
On monarch Wit impofe without controul. J 
As for the laft, who feldom fees a play, 

Unlcfs it be the old Black* Friars way, 

Shaking his empty noddle o’er Bamboo, 

He criee. Good faith, thefc plays wril never do. 
Ah, Sir I in my young days, what lofty wit, 
What high-ftrain’d feenes bf fighting there were 
^vrit ! 

Thefc arc flight airy toys. But fell me, pray, 
Wliat has the Houfe of Commons done to«day ? 
Then flicws his politics, to let you fee, 

Of flatc affairs he'll judge as notably . 

As he can do of wit and poetry. 

The younger fparks, who hither do rcfbrt) 

Cry. 


^ ? 

)Ort;r 

jurt. J 


Pox o’ your gentle thinw ! give us more fport 
Damme ' I'm fare 'twill never plcnfe the court. 

Such fops arc never pleas’d, uiilcfs the play 
Be fluiTd with fools, as brifk and dull as they ; 
Such might the half-crown fpare, and in a gjafs 
At home behold a more accomplifh’d afs ; 
Where they may fet their cravats, wip, and facesj 
And piadice all their buffoon’ry grimaces— 

See how this huff becomes— this tlamme flai e. 
Which they at home may ad, bccaufe they dare; 
But muft with prudent caution do eUewhere, 

O, that our Nokes, or Tony Lee, could flicw 
A fop but half fo much to th’ life as you ! 


:} 


§ 9. Eftihgue to The Kound^Hcads^ or *the 
, Good Old Cmfe\ i68a. Spoken by lutiiy 
DeJbro\ . Mrt. Behn, 

rpHK vizor’s off, and now I dare appear 
High for the royal caufe, en cavuhWi 
Tho' once as true a whig as mod of you. 

Could cant and lye, preacli, and diffembic too : 
So far you drew me in ; but faith I’ll be 
Reveng’d on you, for thus debauching me : 

Some of your pious cheats I’ll open lay, 

That lead your ignoramus flock aftray } 

For flnee I cannot fight, I will not fail 
To excrcife my talciit — that’s to rail. 

Ye I ace of hypocrites, whofe cloak of zeal 
Covers the Imave that cants for commonweal. 
All laws, the church, and date to ruin brings, 
Ai^d impudently fets a rule on kings : 

Ruin, dcflrby, all’s godd that you decree. 

By your infallible j>relbytery ; 
r.r4)fperDus at firft, in ills you gVew fo vain. 

You thought to play the old game o’er a^in ; 
And thus the cheat was put upon the nation, ' 
Firft with l(»ig parliaments, next pelbrmation, 

. And now you hop’d to piakc a new isvafion; 
And when you can’t prevail by open force, 

To cunning tickling tricks you have recouii^. 
And raife Icdition &th without remorfcr 
« Confound thefc curfed Tories/’ then theyciy, 
[Ztf kt preaching iothe, 

Thofe hols, thefe Ibyal pimpa to lOoiuifChy^ 


** Thofe that cxcMde the faints, yet opa the door 
** To introduce the Babylonian Whore! 

By facred Oliver, the nation’s mad ! 

“ Beloved, ’twas not fo when he Was head : 

** But then, as 1 have faid it ofo before ye, 

“ A Cavalier w^as but a type of Tory. 

<< The curs thendurft not baik, but all the brebd 
** Is much incaas'd lince that good man is 
“ dcadf 

‘‘ Yet then they rail'd againft the Good Old 
“ Caufe, 

Rail’d foolifhiy for loyalty and laws ; 

** But when the faints had put them to a ftand, 

“ Wc left them loyalty, and took their land^ , 
** Yea, and the pious work of reformadon 
** Rewarded was with plunder, fequeftration.*’ 
Thus cant the faithful ; nay they're lb uncivil, 

To pray us harmlefs prayers to the devil. ' 

When this is all th* exception they can make^ 
T'hey damn us for our glorious mafter’s fkke« 

But why ’gainft us do you unjuftly arm ? 

Our finall religion lure can du no harm : 

Or if it do, (ince that's the only thmg, 

We will reform, when you arc true to th’Hing^ 

10. Epilogue to the Lancajhire U^iteBes; z68s. 
Spoken by Mrs* Barry and Teague, . 

ShaowelL. 
Mrs* -Barry* K Skilful miftrefs ufes wondro\^s 
^ art 

To keep a pccvifli crazy lover’s heart. 

His awkward limbs, foigetfol of delights, 

Muft be urg’d on by tricks and painful nighfi 
Which the poor creature U content to bear, 

Ftoc ni: ntuas and new petticoats to wear. 

And, Sirs, your fxckly appetites to raife, , 
I'hc ftarving players try a thuuiand ways : 

You had a Spanilh Friar of intrigue. 

And now vve have prefented you a Teague, 

Which with much coil from Ireland we have got : 

If he be dull, e'en hang him for the plot. ■ 

Teague* Now have a care j for hy my Gotti’s 
fliaulvaation, 

Difli yill offend a i»rtv in de nation* 

Mrs. Barry* They that ore angry muft be very 
beafts} 

For all religions laugh ift foolifh priefts. 

Teague* By Creciht,. 1 fwear, de poet has 
undone me ; 

Some fimple Tory will make beat upon fne. 

Mrs, JBary. Good Pjxeeftants, I hope you will , 
not fee 

A martyr made of our poor Tony Lee. 

Our popes and fiiars on one fide attend. 

And yet, alas ! the city’s not opr friend : 

The city neither like us nor our wic| 

They fay their wives leam ogling in the pit : . . 
They're the l^xes taught to make 4i4« 
vances, ' , . ; 

To anfwer ftolen (tghs and ptoghiy glanoafc! 

We virtuous ladkls fome new ways muft ib^ ; 

For all confptre oor playing nader m break* 

If the bold pgttt frbely foews htb 
In every place the fiiarling fqps oooiph^. 

V e a Ot 
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^ your g^roft folUn if you will not hcafi 
With motf.ii{ive nonfcnfe you muft bear. 
You, like the hufbaiidt never {hall receive 
Half the delight the fportful wife can give. 
A j;>oct dares not whip this age ; 

You i;afnnot bear thf phylic of the (iage. 


EXTRACTS, 

15 


Book V* 


§ If. Ep'th^ue to the Duka of Ou{f€\ 1683. 

Spoken ty Mrs. Qjok. ‘Dhyoen. 

J^UCH time and trouble this poor play has 

And, faith, 1 doubted once the caufe was loft. 

Yet no one man was meant, nor great, norfiuall i 
Our poets, like frank gamefters threw at all. 
* 3 rhey took no (ingle aim— 

But like bold boys, true to their prince, and 
hearty, 

HuzzaM, and (ir*d broadfides at the whole party. 
Duels are crime; ; bur when the caufe is right, 

Jn battle, every man is lx)und to light. 

For what (hoiild hinder me to fell my (kin , 

Dear as I could,, if once my heart were in ? ? 

Se (hfendtintio never was j lin. J 

•Tis a fine world, my maficis— right or svrong, 
The Whigs muft talk, and Tories hold their 
tongue. 

They muft do all thev can-7— 

But we, foriboth, muft bear a Chriftian mind. 
And fight like boys iviih one hand tied behind 
^ay, and when one boy's down, ’tweic wondrous 
wife, 

To cry, Box fair, and give him time to rife. 

When fortune favours, none but fools will dally 
Would any of you fparks, if Nan or Mally > 
TippMyouth’inviiingwinkjftand (hall I (hall T? J 
A Trimmer cried (that heard me tell this fte>ry ) 
Fi^, Miftrefs Ccx^kt feith, you’re too rank a 
Tory ! 

Wi(h not Whigs hang’d, but pity their hard 
ca(cs ; 

You women love to fee men make wry faces. 
Pray, Sir, faid I, don't think me fuch a Jew ; 

I fay no more, but jgivc the devil his due, 
Denitives, fays he, bed fuit with our condition 
Jack Ketch, 'fays I, ’s an excellent phyfician. 

J love no blood— Nor I, Sir, as I breathe t 
But hanging Is a fine dry kind of death. 

We Trimmers arc for holding all things even— 
Yes, ]u(l like him that hong ’ewixt hell and 
hicaven. 

Have we not had men’s lives enough already 
/ Yes, furej but y<Nl']^^ for holding ail things 
fteady. ^ 

Kow, (iiice thf weight bangs all on one ftde, 
broihfi^r, 

You Trimmers fkovld, to poise it, hang on t'o- 
ther. / 

Datnn’d neuters, in fhehr middlo^ay of fteering^ 

< '.Afclocithet fi(h lior lleih, fitor good red-heriing 
Hot Whigs iwr Tories ttor, nor this nor that; 
Ho1^ birdsV ^ beafts, bUt fuft a kind of hat; 

A twilmht miimat, true to neither caufe. 

With Tovj wia|(s, but Whl'ggllli' teeth apd claw,sr. 


IS. Ptokgue to the Emperor of the Moon^ , 
i67<. Spoken Mr^ Jt^uern, Mrs, BehN. 
f ONG, and at vaft cxpcnce, th* induftrioutf' 
^ ftage 

Has ftrove to pleale a dull ungrateful age: ^ 

With heroes %nd with gods we firft began. 

And thunder’d to you in heroic ftrain : 

Some dying love-lick queen each night you 
enjoy’d, 

And with magnificence at laft were cloyed : 

Our drums and trumpets frighted all the women ; 
Our fighting fear’d the beaux, and bi llet-doux men. 
So Spark, in an intrigue of quality, • 

Grows weary of his fpicndid drudgery ; 

Hates the fatigue, and cries, A pox upon her ! 
What a damn’d buftle's here, with love and 
honour ! 


In humble comedy we next appear, 

No fop, or cuckold, but, dap-dam, vve had him 
here ; 

We (hew'd ye all ; but you, malicious grown, "j 
Friends* Vices to cxpole, and hide your own, I 
Cry, Damn it — this is fuch or fuch a one ! J 
Yet, ncttledjPlague! what docs thisfcribblcrmean. 
With his damn’d characters, and plots obfccnc ? 
No woman without vizard in the nation 
Can fee it twice, and keep her reputation— 

That's certain, forgetting 

That he himfelf, in every grofs lampoon. 

Her lewder fecrcts fpread about the town ; 

Whilft their feign’d nicenefs is but cautious fear. 
Their own intrigues (bould be unravcll’d here. • 
Our next rccourlb was dwindling down to farce. 
Then, Zounds— what (tuff is here I Js wit fo 
fcarce ? 

Well, gentlemen, fince none of thefe has fped. 
Gad, we have bought a diarc in the fpcakmg head. • 
So there you’ll favc a (ice, 

You love good hulbandry in all but vice. 

Ti6e bead rifes upon a tivijird pofi^ on a bench, 
fihm under the After jewern fpeaks 

to its mouth. 

O!— O!— 01 
Stkntor, O !— O !— O f 
l^After this itjings Sawny, laughs^ cries God blefi 
the king, in order. 

^tentor anfivers^ 

Speak louder, Jevem, if you’d have me repeat; 
Plague of this rogue, he will betray the cheat. 

[He fpeaks louder^ it mnfwers indireUlp, 
— Hum — " T here *tis again : 

Pox of your echo with a northern ftrain. » 
Well — this will be but a nine days wonder too; 
There’s nothing lading but the puppet- (how. 
What lady’s heart fo hard, but it would move. 
To hear Philantfcr .and Irene's love ? 

Thofc fillers too, the fcandalous wits do fay. 
Two namclefs keeping beaux have made lb gay ; 
But thofc amours arc per&A lympathy, 

Their gallants being as mere macnines as they. 

O ( l)ow the city wife, with her qown xtinny, 

{ Is charm’d with. Come into my coach, Mifs 
Jenny I 


• This PUy was written jointly by Bryden and Lee. 


But 
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J 5 ut overturning— —Fribble cries — — Adzigs, 

X he -joggling rogue has murder'd all his kids. 
The men of war^erv, Pox on'tl this is dull j 
We're for rough (ports— dog Hc6tor, and the 
bull. 

Thus each) in his degreC) diverfion hndS) 

Ydur fports arc fuited to your mighty minds ; 
Whilftlb much judgment in your choice you (liew, 
The puppets have more fcnlc than tome of you. 

§ 13. Prologue to 'The Mtjlakesy a play^ivritten 
by Jofipb /fom j, comfdim ; 1 690. D r v o EN . 
Enter Mi\ Bright, 

^ENTLEMEN, we muft beg your pardon; 
^ here's no prologue to be had to-day ; our 
new play is like to come on without a rruntif- 
piece ; as bald as one of you young beaux ! 
without your periwig. I left our yuung poet 
fnivclling and lobbing behind the (cctieS) anc 
curfing fomebody that has deceived him. 

Enter Mr, Borwen. 

Hold your prating to the audience; here is 
honeft *Vlr. Williams Juft come in, half mcliow, 
from the Rote-Tavern. He fwears he is in- 
fpired with efarer, and will come on, and that 
extempore too, either with a prologue of his 
own, or fomctliinglike one. Ohcrehcconics to his 
trial, at all adventures : for my part, 1 with him 
a good deliverance. 

\Exfunt Mr. Bright andMx, Bpwen. 
Enter Mr, William, 

Save ye, Sirs, lave ye ! I ’m in a hopeful waj 
I (liould (peak fometning, in rhyme, now 
the play : 

, But the deuce take me if I know what to ^ _ 
I’ll ftick to my friend the author, that lean tell ye, 
To the laft drop of claret in my belly. 

So far I’m fare ’tis rhyme— that needs do 
panting : [arc wanting. 

And, if my verfes feet ftumblc— you fee my own 
Our young poet has brought a piece of work, 1 
In which tho* much of art there does not lurk, L 
It may hold out three days— and that’s as V 
long as Cork J 

But for this play— (which 'till I have done, we 
(hew not) [not. 

What maybe its fortune— by the Lord--I know 
This I dare fwcar, no malice here is writ ; 

’Tis innocent of all things— even of wit. 

He’s no high-flyer — he makes no (ky-rockets, 
Hi!^ fquibs are only ievell'd at your pockets. 

And if his crack^^rs light among your pelf, 

Ve arc blown up; if not, then he's blown up 
himlelf. 

By this time I'm ibmethiiig fccover’d of my 
fluftcr’d madneik : 

And now, a word or two, in fober fadnefs. 

€)urs is ft common play ; and yob pay down 
A common harlot’s priccr^-juft half a crown. 
You*ll fay, I play the pimp on my friend's fcore; 
But fince 'tis for a friend, your mbes give 
For many a mothfr to done tto before. 


way. *1 

V, for f 

> fay. i 


core; n 


How's this, you cry ^an aftor write !— wc know it| 
jiut Shakfpcarc was an attor, and a poet. 

Has not great Joofon's learning ohen hil'd, ' ^ 
While Shdkfpcaa’s greater genius li ill prevaifd^ 

Have not fomc w ritirg attors, in tnis age, 
Deferv’d and found fuccels upon the ftagcf 
To tell the truth, when our old wits are tir'd, 
Not one of Ub but means to be infpir'd. 

Let your kind palence grace our homely cheer 
Peace and the buit, is ail our bus'nctV Here ; > 

So much for tiiat— pud the devil cake Imall bCer. J 

§ 14. Epilogue to K’ng jbtbur, an Operas 
1691. Spoken by Mu, Braeegirdk^ in /Af 
Cbarafter of Entelh^, DrydeKv, 

f 'VE had io*day a dozen billet-doux, 

^ From fops, and wits, and cits, and Bow»ftrect 
beaux. 

Some from Whitehall, but from the Temple 
more, . . 

A Covent-Garden porter brought me four. 

I have not yet read all ; but, without feigning,' 
We maids can nuke ihtewd ^guelTcs ac yout 
meaning. 

What if, to flic w your ftyles, I read them here ? *\ 
Methinks I hear one cry, “ O Lr»rd, forbear ! I 
No, Madaiii, no; by Heaven that's too fe- I 
Well then, be fafe— [vere.'V^ 

But fw'car hcnccfoiward to renounce all writ- 1 

I 

And take this fol,cmn oath of my inditing, > 
** As you love cafe, and hate campai^s and | 

fighdig." . J 

Yet, faith, tis juft to make (brae few examples : 
What if 1 (hew'd you one or two for fampics f 
Here's one deflres my lady (hip to meet 

[Pulls out 0 Hf» 

Ac the kind couch above, in Bridgts-ftreet. 

O (harping knave! that would have you knowwhat. 
For a poor fneaking treat of chocolate. 

Now, m the name of luck. I'll break this open, 
[Pulls out anot^r^ 

Recaufe I dreamt laft night T had a token; 

The fuperfeription is exceeding pretty, 

*• To the defire of all the town and citv.*’ 

Now, gallants, you muft know,.thit precious fop 
Is foreman^of ft haberdaiher'i (hop ; 

Une hp devoutly cheats, demur<.^m catnage. 
And courts me to .he holy batids of marriages 
l^ut with a civil innuendo too, 

My overplus of love (hall be for you. 

\Peadu 

** Madam, I fwear, your looks are fo divinef 
When I fet up, your feee (hall bp my iigo* ^ 
Tho’ times are hard, to (hew how I -adore you, 
^ Here’s my whole heart, and half agufoea for you. 
But have a care of teaux; dieyVc falfCr my 
honey; 

' And, which is wotfe, hate net one rag of 
money." , 

See how malicioufly the roraewpuldbrtdngyc s 
But 1 know fiettcr thingk of (bine Wong ye. 


ft The fif|i of the rity of Cork. 

«« J 
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My wircft-Wy will be to keep, the ftage. 

And ttuft to the good-nature of the ige i 
And he that likes the mufic and the piayi 
Sl^all be my ^vourite gallant to-day. 

§ !$• Projpgue to the Old Batchelor \ 1693. 

CONCrRKVB. 

H OW thi« vile world is chang'd ! In former 

Prologues were Icrtous fpcechcs before plays ; * 
Grafe, fblemn things (as graces arc to feafts), 
^hcre poets begg*d a hlclfing from their guefts. 
But now no more like fuppliants wc come ! 

A play makes war» and prologise is the drum. 

• fatire, aqd with pointed wit, 

Wc threaten you, who do for judges fit, / 
To favc our plays \ or elfc we'll damn your f 

V pit. " 3 

But, for your comfort, it falls out to-day, 

\yc’ve a young author, and his hrft-born play : 
80, (landing only on his good behaviour, 

He’s very .civil, and entreats your favour. 

!Not but the man has malice, would he Ihcw it: ^ 
But, on my confcience, he's a bafhful poet; f 
You think that (Irangc— nd matter; he'll f 
outgrow it; 3 

Well, I’m nis advocate-^-by me he prays you, 

(I don’t know whether 1 (hall fpeak to pleafc 
you) < 

He prays— O blefs me ! what lhall I do now > 
Hang me if 1 know what he prays, or how I 
And ’twas the prettied prologue as he wrote it : 
Weli, the deuce take me if I han't forgot it. 

O Lord I for Heaven’s fake cxcufe the play, "j 
Becaufe, you know, if it be damn’d to-day, > 

I (hall be bang'd for wanting what to fay. J 
For my fsdtc then— but I'm in fuch confufion, 

1 .cannot day to hear your refolution. 

off, 

' ' ' ' - 

§ r6. Prologue^ fiohn by lord Buckhurff at 
Weftndnffr School^ at a reprtfentation of Mr, 

• Diyden's Cleomenes, the 'Spmtan Hero, at 
Chrifimau 169^ Prior. 

P lSHl Lord, J widi this prologue was but 
. Greek, 

T*hcn young Cleonldaif would boldly fpeak t 
But cap Lord Auckhurd in poor EngHih fay, 
Gjhtlc fpeftarors; pray excufc the jpUy \ 

' Mo, vvHtnefs alt yc gods of ancient Greece, 

Rather than condeicend to terms like thefe, 

I'd go to fchool fix hc^rs on Ghridmas-day, 

Or condrue Perfius while my. comrades play. 
Suth work by hireling a^ors fhould be done, 
W;hQ tremble, when they fee a critic frown ; 

Poor rogues, that finarc like fencers for their 
bread, 

And if they arc not wounded arc not fed. / 

But, Sirs, our labour .has more noble ends, 

Wc adl our ti-agedy to fee our friends : 

Our gen'rous fcencs are for pure love repeated, 
Aiid if you are pot. pleas •d, at lead you'ie- 
* treatd.. 


The candles and the clothes ourfelves we bought, 
Our tops ncglefted, and our balls forgot. 

To learn our parts wc left our midnight bed. 
Mod of you fnor’d whild Cleomenes read : 

Not that from this confeifion we 4 vould fue 
Praife undeferv'd ; we know ourfelves and you j 
Rcfolv’d to dand or perifli by our caufe, *1 
Wc neither cenfurc rear, nor bee applaufc, ? 
For thofc arc Weftminder and Sparta’s laws. J 
Yet if we fee feme judgment well inclin o, 

To young defert and growing virtue kind, 

That critic by ten thoufend' marks ihould know 
That greattd fouls to goqdncfs only bow ; 

And that yjour little hero does inherit 
Not Cleomenes’ more than Dorfet^s fpirit. 


§ 17. Prologue to The Royal Mifcbfrf*, 1696. 

Prior- 

T ADIES, to you with plcafure we fubmit 
^ This early offspring of a virgin-wit. 

From your good-nature nought our authorefs 
fears : 

Sure you’ll indulge, if not the mufe, her years ; 
Freely the praife Ihe may deferve, bedow ; 
Pardon, not cenfure, what you can’t allow; 
Smile on the work, be to her merits kind, 

And to her feults, whate’er tjicy are, be blind. 

Let critics follow nilt-s; Ihe holdly writes 
What Nature diftarcs, and what Love indites. 
By no^dull forms her queen and ladies move. 
But court their hcrr.csj and agnize their love. 
Poor maid ! (he’d have (what e’en no wife would 
crave) 

A hufband love his fpoufc beyond the grave : 
And, fr<;m a fecond marriage to deter, 

Shews you what horrid things dep-mothers arc. 
Howe’er, to conllancy the prize flic gives, 

And tho' the fiftcr dies the brother lives. 

Bled with fucccls, at lad he mounts a throne, 
Enjoys at once' his midrefs and a crown. 

Leain, ladies, then from Lidaraxa’s fate, 

What great rewards on virtuous lovers wait. 
Learn too, if heaven and fate fliould adverfc 
prove, 

(For fate and heaven don't always fmile on love) 
Learn with Zelinda to be dill the lame, 

Nor quit your fird for any fecond flame : 
Whatever fate, or death, or life, be given, 

Dare to be true, fubmit the red to Heaven. 


§18. Prologue to* Love and a Bottle i 1699* 

FARqyHAR« 

\Jlervant atte^dlug with a ^ttle of wine% 

AS dubborn atheids, whtfdifdain to pray, 

" Repent, tho’ late, upon their dying day ; 

So in their pangs mod authors, rack’d with fears. 
Implore your mercy in our fuppUant pray'rs. 

But our new author has' no caufe miuntein’d, 
Let him not lofe what he has never gain’d : 

Love and a Bottle ate his peaceful arihs ; 

Ladies apd gallants, have not tbofe Ibme charms ? 
. 4 
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For Jove, all mankind to the fair muft fue : 
%And, Sirs, the bottle he preieius to you. 

Health to the play I toaft [ c cn let itpafs, 

Sure none fit here that will refufe their glafs ! 

O there’s a damping I'otdier— let me think— « 

Jlc lucks as he were 1\\ orn— to what ? To drink. 

[ DrMs^ 

Come on then ; foot to foot be boldly fer, 

And onr young author's lyw conitnifliou wet. 
He and*his bottle here attend their doom, 

From you the poet’s Helicon mult come ; 

If he has any foes, to make amends. 

He gives his fervicc [AM/fj]-n-furc you^iow are 
friends, 

Nu critic here will he provoke to fight ; 

The day he theirs, he only begs his night, 
pray pledge him now, lecur'd from all abufe ; 
T'heii name the health you love, let none refufe. 


4*S 


§ > 9 ' 


Pjc/o^w to the Confiant Cortplc ; 1700. 

Farquhar. 

pOETS will think nothing fo checks their fury, 
As wits, cits, beaux, and women for their jury. 
Ou» fpark ’shalfdead to think what medley ’scome, 
With blended judgments, to pronounce his doom. 
* Fis ail falJe fear; for m a mingled pic, 

Why, what your grave Don thmks but dully/ 
writ, " f 

His ncigiibenr i’ th’ great wig may take for wit. J 
Some authors court the few, the wife if any; 
Our youth ’s content, if he can reach the many, 
W ho go with much I ike ends to church and play , “j 
]Sot to obferve what priells or poets fay, / 
No, no ! your thoughts, like theirs, lie quite f 
anoilier way. 3 

The ladies lafe may fmilc, for here's no flander. 
No finut, no Icwd-tongutd beau, no double en- 
Hmh c, 

*Tis true, lie has a fpaik juft come from France, "I 
But then, fo far from beau — why betalksfenfc; / 
Like coin, oft carriedoutjbut—l'cldom brought ^ 
from thence. 

There’s ytt a gang to whom our fpark fubmits. 




i 


nits, 'I 

Your etl!^w.£akTDg fool, that lives by's wits, > 
Thac*s only witty cho*, juft as he lives, by fits, j 
•Who, lion-like, through bailiffs Icours away, 
Hunts, in the face of dinnci*, all the day, 

At night with empty bowels grumbles o'er the 

play.. 

And now th6 nil^lifli ’premice he implores, 1 
Who, withhiR mafter's cafh, ftoFn outof doors, > 
Employs it on a brace of— honourable whores : J 
While thetr good bulky mother pleas’d fits by, 
BawtUfcgent of the bubble gallery. 

Next to our mounted friends we humbly move, 1 
Who all your fidc^box trteksare much above, / 
And never fail to ray us with your love. X 
Ah, friends I poorborfec Garden-houfe is gone ; 
Our merry meetings there are ail undokie : 

Quite loft to us, lure for Ibme ftrange mifdeeds, . 
^atftrong dqg Sampibii’s pulFd ito’eromr heads. 


Snaps rope like thread 5 but when hil fortune’s 
told him, 

He’ll hear perhaps of rope will one day hold him : 
At leaft, 1 hope that our j'(X)d-natur*d town 
Will find a way to pull his prices down. 

Well, that’s all I Now, gentlemen, fortheplay ; 
On fecoiid thoughts, I've lut two words to fay; 
Such as it is, for your delight defign'd, 

Hear it, read,- try, judge, and fpeak as you find. 


§ so. 


Pi^ohjs^ue to the lncwfiant\ 170a, 

FARqirHAlU 

J IKR hungry guefts a fitting audience looks t 
" Plays arc like fuppers; p<»ets are the cooks* 
^"he founders you : the table is the place; 

The carvers we : the prologue is the grace : 
:i*^ach a6t a-courfc ; each fccnc a dilf'ixnt difh : 
ri ho’ wf’rc in Lent, I doubt yOuVe ftil! for flclh. 
;Satirc's the fauce,high-reafon'd,1harp,andrough| 
iKind marK.s andbeaux, 1 hope you’re peppCTprdof. 
;VVit is the wine ; but 'tis lo Icarcc the true, 
(Poets, like vintners, baldcrdaih and blew. 
jYourfurly fccnes, whcrcYant and bloodfhed join, 
(Arc butcher’s meat, a battle 's a firloin : 

Your fcencsof love, fo flowing, foi^t, and chafte, 
(Are water-gruel, without I'alt or taftc. 
iBawdy ’s fat venilbn, which, tho* ftaic, can pleafe ; 
Your rakes love bauhgouis^ like your d<'.tnu 4 
French chccfc. 

Y our rarity, for the fair gueft to gapq on, 
is your nice fqueaker, or Italian capon ; 

Or your French virgin-pullet, garailh'd round, 
And drefs’il with lauce of Ibmc — four hundred 
pound. 

An opera, like an oglio, nicks the age; 

Farce is the hafty -pudding of the ftage ; 

For when you’re treated ?Vith indifferent cheer, 
Vou can diCpenfe with flender ftage-coach fare. 
A paft oral’s whipt cream; ftage whims, mere iralh; 
And tragi-comedy, half fifh and flefh. 

But comedy, that, that’s the darling cheer; 

!rhis night, wc hope, you’ll an Inconftantbear r 
Wild-fowl is lik’d in play-houfc all the year, 

J Yet fince cadi mind betrays a diff’rcnt taftcj 
*(And cv’ry difh fcarcc pleafes cv’ry gueft. 

If aught you rclifh, do not^amn the reft. ' 

This favour crav’f, up let the mufic ftrike: 
You’re welcome all— now fall to where you' like. 


:} 

1 


§ Si. Prologue on the propofed Union of the Tiv 9 
" 1703' FAR<iyHrAii\ 


N OW all the world’s u’en up witb ftare 
fairs, 

Bohie wiftiing peace, fomc calling out jpew wars, 
’Tis likowife fit we fliould inform the age, 

What are the prefent politics o* th* ftage : 

Two d^’rent ftates, ambitious both, and bold^ ‘ 
All free-boTA fouls, the New Houfo and she Old, 
e c 4 , Have 


4H elegant extracts, Booit V. 


tofig (dnteiul«4t and made ftout elTaysi 
Which iliould be monardi abibiute inpli^s. 
Long has th^ battle* held^ with bloodjr (trife, 
Where many ranting heroes loft their life » 

Yet fuch their enmity, that e*en the flain 
Do conquer death, tile up, and fight again. 
Whilft from the gallery, box, the pit, and all, 
The audience look’d, and fhook its awful head, 
Wond’iing'to fee fo many thoufands fall, 

And then look'd pale to fee us look fo red. 
For force of numbers, and poetic fpell, 

We’ve rais’d the ancient heroes too from hell, 
To lead our troops ; and on this bloody field 
Y DU* ve feen great Caefarfight, great Pompey yield* 
b Vaft fums of treafure too we did advance, 

To draw feme mercenary troops from France ; 
Light-footed rogues, who when they got their pay, 
Took to their heels— and ran away. 
Here you have feen great Philip's conq'ring Ton, 
Who in twelve years did the whole world o’er-run; 
Here has he fought, and found a harder job. 

To beat one playhoufe, than fubduc the globe : 
All this from emulation for the bays. 

You lik'd the Conteft, and beftow'd your praife : 
But now (as bufy heads love fomething new) 
They would propofe an iinion— 0 fnort d/cu / 

Tf it be fo, let Casfar hide his head, 

And fight no more for glory, but for bread. 

'Let Alexander mourn, as once before, 

Bccaufe no worlds are left to conquer more. 

But if we may judge fmall f< om greater things, ^ 
The prefent times may fltcw whatunion bri ngs, > 
You feel ihp danger of united kings. J 

If we grow one, then (lav’ry muft cnfiie. 

To poets, players, and, my friends, to yop. 

For, to one houfe confin'd, you then muft praife 
Both curfed ^£tors, and confounded plays. 

Then leave us as we arcs and next' advance 
Bravely to break die tie ’twixt Spain and France. 


§ at. Tfohgue to Contrtvattce\i^oi. 

Centi.iv RE. 

T>0ETS like mufhrooms'rife and fall of late, 

^ Or as th* uncertain favourites of ftate ; 
Invention ’s rack'd to plcafc both eye and ear, ^ 
But no feehe takes without the moving play'r : 
Daily we fee plays, pamphlets, libels, rhymes. 
Become the falling- iickncfs of the times i 
So fev'riih is the humour of the town. 

It furfeits of a play ere three d^s run. 

At Locket's, Brown’s, and at Iwtack’s inquire, 
What modift kick-ibaws the nice beaux defire, 
What fam'd ragout^, what iiew<.invented fallad, 

, Has beft preteunons to regale the palate. 

II ‘we prefent you with a medley here, ^ 
A'hodgeopodM dl(h fbrv’d up in china war^, / 
We hope WHl pleafe, ’caufe like your bills of f 
fare. ' ' , j 

To pleafe you all' we ft'duld attempt in vain f 
In ditf'rcm.;pei(biia diff’itnc^huindurs reign. 

The foldicr s for the tattling feenes of war. 

The peaceful beau hales fheddusg blood lo near. 


Courtiers in cornMy place, their chief delight, 
'Caufe love ’s the proper buiinufs of the night. < 
The clown for palrral his halLcrown beftowtf, T 
But t’ other houfe by fad experience knows V 
This polifh'd town produces few of thofe. J . 
The merchant' is for traffic ei^'ry where, 

And values not the beft, but chcapeft ware. 

Since various humours are pleas’d various ways, 
A critic 's but a fool to judge of plays. 

Fool, did 1 fay 'Tis difficult to know 
Wlio ’tis that’s fo indeed, or is not fo : 

If that be then a point fo hard to gain. 

Wit's fure a moft profound unfathom'd main. 
He that fits judge, the trident ought to fway, 1 
To know who’s greateft fool or wit, to-day, ? 
The audience, or the author of the play.. J 


§13. Epilogue to the Beau's Duel\ 1705. 

Centlivre. 

^OU fee, gallants, 't has been our poet’s care, 

^ To fhew what beaux in their perfection are; 
By nature cowards, foolifh ; ufelefs tools, 

Made men by taylors, and by women, fools : 

A fickle, falie, a finging, dancing crew, 

Nw, now vve hear they’ve fmiling-mafttrs too ; 
luft now a Frenchman, In the drciring<^room, 
r rom teaching of a beau to fmile was come. 

He fhew’d five guineas — Was n’t he rarely paid ? 
Thus all the world by fmiles are once betray’d ; 
The ftatefman fmiles on them he would undo. 
The courtier's fmiles are very feldoin true. 

The lover’s fmiles too many do believe. 

And women fmile on them they would deceive ; 
When tradefmen fmile, thcyfafelycheacwlth cafe; 
And fmiling lawyers never fail of fees— 

The dodtor^s look the patient’s pains beguiles, 
The fick man lives if the pbyfician fmiles : 

Thus fmiles with intereft hand in hand do go. 
He fureft (trikes, that fmiling gives the blow ; 
Poets, with us this proverb do defy, 

Wc live by fmiles, for if you frown we die. 

To pleafe you, then, (hall oe our chief endeavour. 
And all we alk is but your fmiles for ever. , 

{Goings 

Hold— I {orgot--tbe author bid me fay, 

She humbly T>egsprotc6tion for ‘her play : 

’Tis yours— (he dedicates it to you all, 

And you’re too gen'rous, fure, to let it fall ; 

She nope! the ladies will her caufe maintain| 
Since virtue here has been her only aim. 

The beaux, (he rhinks) won’t fail to do her right. 
Since here they’re taught with how to fight* 
She’s fure of mvour.ftom the men of war, 

A foldier is her darling charadler : 

To fear their murmurs then would be abfurd. 
They only mutiny when npt preferr’d. 

But yet, 1 fee, (he does your fury dread. 

And, like a prts'ner, (lands with foar half deadi. 
While you,.her judges, dp her fentence give ; 
tf you’re not pleas'd, (he foyt, (he cannot Uvir. 
Let my petition then for once prevail ; 

And la your gen'ioue handa her p^roo^ feal# 

S 


Book V. 

§ *4- 


PROLOGUES AND EPILOGUES. 




Cologne to love makes a Mm ; 1 704. 

. Cibber, 

qINCE plays are but a kind of public feafts, 

^ Where tickets only make the welcome gueds^ 
Methinks, inftead of grace, we fhould prepare 
Your taftes in prologue, with your bill of rare. 
When you foreknow each coiirfe, tho* this may 
tcale you, 

*Tis five^o one but one o’ th* five ihay plcafc you. 
Firft, for the'Cntics, we*ve your darling cheer, n 
Faults without number, more than lenfc can / 
bear; f 

You’re certain to be pleas’d where errors are« J 
From your difpleafure 1 dare vouch we’re fafe ; 
You never frown but where yourneighboursbugh. 
Now you that never know what fpleen or hate is, ^ 
Who for an a£l or two are welcome gratis, , / 
That tip the wink, and fo fneak out with nun^- T 
quam fatis\ j 

For your fmart tades we’ve tofs’d you up a fop, 
We hope the newed that’s of late come up ; 

The fod, beau, wit, and rake, fo mix’d he carries, 
He Iccms a ragout piping hot from Paris, 

But for the fofter fex, whom mod we*d move, , 
Wc'vc what the fair and chade were form’d for«^ 
love; 

An artlcfs paflion, fraught with hopes and fean, Y 
And neared happy when it mod defpairs, I 
For ma(ks, we’ve fcandal ; arid for beaux, C 
French airs, J 

To plcafe all tades, we’ll do the bed we can ; 
Fpr the galleries, we’ve Dicky and Will Pin- 
kethman. 

Now, Sirs, you’re welcome, and you know' 
your faro ; 

» But pray, in charity, the founder (pare, 
led you dedroy at once the poet and the pky’r. 


§ *s» 


Prologue to the Twin Rivals i 1706. 

Farquhae. 

\^An alarm fiundetl, 
^^ITH drums and trumpets, in this warring 

A martial prologue Ihould alarm the dage. 

New plays— ere a£led, a full audience here. 
Seem towns infeded, when a dege they fear* 
Prologues are like a forlorn hope, fent Out 
Before the play, to lkinni(h and to (cout : 

Our dreadfm foes, the Critics; when they fpy, 
Tliey c6ck,‘ thev chafge, they dre-pthen back 
they.^y/- 

The dege is'laid<->there gallant chiefs aboundp 
Here— ws intrench’d; there— glittering troops 
around. 

And the loud batt’rics roar— fixim yonder ridng 
ground. 

|n the foft z&, brilk rallies (miftf nr hi^, 

With vollies of fmaU (hot, or diip-^Giap wit, 
Attack, and gall the trenches of tlie pit. 

The next— the fire continues, but at length 
prows Icfs, and flacken^ ft bridegroom’s 
firengriu 




1 


The third— feints, mines, and coiiintchninesY 
abound, f 

Your critic engineers, fafe under, ground, f 
Blow up our works, and all our art'eonfound. 3 
The fouith— brings'^ on mod attion, and *ii$ 
Aatp, 

Frcfh foes crowd on, at your rcmilTncrs carp, 

And dcfp’rarc, though unikill'd, infultour coun- 
tci (carp. 

Then comes the lad ; the gen’ral dorm is ne^. 
The poet-governor now quakes for fear; 

Runs wildb up' and down, forgets to huff. 

And would give all he’s plunder’d— to off. 

So— Don, and Monficur— Bluff, before the (ic^ 
Were quickly tam’d — at Vcnlo, and at Liege e 
'Twas FivaSpognia! Fiva France J before; 
Now, ^tartiet, Monficur I ^artier J Aht ^nori 
But what your rcfolution can withdand ? 

You mader all, and awe the* Tea and land. 

In war — your valour makes the dron^ fubmitt 
Your Judgment humbles all attempts in wit. 
Wl'.at play, what fort, what beauw can endure^ 
All fierce affauUs, and always be lecure ? 

Then grant 'em gen*rous terms who daiiB to writet 
Since now— that leems as defp’rate as to fight. 

If we mud yield— yet, cre the day be fix’d, 

Let us hold out the third, and, if wc may, thftfiftdl* 




§ 26. Prologue to the BaJet^Table\ 1706. Spoitm 
by Mr, Pinketbman, CbMtUvre. 

JN all the fiiccs that to plays refort, * ? 

^ Whether of country, city, mob, or court, 

Fve always found, that none fuch hopes mfpirCt 
As you— dear brethren of the upper tier. 

Poets in proli^ues may both preach and foil] 

Yet all their witUom iiotliing wilt avail ; 

Who writes not up to you, ’tis ten to one willj 
fail. 

Your thund’rtng plaudit ’tis that deals out fame; 
You n^ke plays run, though of themfoivea but 
lame. 

How often have we k^own your noife command* 
ing, 

Impofe on your inferior maders uhderdanding; 
Therefore, dear brethren, fince I’m one of 
you, 

Whetheradom’d in grey, green,brown,or bluci 
Xlus day dand all by me, as 1 will fall by you. 

And now Ut— r 
Thc poor pit fee how Pinky’s voice commands. 
Silence— now rattle all your dicks, and clap your^ 
grimy bands. 

I fftet your love— and let the vained authorY 
(new I 

Half this command on cleaner hands, bf low : V 
Nay, more to prove your ioterril» let w play I 
live by you. ^ J 

So may you mare good claret with .your mafteri. 
Still free in youir aimmrs (yem riieir di&ftersf 
F Fee foomj^r houfe-keeping,w.h^ 

Free fipom cold kitchent, and noCbriftmai^boR s 
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JELEGANT E.XTRAGTS, Book 


•ejmay nobng ic^tes i* tb* Houfe of Commons 
Isiske you i’ th* lobby ilarve, when' hunger fum 
mons ^ 

may yo^r. plenteous tails come flowing in» 
Cite y<ju a lucky hit, and make you gentlemen 
JiMf thus preferr’d, ne’er fear the world's re- 
prpachesy 

But ftakp your elbows with my lord, and keep 
your coaches. 


i »7t 


JProtOguf tbc Bufy Boeiy ; 1708. 

• Cenixiyre, 

^HOUGH modern prophets were expos'd of 

The author conld not prophefy fate : 

Jt" with fuch fcencs an audience had been fir'd, 
The poet mult have really been inipir d» 

B192 tbefe, alas f arc melancholy days, 

For modern prophets, and for modern playa* 

Tet ftnee piophctjo lyes plcafe fools of famion, 
i(nd vvometi arc lb fond of agitation ; 

To men of fenfo I'll prophefy anew, 
ilud' tcli ypu Wbndi'ous things that will prove 
tnic : 

landau nted colonels will to camps repair, 

‘ ^iTur’d tbeic 'll be no Ikirmifhes'this year ; 

Oo cmr own terms will flow the \vilh'd*for peace, 
wars, except 'twixe man and wife, 
cealr. 

The Grand Monacqiie may wifh his fbn a throne, 
Jktt liardly will advance to loic his own. ^ 

This fiafon moft things bear a fmiling face ; T 
phiy'rs in fummer have a difmal cafe, > 
Sii^c your appearance only is our a£t of grace. J 
Conn hdU'S will to country feats be gone, 

My lord cait't all tlic year live great lu town f 
■\Vlierc, wanting operas, baffet, and a play, 
Thc)''il figh, and Iticch a gown to, paU the time 
a\^ay. 

Cw city wives at Tunbridge will appear, 

'W^fe hufbands long have wi/hed for an heir^ 
Where many a courtier may their wants relieve, 
!Buc by the waters only they conceive* 

The Fleer •ftteet fcrapftrcfs^toeft of Temple 
Ipiirks, 

That mns fprucc neckcloths, fur attorneys clerks, 
Cupiffs gardens will her hours regale. 

Sing fair Dorinda, and drink botried 

aiTemblics rak^s are up anddowu, 

And gnncflcrs. When, they think chqr^arc not 
knowp. 

Shcmld 1 bounce, our author’s fhteUo-daiy, 
TacLy down pi ephecies. you,’d damn the lay $ 

Yet .whimi likotBefc have/ometiiiJ^es tnadp ydia 
' faugh,. 

T'is tattling ait like BickerUa^ 

Since war, an^'places efaimthe bards that wiit^ 
,Bt,,kmd, and bear a woman V ^ea^ ,^jug;it f ' 

^ Let your indulgence al} her fears all^, ^ 

And pcha y# 


§ »8, Prolcigue to Tbs Man 's bewitch'd i 1710* 
Centuvre. # 

QUR female author trembling Hands withinj 
Her feararifes from another’s fiiij 
One of her fex has fo abus’d the town, 

,That on her fcorc l^c dreads your angry frown ; 

J Though I dare fay, poor foul, Hie never writ "j 
Lampoon, or fatirc, on the box or pit i > 

Aharmlclii hum’rouspiay isherextentofwit. J 
,Tha’ BickcrllafF’s vaft genius may engage, 

And lalh ihe vice and follies of the age ; 

;Wihv lliould the tender Delia tax thcLnation, 1 
SticKle and make a noife for reformation, i 
Whoalways gave a loofc herfclf toinclination? J 
Scandal and latrre's thrown afide to-day, 

And humour the foie bufmefs of our play. 

Beaux may drefs on, to catch the ladies’ hearts. 
And good aifurance pafs for mighty parrs r 
The cits may brhjg their fpoufes without fear, *} 
We Ihew no wife that's poaching for an heir, ? 
Nor teach the ufc of a fmc gauze handkcrchier. i 
Cowards may huff, and talk of mighty wonders. 
And jilts fet up— for twenty thoufand pounders. 
Our author, even though the knows full well. 

Is fo good^nacur’d, Ihe forbears Eo tell. 

What colonels, lately, have found out the knack, 
To muftcr madam, frill, by Ned or Jack. 

To keep their plcafures up, a frugal way, 
jThey give her— fubaltcrnsfubfill once for herpay. 
In Ihort, whate’er your darling vices arc, 

They pals untoucli'd in this night’s bill of fare,. 
But if all this can’t your good-nature wake, 

Tho’ here and there a fccnc fhould fail to take; ? 
Yet fpare her for the Buly Body’s fake.. J 


§ * 9 ^ 


EpHogne to t/je fame, 
Oltifiddx iTio. 


Sl>oken by Mrs. 
CENllivKE. 


[ A Porter delivers a U tter y jvft as Jhe 
is going to /peak. 

t^HAT’s this? a billet-doux! from hands un- 
known } 

’Tis new to fend it thus 'fore all the town : 

But fince the poor man ’s fo agog. 

I’ll read it out, by way of epilogue. 

[^Reads,. 

. ' Madam, 

Permit' a wretch to let you know, 

That he’s no more in Jlatu ^ao; 

My ruin from this night commences^ • 
Unlcfs your fniilcs remnd’my fenfes ; 

For, with one thruH of Cupid’s dart, 

YouVe whipp’d your flare q\iitc thro* the 
heart: 

Therefore, I beg you, caft your eye 
O’er boxes, pit, arid ^llcry, 

In pity of my p^ns and doubt. 

And fry' if you can’t find me out. 

Pour ibul ! he^.f^l9S indeed in difmal plight ^ 
Let’s feel it can’t he, fiKcf from tk* upper flights ^ 
Np» no-r-that's pfaiit<">-lor^none u|;,them; can C 

Ktr 
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Nor can I think it from the middle fell, 
afraid few pf them can fpcJI ; 
tlicjr h^gliitg paiTiPns never gain 
Beyond the paflagc-walking nymphs of Drury- 
Lanc : ^ 

And then the pit’s more ftock’d with rakes and 
rovers, 

Than any of thefe fenfclcfs, whining lovers. 
The backs o’ th’ boxes toofeem moftlv lin'd 
With lodls whofe palFion 's fo themielves confin’d 
hi Ihort, I can’t perceive, ’mongft all your fparks 
The wretch dilHnguilh’d by thefe bloodymarks : 
But hnee the town has hcardyour kind commands 
fir, 

The town fliall e en be witnefs of my anfwcr. 

Fii ft then, beware you prove no fpark in red. 
With empty purfe and regimental head ; 

Q' hat thinks no woman can refufe t’ engage in*t» 
Wliilc love ’s advanc’d with offer’d bilU on agent ; 
*1 hat fwears he’ll fettle from his joys commencing, 
And make the babe, the day he’s born, an cnfigii. 
Kor coulil I bear a titled beau, that ftcals 
I nmi failing fpoufc her matrimonial meals : 
I'hat modifh fends next morn to her apartment 
A civil how d’ye— far, alas ! from th* heart meant 
Then, powder’d for th’cnfuing day’s delights, 
Bows thro’ his crowd of duns, and drives to 
White’s. 

Nor could I like the wretch that all night plays, 
And, only takes his reft on winning days ; 

Then fets up, from a lucky hit, his rattler; ^ 
Then’s trac’d from his orig’nal— in the Taikr 
To tell y-ou all that are my fix’d averfion, 

VV^ould tire the tongue of malice or aipcrlion. 

But if I find 'mongft all one gen’rous licart, 
deaf to ftorics takes the ftage’s part; 

That thinks that purfe dcierves to keep the plays, 
Whole fortune ’s bound for the fuppbrt of operas 
That thinks our conftitution here is juftly fix’d 
Arid now no more with lawyers’ brawls pcrpJcx’c 
He, I declare, fhall my whole heart receive ; 

And (what’s more ftrange) 1*11 love him while I 
live. 


§ 30 , Prologue to Cato\ 1713 . Pope. 

ppO wake the foul by tender ftrokes of art, 

To raife the genius, and to mend the heart; 
To make mankind, in confeious virtue bold, 
Live o’er each fcenc, and be what they liehold : 
For this the tragic mufe firft trod the ftage, 
Coiifmandin^ tears to ftream through cv'ry age ; 
Tyrants no more «ieir fevajge.naturo kept, 

And foes to virtue wonder^ hovy. they wept.' 
Our author fhuns by vulgar fprings to move. 
The hero’s gloiy, or the virgm’s mve;' 

16 pitying love, we but our woaknefe flkw, ‘ 
And wild ambition well deferyet its wpe. 

Here tears (hall flow from a mom gen'n^s caufe, 
Such tears as patriots ihed for dying laws : 

He bids your breads with ancient 8r4our rife, 
And calls forth Roman drops fidm mtilh 'eyes. 
Virtue contcrs*d in hunum^iham he 
What Plato thougut,' and godlike Cato wat‘; 


m 


No common ob)«a to yoor fight difblaw. 

But what with pleafuK Heaven itf5f fumva. 

A W nm ftruggling in the ftorma of fatV 
greatly felling wiih a felling (fete. 

While Cato gives his little fenate laws, 

What bofern beats not in his country’s caufe f 
Who fees him a6V, but envies cv’ry deed ^ 

Who hears him groan, and docs not with to bleed? 
Even whert proud Cajfar, ’midft triumphal can. 
The fpoils of nations, and the pomp of wars 
Ignobly vain, and impotently great, * 

S Wd Rome her Cato’s figure drawn in lUtcs 
As her dead father’s rev'rend image paft. 

The pomp was darken’d, and the day okreafea 
The triumph ceas’d, tears gu Ih’d, from ovVy eyes 
The world s great viaor pafsM unheeded 

Her laft good man dejeaed Rome ador’d, 

A^ honour d Cajfar’s iefs than Cato’s fword. 

Britons, attend j be wortli like this approv'd. 
Arid (hew YOU have the virtue, to be mov’d. 
With honeu fcorn the firft fam’d Cato view’d 

Rome learningarts fromGrcecc,whom (hefubduede 

Our fcenc precarioufly fubfifts too long 
On French tranflation, and Italian fong. 

Dare w have fenfe yourfelves j aflert £e ftage. 
Be juftly warm’d with your own native race • 
Such plays alone Ihould pleafe a Britilh ew. 

As Cato s felf had not difdain'd to hear. 


§ 31 


Prologue to Lady Jotte Or,^^ ,,, j, 

TO-NIGHT die noWeft fubjea fwell's ou^ftwi^ 
A heroine, 'a martyr, and a <|ueen ; 

And though the poet dares not boaft his art, 

The very theme ibail fomething great impart, t 
To warm the gen'rous foul, and touch the tender 1 1 
heart. - \ • 

To you, fair judges, we the caufe fubmit ; 

Your eyes lhall tell us how the tale is writ, 

If your foft pity waits upon our woe, 

If iilent tears for fuifVing virtue flow ; 

Your grief the mufes’ labour lhall co nfer. 

The lively pallkms, and the juft 
O ! could our author's pencil juftly paW 
Such as l&e was in life, the l^auteous feints 
Mdlv your ftrift attention might we rlaim. 

And bid you mark and copy out the dame. 

No wand ringglmceonewanmn thoughtcohfcfs’d. 
Nto guilty wifi inflam’d her fpotlefs breaft : 
m only love that warm’d her blooming youth. 
Was hufliand, England, liberty, and truth. 

For Aefe Ihe Wl j while, with too weak a 
She ftroyc to fave a blind ungrateful land. 

But mus the feeret laws of fete ordaul, ' ^ 

WilJiam’sgreathandwasdeom’d tobteakthat/ 

chain, ■ ”r 

And end the, hopes of Rome’s grannie teSea. J 
^ ever as the circling year, return, ^ 

Ye fttatelul Britons ! crown the hetb’a ttms . 
To hii juft earn you ev’iy bleffing <mr^ 

Which or his own, or folkmn’ne h^n,~ , ■ 

To yoH « fedier, Iw Hiat Ml ftipjpnecl. 

Then- 



Th» wbile you the royal line’* iacreeJct 
And count the pledges of jrour future peace, 
Froni this mat ftock while ftill new glories come, 
Conqueft abroad, and liberty at liom'c j 
While y<m behold the beautiful and brave, 
mghc prin^iTcs to grace you, kings to favc, > 
Mjoy the gift, but blefs the hand that gave. J 

Jja. Epilogue to tb£ Cruel Gtji, Spoken fy Mrs. 

Oldfield^ 1717, Row E. 

^D^ELL^’tivas a narrow Ycape my lover made— 
^ That cup and meflage— I was fore afraid ! 
Was that a prefent for a new-made widow, 

AU in her difmal dumps, like doleful Dido ^ 
When one peep’d in — ^and hop'd for fomething 
good, 

^ere was— O gad 1 a nafty heart and Wood 
If the old man had fhew'd himfcif a father. 

His bowllhould have inclos’d a cordial rather; 
Sanething to cheer me up amidft my trance, 
Veau de Barhtule>^t comfertabte Nantx\^ 

He tlKHjght he paid it off with being fmart, 

And, to he witty, cried, he’d fend the heart. 

I could have told his gravity, moreover, 

Were I our (ex’s fecrets to difeover, I 

"Tis what we never look for in a lover. J 
£*et but the bridegroom prudently provide 
All other matters fitting for a bride, 

^he^ke good the jewels and the jointure, 

T^o roifs the heart does fcldom difappoint her. 
Faith, for .the foihion hearts of late are made in, 
They arc the vileft baubles we can trade in. 

Where arc the tough brave Britons to be found. 
With hearts of oak, fo much of old renown’d ? 
How many worthy gentlemen of late 
Swore to true to mother-churcli and ftatc ; 
When their faife hems were fecretly maintaining 
I on trim king Pepin, at Avignon reigning ? 

Shame on the canting crew pf foul-infurers. 

That Tybum-tribe of fpecch’-making non jurors; 
Who, in new-fangled term 6 old truths explaining, 

Teach honeft Engliihnnendamn'd double-meaning. 

O, would you loft integrity reftere, 

And boaft that faith your plain forefathers bore; 
What furer j^ttem can you hope to find. 

Than that dearpled^l yourmoiiarch left behind 
See how his looks hif hopeft heart explain. 

And (peak the bicftings of his future reign ! 

In his each feature truth and candour truce, 

And read plain dealing writtcp in his face. 


EtEGANT extracts. Boo. V. 

Thofe andent bards knew whenthc play w is done. 
Nor, like Sir Martin Mar-all, ftill play’d on s j 
They imitated nature in their plan, 

Nor made a monkey when they meant a man. ' 
modern fancy then this cuftom role, 

Like whimfical toupees among the beaux • 
Monftrous cxcrefcenccs \ both which dilgracc 1 
( My being fix d in an improper place) f 

Heaven's great produaion, man; man’s great I 
produ£iion, plays. ® j 

Yet muft wc, thoujgh as foolifh we decry 



— 1 obftinacy a.w .iiauiieiiii u : 
bincc then this privilege you will not lofe. 

Let s hear what fort of epilogue you'll choofe 

No; vv 4 thi;,yo;jr?^t; 

rhe wjfcft can t fbrefee where that may liglu. 
Are ye for politics ? There we cry No. ^ 

a 1 K eafily may know. 

Another topic then, pray, ladies, hears 
buppofe a panegyric on the fair. 

So, I perceive, I Ve touch’d the ticklilh place. 
And clearly read confent in ev’ry face. 

0 lie I conlent fo foon, tliat can’t be right • 

1 bate fuch coming ladies— fo good ni^t. 
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I j|. to lie PfiutMut of Plautiu. JtBed 

fy tie Scbalart Bteff School, Vowmbet 6 , 

' * 734 * 

I SAY.® !>«“ P|*P«« for thefe many day* 

* ^ ^ ^ Greek and Lktin pfays, 

^d, after ftrideft ieareh, to none can find 

An .^ilogiie, like i^ihclout, p^’d tehind. 


Eclogue to the fyi„g Patel ; , 740 . 

MCJA-rr’ . Garrick. 

T » I ^ all agree, 

And look round the world, and you 7 
mall fee ^ L 

That many more, my betters, tjre as fall as me. \ 
Againft this vice wc all arc ever railing, \ • 

V fo f'^pring is it, fo prevailing, I 

You II find but few without this ufefui filling. J . 

Lady or Abigail, my Lord or Will, 

/yr goes round, and the ball ’s never ftill. 

My lyes were harmlefs, told to ftew my parts, 

al? nilf 

In all profcffions you will find this flaw ; 

And in the graveft too, in phyfic and in law. 

,Tv P“7 t formal paufe, 

friend, don’t ftarve th« 

But when my lord decrees for t’ other fide, 

A aL?”* ” you— that he lycd. 

eoraes, with formal wig and fice, 
^***fo*^*’^'^rpulfe, thendiinks, and knows ygur 

" Your fiver ’5 fli^r, not dangerout, I afliire you j 
&.cep\varm, ^dr^/emfirr Sir, will euro 
« vou.” 

! 5?^’ “« *y* h» friendsaiy ciyinei 
• paW for lying, 
poet, ^liBg to feeme ih. pft, 
oitt, |ws play ha* humour, tafte, and wit: 

Mdi g^ and ^call ghr** the bard tie lye. 


««.fB«wce*iao»*ln sdMfiu 

♦ I. «. Cmu.ymu aad ge^ brafily. •** Cerent 
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Book V, PROLOGUES aud EPILOGUES. 


• Nmv let us aik, pray, what the ladies do : 

They too will fib a littlep entte nws, 

H Lord ! ’ ’ fayt the prude (her face behind her Cut) 

How can our fex have any joy in man ? 

** As for my part^ the beft could ne*cr deceive me t 
“ And were tlie race cxtin 6 l, 'twould never grieve 
me I 

Their fight is odious, but their touch, O gad ! 
** The thought of that’s enough to drive one 
ii mad.” 

Thus rails at man the fqucamifli Lady Dainty, 

T a rake of twenty. 

In Ihort, a beau s intrigues, a lover’s fighs, T 
The courtier s prorpife, the rich widow’s cries, f 
And patriot’s zeal, arc fcldom more than lyes. J 
Somcriinp you’ll fee a man belyc his nation. 

Nor to his country flicw the lead relation. 

For infiance, now ■■ 

A cleanly Dutchman, or a Fucnchman grave, 

A fober German, or a Spaniard brave, i 

An Eiiglilhman, a coward or a fiavc. J 

Mine, though a fibbing, was an honeft art ; 

I ferv’d my matter, play’d a faithful part : 

Rank me not, therefore, ’mongft the lying crew, 
I or, though my tongue was mlfe, my heart was 
true 

J 3 5 . Epilogue to Ignoramus ^ ailed at Wcfiminfier 
School i Hi December 1747* Spoken Igntrramus 
and Mttfaus. 

Ign. pE ACE, bookworm ! blefs me, what a clerk 
^ have 1 1 

A firange place furc— -^this univerfity ? 

What’s learning, virtue, modefiy, or fenfe } 

Fine words to hear — but will they turn the pence } 
Thcfe fiilF pedantic notions*— far ofitweighs 

• That one fliorr, comprehenfive thing— a face. 
Go, match it if you can with all your rules 
Of Greek or Roman, old or modern fchools : 
The total this of Ignoramus’ ikill, 

To carve his fortune — place him where you will, 
For not in law alone could I appear; 

My parts would fiiine alike in any iphere. 
You’ve heard my fong in Rofabclla’s praiie: 1 
And would I try the loftier ode to raife, y 

You’d fee me foon— a rival for the bays. J- 

Or, I could turn a journaldl, and write 
With little wit, but large recruits of fpite ; 
Abufe and blacken — jufi as party fways-^—* 
And lafii my bettcxs'“-“thclc arc thriving ways. 

My mind to graver phyfic would I bend, 
Think ^ou Fd nudy Qaeck, like Meador Freind ? 
No— with fomc i.jlrum I’d enfurc my foes. 
Without the help of learning or degrees : 

On drop or pill focurcly I’d rely, 

^nd (hake my" head at the whole fiuolty. 

Or would I take to orders— 

Orders! howl 

Ign. Onenottoofcnipulousawaymighjtkiiow: 
’Twere but the forging of a haodr^ lo. 

In orders too my purpkeii J’d ferve $ 

And if I could not lifo, I would not fiam. 

With lungs and face I’d make my butchers ftare. 
Or pttbUlh-*that I’d marry at l^y-fair. 


4*9 

1 Thefo, theft are maxims, that will fiandtfaetdl: 

Bu| univerfities— are all a jeft. 

A»5/I I grant, a prodigy wc fometimes 
whom neither of our feats of learning kticw* 

Yet fure none (bine more eminently gicat. 

In law or phyfic, in the church or fiatc. 

Than thofe who early drank the love of fame 
At Cam’s foir bank, or Ifis* filvcr ftream. 

Look round— here’s proof enou^ this point t» 
clear. 

Bids me !*T^whit ?— not one Ignoramus 

here ? 

I fiaml convi£led— — what can I fay more ? 
See— my face fails, which never fail’d bef^ce. 
How great foe cr I feem in Dulman’s eye. 

Yet Ignorance mutt blufh— when Learning ’sby. 

§ 36. Epilogue to Agamemnon* Thomson. 
QURBard, to modern epilogue a fi^, 

^ Thinks fuch mean mirth but deadens na’reus 
Difpels in idle air the moral figh, fwoc- 

And wipes the tender tear from pity’s qye ; ^ 

No more with focial warmth the bofora burns x 
But all th* unfeeling, fclfifii man returns. 

Thus he began And you approv’d the ftram; 
Till the next couplet funk to light and vain. 

Y ou check’d him there— to you, to rcafbn juft. 

He owns he triumph’d in your kind difguft. 
Charm’d by your frown, by your difpiealure grac’d. 
He hails the rifing virtue of your rafie. 

Wide .will its influence fpread, as foon as ktaown • 
Truth, to be lov’d, need only to be ftewn. * 
Confirm it, once, the folhion to be gobd 
(Since fafliton leads the fobi, and awes the rude). 
No petulance (ball wound the public ear ; 

No hand applagd what honour fliuns to hiart 
No painful blulb the modeft check (hail ftawa 
The worthy breaft (hall heave with no dilHauLr 
Chaftis'd to decency, the Britiih ftage 
Shall oft invite the fair, invite the (age • 

Bothftallattericfwell-plcasd.wcll.plcas’ddcpwts 

Or, if they doom the verfc, abfolve the heaix. 

5 37-, Erologue jpokcn fy Garrick m the 
owning of the Theatre in Drwy^Laite. in tbe 
Year 1747. Johnsok, 

W triumph o’er her barb’raii* 

Firft rear’d the ftage, immortal Shakfpearo roftK 
change of many-colour’d lifo he drew * 
Exhaufted worlds, and then imagin’d new: 
Exiftence faw him fpurn her’boundcd rwM 
And panting Time toil’d xftcr him in vain t 
His pow rfol ftrokes prefiding Truth improfrd. 
And unrefified pattion fi(a*m’d the bread:; ^ - 
inftru^bed from thefthooL 
To pleafe m method, and invent by rule a 
His fiudiods patience, and laborious art, ^ 

By regular approach aflay'd the henrt: ' ' 

Cold ararobatton gave the lingering bays ^ 

Fortho(ewhodurffiiotccnfore,rcaiw ^ 

A morial Ijw, he inec the gen'raj doom, ^ 

But left, lake E^prpt’s kings, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, Book V. 


The wits of Charles found cafier ways to fame, 
IJor wifo’d for Jonfon’s ait> orShakfpearc’s flame; 
l^emfelTcs they dudied, as they felt they writ ; 
Intrigue was plot, obfoenity was wit. 

Vice always found a fympathctic friend*; 

They pleas’d their age, and did not aim to mend. 
Yet bards like thefe afpir’d to laftiiig praife. 

And proudly hdpM to pimp in future days ; j 
Their caufe was genVal, their fupports were ftrong, 
Their (laves were willing, and their reign was long j 
Till (hamc regain'd the poll that fenfe bctrayM, 
And virtue call'd oblivion to her aid. 

Then crufli'd by niles, and weaken’d as refin'd, 
For years the powV of Tragedy declin’d ; 

From bard to bard the frigid caution crept, 

Till declamation roar’d, whilft palTion flcpt ; 

Yet flill did virtue dei ^n the ftage to tread, 
Philoibphy remain'd, though nature fled. 

But forc'd at length her ancient reign to quit, 

She faw great Fauftus lay the ghoft of wit : 
Exulting folly hail’d the joyful day, 

And Pantomime and Song confirm’d her fway. 

But who the coming changes can prcfagc, 

And mark the future periods of the ftage ^ 
Perhaps, if (kill could diflant times explore, 

New Behns, new Durfeys, yet remain in (lore ; 
Peihaps, where Lear has rav'd, and Hamlet died. 
On flying cars new forccrers may ride ; 

Perhaps (for who can guefs th’ efteds oF chance ?) 
Here Hunt may box, or Mahomet may dance. 

Hard is his lot that, here by fortune plain’d, 
Aliifl watch the wild victflitudes of taile : ^ 

Widi every meteor of caprice mull play, 

And chafe the new-blown bubble of the day. 

Ah f let not cenfure tenn our fate our choice, 
The ftage but echoes back the public voice ; 

The Drama’s laws the Drama's patrons give, 

For we that live to pleafe, mud pieafe to live. 

Then prompt no more the follies you decry, 
As tyrants doom tficir tools of guilt to die ; 

Tis yours this night to bid the rcign*<^mmence. 
Of refeued nature, ai^ reviving fenfe ; 

To chafe the charmsW found, the pomp of fliow, 
For ufeful mirth and fahuary woe 5 
Bid Scenic Virtue form the rifing age, 

And Truth diflufe her radiance from the Stage. , 

§ Epilogue to Sbakfpeore's Fiffl Pari of King 
Henp IP". Spoken fy Mr. % K. in the CharaQer 
of 1748* ASed by young gentlemen at 

Mtb Newcomers School dt Hackney. 

'HoADtEY. 

. [Pujh'd in upon the f age Jy Prince Henry, 

A PLAGUE upon all cowards, ftill, T fw-«- "i 
" Old Jack muft bear the heat of all the day, > 
Aftd be the m.after-fobl, beyond the play*— - / 
Amidft hot.blobded Hotipur'f rebel ftrife. 

By mirac;ie of wit I fav'd my life ; 
k And now ftand foolifhly expos’d again 
To th* hiflTmg bullets of the critic’s b«^in» 

Go to, old jad^ 'tis time that thou wett wiftlr^ 
art not' firm’d for an epUoguuerp 


There’s. Hal, now, orlhis nimble fliadow, Poins, 
Straighi.' in the back, and liffome \p. the loins, 
Who wears his boot fmooth as his miftrefs’ flCin, 
And Ihining as the *glafs (he drelfcs in ; 

Can bow and cringe, fawn, flatter, cog, and lye— • 
Which honed Jack could never do — not 1 . 

Hal's heii'-app^rcnt face might (land it buiT, 

And make (ha! hal ha I ) a faucy epilogue enough ^ 
But I am old, and ftiff— nay, bamforgjown, 

For Shakfpear’s humour is not now my own. 

I feel myfclf a counterfeiting afs ; 

And if for (lerling wit I give you brats, p 
ft is his royal image makes it pafs. J • 

Fancy now works ; and here I ftand and flew % 
In mine own greafy fears, which fet to view S 
Blcveq buckram critics in each man of you. J 
Wights, who with noout-facuigs will be fliamm’d, 
Nor into rifibility be bamm'd, 

Will,tUo'flie (hake their fides,think nature treafon ; 
A^^d fee one damn’d — ere laugh without a vcHfoii. 
Then how (hall one, not of the virtuous, fpced. 

Who merely has a wicked wit to plead 

Wit without meafurc, humour without rule, 
‘Unfetter'd laugh, and lavvlefi ridicule ? 

Faith ! try him by his peers, a jury chofcii— 

The kingdom will, 1 think, fcarce raife the doze.n. 
So — be but kind, and countenance the cheat. 

I’ll in, and fay to Hal — I’ve done the feat. 


§39- Prologue (0 LrnCf Johnson.- 

YE glitt*ring^ train I whom lace and velvet biefs, 
* Sufpend the foft folicitudes of ilrcfs ; 

From grov'ling bufincfs-andj fupeifluous care, 

Ye fons of Avarice ! a moment fpare ; 

Vot’vics of Fame, and worlhippcrs of Pow*r ! 
Difinil^ the plcafing phantoms for an hour. 

Our daring Bard, with fpirit unconfin’d, 

Spreads wide the mighty moral of mankind. 
Learn here howHeaven fuppot ts the virtuous mind. 
Daring, tho* calm ; and vig’rous, tho* refign’d. 
Learn here what anguifli racks the guilty brealV, 
In pow’r dependent, in fuccefs dcprcll. 

Learn here that peace from innocence mull flow j 
All dfe is empty found, and idle fliow. 

If truths like'thefe with pleafing language join ^ 
Ennobled, yet unchang’d, if Nature (htne : 

If noAvild draught depart from Bcafon’s rules, 
Nor gods his heroes, nor his lovers fools : 
Intriguing wits I his artlcfs plot forgive ; 

And fpare him, beauties 1 tho’ hi» lovers live. 

Be ^ts at lead his praife, be this his pride*) 

To force applaulb no modem arts are tried. 
Should partial cat-calls all his hopes confound. 
He bids no trumpet qu^ll the fotal foUnd. 

Should -welcome deep relieve the weary wit, 

He rolls not thunders o'er the drowfy pit. ^ 
No fnares to capdvgtc the judgment fpreads t 
Nor bribes your eyes to prejudice your heads • 
Unmov’d xhp* witliki^ fneer, and rivals rail ) 
Studious to pieafe^ yet noculham’d to foil, 

He fcomS the meek addrefs, the fuppliant (lram,L 
With merit needlels, and without it vain. 

Id Realbn, Naturey^Truth) he- dares to truft ; 

Ye fops, be fllenc ) abd ye wits, be juft* 

§ 49 » 
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40/ Prague io Comus, fir the Benefit of Mil* 
tons Grand-fdaugbter \ 1750* Spoken by Mi\ 
*Parmk. Johnson. 

Y e patriot crowds who burn forEngland's fame. 
Ye nymphs who(b bofoms beat at MiltonU 
name, 

Whofc gen’rovis zeal, unbought by flatt ring 
rhymes, 

Sha mcsjt hc mean penfions of Augudan times ; 
lmm?!lrSl patrons of fuccccding days, 

^Attend this prelude of pcrpcnidl praife ; 
i.et wit, randemn’d the feeble wnr to vvage, 

\Viili dole malevolence, or public ra^e; 

Ect ftudy, worn with virtue's fruitlcis lore, 
JJchold this Theatre, and grieve no more. 

This night, didinguifli'd by your fmiles, lhall tell. 
That never Britain can in vain excel; 

*I'hc flighted arts fururity fiiall truft. 

And rifing ages haden to be jud. 

At lengtii our mighty bard’s victorious lays 
Till the loud voice of univcrlal praife ; 

And baflied fpitc, with hopclcfs amjaiilh dumb, 
Yield's to renown the centuries to come j 
With ardent hndc each candidate of fame 
Awmbitious catches at his low’ring name ; | 

fees, and pitying fees, vain wealth bedo^v 
Thole pageant honours which he dom’d below. 
While crow’ds aloft ihe laurcat bud behold, 

Or trace his form on circulating gold. 

Unknown, unheeded, long his oAspring lay, 

And want hung rhreat’ning o’er her flow decay. 
What tho’ ihc lhinc with no Miltonian lire, 

No fav’ring mufe her morning dreams infpirc, 
Yet fofrer claims the melting heart engage, 

Her youth laborious, and her blame lefs age ; 
filers the mild merits of domedic life, 

The patient fufferer, and the faithful wife. 

I'lius grac'd with humble viitue's native charms, 
Her grandfire leaves her in Britannia’s anus; 
Secure with pcr’Cc, with competence to dwell. 
While tutelary nations guard her cell. 

Yours is the charge, ye fair, ye wile, ye brave ! , 
*Tis yours to enmn dedrt — beyond the gra\e. 


§ 41. Occafioml Prologue, Ifiken by Mr, Gar* 
urk, at tbe Opening of Drurj*Lane Iheaire, 
September 5, 1750. 


A S heroes, dates, and kingdoms, rife and fall; 

So (with the mighty to compare the fmail) 
Thro’ int'redj vvhim, or, if you picafe, thro’ fate, 
feel doiTi motions in our mimic date: 

The lock and bulkiTi fly from ftage to ftage ; 

A year’s alliance is with Us— an age ! 

And where's the wonder? all furprile mudcealc, “J 
When we refledt how int'rcd, or caprice, > 
Makes real kings break articles of peace. J 


Strengthen'd with new allies, our foes 
** Cry, havoc \ and let flip the dogs of wur." 

To ihake our foals, the ' papets of the day "I 
Drew forth the advcric pow’r in dread array ; V 
A pOw’r, might drike the bolded with difniay : i 
Yet, fearlefs dill, we tal^thc field with 
Arm'd eap a pie in fciF^flscicnt merit. ^ 

Our ladies too, with fouls and tongues untamed. 
Fire up like Britons wiicn the battle's nam'd; 
Each female heart panes for the glorious drif^»* 
From liamkt’s mother f to the coble r’s J wifiis. 
Some few there are, whom paliry palHons guidc^’ 
DeftTt each day, and fly from fide to iide : 
Others, like Snifs, love lighting as their trade; 
Fur, beat or beating, they mud all be paid. 

Sacred to Shakfpeare was this fpot dcfi^n'd^ 
To pierce the heart, and humanize the mind. 

Bur if an empty houlc, the ad'tor^s curie. 

Shews us our Lears and Hamlets lofu their force; 
Unwilling, v^ e mud change the nobler fccne. 
And, in our turn, p.cfcnt you Harlequin: 

Q^iit poets, and let carpenters to woik, 

Siicw gaudy fccncs, or mount the vlmluagTatk; 
For tho’ vve a6tors, one and all, agree 
BoUHy to druggie fur our — vanity. 

If want comes on, importance mud retreat; 
Ourdrd, great, ruling paffion, is— to cat. 

To keep the field, all methods we'll purfuc; 
The conflift glorious ! for we'll fight for you : 
And, (hould vve fail to gain the wifli’d applaufc^ 
At lead we're vanquilh’d in a noble caufc. 


§ 4a . Occaftonal Prolog tte, fpoken nt Covent •Gardae, 
Theatre by /l^. Barry ; 1750. 
vice or folly ovcr-nins a date, 

VV^cak politicians by the blame on fate; 
When rulers ufcful fubjeCb ccafe to prize, 

And damn for aits that caus’d thcmfelves to rile; 
When jcaloufies and fears polfofs the throne, 
And kings allow no merit — but their own ; 

Can it bo ft range, that men for flight prepare, 


And drive to raife a colony^ 


;ifewhcre > 
ev’ry age, 


M*! 

This cudom has prevail’d 
And has been fomciimes pra£ris’J otTthe dage t 
For — entre nous — ihcfc managens of merit, 

Who fearlefs arm, and take the field with fpirir. 
Have curb'd us monarchs with theirhaughty mien. 
And Herod § have out- /fcn&rf-cd— within. 

[Pointing io the Green *Roofa* 
Q, they can torture twenty riioufand ways f 
Make bouncing Bajazet || retreat from Bays f 1 
The ladies too, with ev’ry pow'r to charm, "J 
Whole face and fire an anchorite might warm, S* 
Have felt the fury of a tyrant’s arm. J 

By felfilh arts ex^H'd our ancient feat, 

In fcarch of candour, and in fearch of meatf 
We from your favour hope for this retreat. 


t}- 


* In which papers was this paragraj^ : ** We heir that Mr. Quin, Mrs. Cijbbcr, Mr. Biury, Mr. Maeklln, 
and Mrs, Woffington, are engaged at Covent-Garden theatre for the enfoing fcafon/’— On the part of 
Lane theatre it was notified, That two celebrated a^ors from Dublin were engaged to perform theres atfl»' 
Mifs Bellamy, and a new aidrefs. Signor Faufon, tho comic dancer, and hil wife, and a gentleman toflog^ 
had not been on any ftage.**' • . * ■ , \ ^ 

+ Mrs. Pritchard. X Mxt. Clive. ^ Mr. Quia. [ Both <^i9 afid Barry. 

S Mr. GtfrUk, *t Mp,. Cibber, dec. 
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If Shakfpeare^s paflion, dr if Jonfon's art, 

Can fire fancy, or can warm the heart, 

That talk be oura ; but if you damn their fcencs, 
And becoea ii)u(t give way to harlequins, 

Wc too can have recdurfe to mime and dance, 
Kayv there, I think, we have the better chance : 
And, fiiould the town j^ow weary of the mute, 
Why, wc’ll produce a child upon the flute 
But, he the food as ’twill, ’tis you that treat ! 
Long they have feafled— permit us now to 
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I, who am woman, would have flood the fray ; 
At leaft not (hiveird.thus, and ruo away I 
Should any manager lift arm at me, . » 

I have a tyrant arm as well as he !— 

In fa£l, there has feme little bouncing been. 

But who the bouncer was—enquire within. 

No matter wha—l now proclaim a peace. 

And hope henceforth hoftilities will ceafo ; 

I No more fhall either rack his brains to teaze ye, 
.But let the contefl be— who moft fhall ye. 


J 4). 'Epilogfie Jpoh^n by Mn. Ciiw^ on the two 
QCcqfiOftalProhgues at Q/uent^Goi den and Dr 
Lane^ 1750. 

\Euter 5 haftllv% as if Jpea^ing to one 
wi)o would opltoje her* 

T>LL do*t, by heaven I will !— Pr^get you gone : 
* What 1 all thefe janglings, and 1 not make one ! 
Was ever woman offer’d fo much wrong ? 

Theft: creatures here would have me hold my 
tongiie ! 

I*m fo provok’d, 1 hope you will cxcufe me ; 

I mu ft DC hcard-*an?d beg you won’t refufe me. 
While our mock heroes, not fo wife as rafh, 
With indignation hold the vengeful lalh. 

And at each other throw alternate fquibs. 
Composed of Jittle wit— and fome few fibs j 
I Catherine Clive come here to attack ’em all, 
And aim alike at little and at tall. 

But flrft, ere with the buikin chiefs I brave it, 

A ftory is at hand, and you fhall have it. 

Once on .a time two boys wxrc throwing dirt, 
A gentle youth was one, and one was fomewhat 
pert ; 

Each to his mailer with his talc retreated, 

W'ho gravely heard their dift'rent parts repeated, / 
How Tom was rude, and Jack, poor lad I ill- f 
treated. J 

The mafter paus’d-— to be unjuft was loth, 

Call’d for a rod, and fairly whipt them both. 

Id the 'fame maftcr's place, lo! here I ftand, 

And for each culpriymld the lalh in hand. 

Firft, for our own— ^’tis a pretty youth I • 

But out of fifty lyes I’ll fift fome truth : 

*Tis true, hc*s or a choleric difpofiiion, 

And fiery parts make up his compofition. 

How have 1 fecn him rave when thiqgs inifcarrlcd ! 
Indeed he's grown much tamer fiucc he married. 
If he fuccceds, what joys his fancy flrike ! 

And then he gets - -— to which he’s^o diflike. . 
Faults he has many — ^but I know no crimes $ 
Yes, he has one— ne contradi^ fometimet. 

And when he falls into his frantic fit. 

He blufters fo, it makes e’en me fubmit. 

So much for him — the other youth comes next. 
Who fhews by what he fays, poor foul ! he’s vex’d. 
He tells you tales how cruelly this treats us. 

To make you think the little monfter beats us.. 
Woul 4 I have whm’d in melancholy phrafe, 
Hpw bouncing Bajaaet retreats from &ys I 


§ 44. Prohgue to Gil Blas\ 1751. **Spoken h 
Mr, Woodwardy in the CbaraHer of a Crittc^ 
with a Cat-call in his Hand, Moore. 

A RE you all ready ? here’s yourmufic, here f I 
^ Author, fncak .off; wc’U tickle you, my dear. 
The fellow ftopt me in a hellifh fright— 
Pray, Sir, faid he, muft I be damn’d to-night ? 
DamnM ! furcly, friend— don’t hope for our 
compliance ; 

Zounds, Sir— a fecond play’s downright defiance. 
Though once, poor rogue, wc pitied your con- 
dition, 

Here’s the true recipe — for repetition. 

Well, Sir, fays he, e’en as you plealej lb then 
I’ll never trouble you with plays again. 

But, hark ye, poet !— won't you though, fays I, 
*Pon honour ?— Then wc’Il damn you, let me die. 
Shan’t we, my bucks ? Let’s take him at his word. 
Damn him, or, by my foul, he’ll write a third. 
The man wants money, 1 fuppofe— but, mind ye 
Tell him — you’ve left your charity behind ye, 

A pretty plea, his wants to our regard ! 

As if we bloods had bowels for a bard f 
Befides, what men of fpirir, now-a^days, 

Come to give fober judgments of new plays } 

It argues fome good-nature to be quiet -—— 
Gof>d-nature !— Aye— but then wc lofc a xiot. 
The fcribbling fool may beg and make a rufs, 
’Tis death to him— What then ? — ’Tis fport to 
us. 

Don’t mind me though — for all my fun and jokes. 
The bard may. find us bloods good-natur'd folks, 
No crabbed critics— foes to riling merit— 

Write but with fire, and we’ll applaud witli fpirir. 
Our author aims at no dilhoneft ends. 

He knows no enemies, and boafts fome friends \ 
He takes no methods' down your throats to cram it. 
So if you like it, fave it*, if not, damn it. 


§ 45, Prologue to T^afie ; 1751. Spoken in the Cha» 
rcuSer of an Au^ioneer» Garrick. 

'DEFQRE this court 1 Peter Puff appear, 

^ A Briton, bom, and bred an aufilioneer ! 
VVho, for myfelf, and eke a hundred others, 
ufefiil, honeft, learned, bawling brothers, 
With much humility and fear implore ye, 

To lay our prefent'defp’iate cafe before ye-;;^- 


‘ Axhitd, faid ^ Ve (at fovr ytaii of had Uen introduced on the ftage of Drury •X 4 hfi theatre, to play 
« tune 00 that , Inftniiaent. 

♦ tkiWlog his cat^call. ' ^ 

" Tia 
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’Tis faid^ this night, a certain wag intends 
laygh at us, our calling, and our friends: 
IHordb and ladies, and fuch dainty folks. 

Are cur’d of auction-hunting by his jokes j 
Should this odd doCtrine fpread throughout the 
Before vou buy, be furc to underftand ; [land, 
O, think on us, what various ills will flow, 
\Whcn great ones only purchalc what they know! 
^Wh^ bugh at tafte f It is a hannlcfs falhion, 

,/ And quite fubducs each detrimental palfion*: 

The fair-ones hearts will ne’er iricline to man. 
While tints they rage for — china and japan. 

The virtuofo too, and connoifleur, 

Arc ever decent, delicate, and pure ; 

The fmallcft hair their looler thoughts might hold, 
Juft warm when Angle, and when married— cold; 
Their blood, at fight of beauty, gently flows ; 
I'heir Venus muft be old', and want a nol'c I 
ain’rous paJiion with deep knowledge thrives; 
’Tis the complaint, indeed, of all our wives I 
^Tis faid *uUtu to fuch a height is grown 
All airifls arc encourag’d — but our own. 

Be not deceiv’d; I here declare oh oath, 

1 never yet fold goods of foreign growth : 

Ne’er fent commiilions out to Greece or Rome ; 
My bed antiquities arc made at home. 

I’ve Romans, Greeks, Italians, near at hand, 
True Britons all — and living in the Strand. 

I ne’er for trinkets rack my pericranium ; 

They furnilli out my room from Herculaneum. 
But hiilh— 

Should it be known that Englilh arc employ’d. 
Our manufacture is at once dcllroy’dj 
No matter what our countrymen deferve, 

They’ll thrive as ancients, but as moderns ftarve— 

• If we fliould fall, to you it will be owing; 
Farcwel to arts— they arc going, goinif, going I 
The fatal hammer’s in your hand, O town I 
Then fet ui up — and knock the down. 

§ 46 . Prologue to Cnfo, A8edin 1753 by the 
Scholars of the free Grammar School ui Derby ^ 
for the Benefit of the Orphan of the bite VJbtr, 
IPritUn by one of the Scholars, aged kh, 

N O Garrick here majeflic treads the flage, 

No Q^in your whole attention to engage; 
No practis'd a£tor here the feene employs; 

But a raw parcel of unikilful boys. 

Shall we disligur’d in a fchooi4K}y fee 
Cato’s great foul in bafe epitome ? 

Can critics bear fuch ilavcry as this ? 

Would not e’en Cato join the critic's hifs } 
What fhall we then ? what excufes make? 
Our credit and fuccefs lie both at (lake. 

As when Ibmc peafant, who,, to treat his 
lord. 

Brings out his little flock, and decks his board 
With what his ill-flor’d cupboard will afford, 
With awkward bows, and ilUplac’d ruflic airs, 
To ngake excufes for his fcaft jpeepaivs ; 

So we, with tremor mix’d with vafl delight, 

• View the bright audience which appears to-nigh^ 
Jknd, confeious of its mcannefs, hardly dare 
* To bid you welcome to our homely fare. 




But would the ladies in our caiife appear, 

One hx)k Would fileiicc'cvVy criiic htie. 
ff you bucfinilc, 'twill cheer our tim’rous hearts. 
And give us courage to pcrfoim our pans. 

TcTyou, ye fair ones, then, we make addrefs, 
And beg protection for this night’s fuccefs. 

Look gently on Our Fault?), and, where we fail, 
Let pity to our tender youth prevail. 

Our Caufc Js in your hands ; and Cato, who 
Difdain’d^rcat Cdcfar’s yoke, iubmits to you. 


§ 


Prologue to the Fairies \ i 7 < 5 . IFiitten 
and fpoken ly Mi\ Gairfck, 

[Knte)‘ — interrupting the band of mujic^ 

A Moment flop your tuneful Angers, pray, 

^ While here, as ufual, I my duty pay. 

[Tip the audUnci* 
Don't frown, mv friends \jo the baud'] j you "j 
fuon {ball mc!t again; f 

But, if not there h felt each dying ftrain, f 
Poor I fhall fpcak, and you will fciapc, in vain. 3 
To fee me now, you think the flrangeft thing ! 
For, like friend Beneduk, I cannot fing: 

Yet, in this prologue, cry but you imagiol 
I’ll ipcak you both a jig, and an adagiu, 

A Perfian king, as Pcrfuii talcs ixlate, 

Oft went difguis’d, to hear the people prate I 
So, curious 1 fometimes ftcal forth, iiurrc, 

To hear v\hat cntics croak of me — King Log* 
Three nij'hts ago, 1 heard a tctc a tk'te, 

Which fix’d at once our Kngliih operA's fate i 
“Cne was ayoudi born here, but flu ill from Rome; 
The other born abroad, but here his home : 

And fiift x\\Q.K>:glfJh fore/^Kcr began, 

Who thus addreJVd the foreign F.ngVJbtnan : 

An Englifli opera I 'tib not to be borne ; 

“ I both my country and their mtific fcorn. ! 
O, damn their Ally Croakers, and their [ 

“ Early- horn ! J 

“ Signior fi~^bat Jb?7i-—*vnrsyecitativo t 
“ 11 tuito, ^ befliale e cati*v^' 

This faid, I made my exit full of terrors t 
And now' alk pardon, for the following errors* 
Excufc us, firft, for fooiifhly fuppoung 
Your countrymen could pleafeyou in compoflng; 
An opera too!— play’d by an Englifh band, 
Wrote in a language which you underfland— 
t dare not fay whe wrote it— I could tell ye. 

To foften mattcis— Signor Shakfpcarclli : 

This awkward drama (I confefs th’oflence) 

Is guilty too of poetry and fcnlc : 

And then the price we take««->you’lI all sibufe 5t,*1 
So low, To unlike op’ras— but excufc it, L 
We^ll mend that fault, whenever you Ihall T 
chufc it. J i 

Our lalt mifchance, and worfethan all the reft, 1 
Which turns the whole performance to a jeft, r 
Ourfingersnllare wdl, and all willdothcirbefl. J 
But why would this rafh fool, this Englilkman^ 
Atteaipjt an opera ?— 'Tis the ftrangeft plan ! 

Struck with the wonders of bis maftev’s art, 

I WhoTe facFcd dramas (hake and melt the hean, 

ff wb«r« 
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WhGfc heaVcn-boni {trains the coldclt bread 
infpire, 

Whofe chorus, thunder fets the foul on fire ! 
Inflam'd, aftoniih'd, at thoie ihagic airs, 

When Samplbn grcans, and frantic Saul defpairs, 
The pupil wrote^his work is now before ye, 
And waits y6ur damp of infamy or gloty ! 

Yet, ere his errors and his faults arc known, 

He fays, thofe faults, thofe errors, are his own ; 
If thro’ the clouds appear fome glimn)’nng rays. 
They’re fparks he caught from his great mader’s 
blaze ! 


§ 4S. pYohgue to FiYginieL\ 1754. Wtilten 

and ffHiken Mr 

*pllOLOGU£S,* like compliments, are lofs of 
■ time, 

Tis penning bows, and making legs, in rhyme : 
'Tis cringing at the door, with limp’ ring grin, 
When we fhould (hew the company within.-— 
So thinks our bard, who, ftiflTin claflic knowledge, 
Preferves too much the buckram of the col- 
lege.-— 

** Lord, Sir,” faid I, an audience mud be 
“ woo’d, 

And, lady-like, witli flattery purfued; 

•* They nauleate fellows that arc blunt and 
** rude. 

Authors ihould learn to dance, as well as 
« write—” 

Dance at my time of life ! Zounds 
Grown 'gentlemen ('tis advertis' 
by night. 

Your modern prologues, and fuch whims as 
** thefe, [pliocles/* 

The Greeks ne’er knew — turn, turn to So 
I read no Greek, Sir — when I was at fchool, 

** Terence had prologues— Terence was no fool.’ 
He had 5 but why r '^replied the bard, in rage : 1 
Exotics, monders, had poflefs’d the dage , f 
Bur we have none, in this enlighten'd age! J 
** Your Britons now, from gallfcry to pit, 

** Can rcliih nought but dcrling Attic wit. 

Here, take my play, I meant it for iudruc- 
“ tidn ; 

If rhymes arc wanting for its introdu^ion 
** E’en let that nonfonfo be your own 
“ duition,” 

Off went the poet — it is now expedient, 

I {peak as manager, and your obcdjcntrr— — 

1, as vour car’rcr, would provide you diflics, 
Drcfs’d to your palates, leafon'd to your whlics. 
Say but you’re tir’d with boil'd and road at 
home, 

Wc too can fend for niceties from Roifn^ ; 

To picafe your t'aftes will fparc nor pains nor 
moncyi 

Di&ard firloins, and get you maccaroni. 

Whate'er new gudo for a time iiiay rei^n, 
Shakfpeare and beef mud have their turn again. 

. If novelties can picafe, to-night we’ve two— 
Tho’ Engliih both; yet fpare ’em, as they’re new. 


j 

ICC, as well as'N 

[fight! I 

bunds, what a f 
tis’d) do learn j 


druc- 

ilion, \ 
pro- j 


To one, at lead, your ufuabfevours (hew ; 

A female afks it — can a man fay No } J' 

Should you indulge our novice''-, yet unfecn, 
And crown her, with your hands, a tragic queen ) 
Should you, with fmilcs, a confidence impart, 

To calm thofe fears which fpeak a feeling heart ; 
Adid each druggie of ingenuous fliame. 

Which curbs a genius in its road to fame ; ^ 

With one with more her whole ambition- 
She hopes? ibmc merit, to deferve fuch friends. 


§ 40. Epilogue to the fame \ 1754. GARRicli. 
'T'HE poet’s pen can, like a conjurer's wand, 

^ Or kill or raife his heroine at command : 

And I lhall, foirit-likc, before I fink, [think. 
Not courtcouuy enquire, but tell you what you 
From top to bottom 1 fliall make you dare, 

By hitting all your judgments to a hair ! 

And, lird, with you above I (hall begin— 
[To the upper gallny* 

Good-natur'd fouls, they’re ready all to grin. 
Though twelvepcnce feat you there, fu near the 
ceiling, 

The folks below can’t boad a better feeling. 

No higli-brtd prud'ry in your region lurks^ 

You boldly laugh and cry, as nature works. 

Says John to Ttnn (aye — there they fit together, 
As honed Britons as e’er trod on leather) : 

’Tween you and I, my friend, 'tis very vild, 

“ That old Vergetnus fhcnildhavcdruckhischilcl : 

“ I would have hang’d him for’t had I been ruler ; 

“ And duck’d that Apus too, by way of cooler.'' 
Some maidcii-damcs, who hold the middle floor, 
[To the middle gallery- 
And fly from naughty man, at forty-four, 

With turn’d-up eyes applaud Virginia’s ’feape. 
And vow they’d do the fiimC to fliun a rape ; 

So very chafle, they live in condant fears, 

And apprehenfion drengthens with their years. 

Ye bucks, who from the pit your terrors fend, 
Yet lovL* didreffed damfols to befriend ; 

You think this tragic joke too far was carried, 

And with, to fctall right, tlw maid had married : 
You'd rather fee (If fo the fates had will’d) 

Ten wives be kind, than one poor virgin kill'd. 
May 1 approach unto the boxes, pray— 

And there Ibarch out a judgment on the play ? 

In vain, alas I 1 Ihould attempt to find it^ 

Fine ladies fee fi play, but never mind it. 

’Tis vulgar to be mov’d by a6tcd pafiion. 

Or form opinioiis till theyTc fix’d by fafhiom 
Our author hopes this fickle' goddefs Mode, 
With us will maKc, at lead, nine days abode ; 

To prefent plcafure he contra6ts his view, 

And leaves his future fame to time and you. 

§ 50 . Prologue to BarbaroJfa\ 1755 - IVriiten 
and JpoJun fy Mr, Garrick^ in" the Cbaradef 
of a Comtrif 9 ^* 

I^E ASTER ! meaftcr ! 

Is not my mcader here among you, pray ? 
Nay fpeak— my meafter wrptc this fine new play:— * 


* ton. Graham, afterwards Mrs. Taitesi then a new alUcfi^ 


The 
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The a£bor-folks arc making fuch a clatter ! 

TJhcy want the pro-log — 1 know nought o'thc 

• * matter: 

He imift be there among yoji — look abont^— 

A vveezen palc-fac’d mon— do find him out. 

Pray, meaner, come, or all will fall to (heamc ; 
Call Miftcr— hold — I muft not tell his neamc. 

V La ! what a crowd is here ! what noife and 
pother! 

^ Fine lads and lafles ! one o* top o’ t* other. 

to the ro7f.T of pit and gallery, 

I could for ever here with woridcr gaze ; . 

1 ne’er law church lb full, in all iiiv‘ days ! — 
Your fcTvant, Sirs — What do you laugh for, ch ? 
You donna take me furc for enc o’ the play ? 

You Ihould not flout an honeit country lad— 
You think me fuo), and I think you half mad: 
You're all ns flrange as I, nncl flranger too; 

And, if you laugh at me, I’ll laugh at you. 

\lLiKiighirtg. 

T donna like your London tricks, nor I ; 
And,rince you’ve rais’d my blood, 1*11 tell you why: 
And, if you wull, fince now I am before ye. 

For want of pro-log, 1 11 relate my ftory. 

I came from country here i<i try my fate, 

And get a place among the rich and great : 

But troth I'm fick o’ th’ journey L ha’ ta’cn ; 

1 like it not — would I were whoamc again ! 

Firfl, in the city I took up my ilation, 

And got a place with one b’ th’ corporation ; 

A round big man — he cat a plaguy deal ; 

Zooks ’ he’d have beat live ploomcn at a meal I 
But long with him I could not make abode. 

For, could you think 't' he cat a great fea-toad! 

It came from /)7i//V.c— ’iwas as big as me; 

• lie call'd iii inllv-putcbi and rnp-a-pry: 

Ba ! how I flar’d !— I thought— who knows 
but 1, 

For want of monfters, may be made a pyc ? 
Rather than tarry iicre for bribe or gain, 

I’ll back to whoamc and country fare again. 

I left toad-eater; then \ ferv’d a lord. 

And there they promis’d !— but ne’er kept their 
word. 

While ’mong the great this geaming >vork the 
trade is, [ladies. 

They mind no more poor fervants— than their 
A lady next, who lik’d a fraan young lad, 
Hir’d me forthwith — bur, troth , I thought nermad. 
She turn’d the world top-down, as one may fay. 
She chang*d the day to neer, die ncet to day I 
I was lb Iheam’d with ail her frcakifli ways, 1 
She wore her gca-Jb Ihort, lb low her flays— ? 
Fine folks ihewail for nothing, now-a-days ! J 
Now I’m the pcct’s mon— I find with wits . 
There’s nothing fartain — nav, wc eat by fits. 
Our meals, indeed, arc flenJer-— what pf that ? 
There are but three on’s — mealier, 1 , and cat. 
pid you but fee us all, as I’m a flmicr. 

You’d Ibarcely fay which,^ the three is thinner. 

• My wages all depend on this night's piece ; 

, But (howJd you find that all our fwans aregeefcj 
•Efeck, I’ll trull no more to mcaftfcr’s brain, 
pa^k up all, and wlufllc \vhoame.9gain. 


§ 51. Epilogue to the fame\ lyjj. Spoken 
fy Mr. IVoodward^ in the Charodter of a fine 
Gentleman. Gar kick. 

[Enter^J^aking without^ 

* pSH A W ! damn your epilogue, and hold your 
^ tongue— 

Shall wc of rank be told what’s right and wrong ? 
Had you ten epilogues, you Ihould not fpeak ’em, 
Tho’ he had writ *em all in linguuin Giecum. 

I’ll do’t, by all the gods ! (you muft Cxculc me) 
Tho’ author, actors, audience, all abufc me ! 

[To tbc audience. 

Behold a gentleman !— and that's enough ! 

Laugh if you pleafc— I’ll take a pinch of fnufl' ! 

I come to tell y"OU (let it not lurprile yoir) 

That I’m a wu — and worthy ^to ad vile you. 

How could you fufFer that fame country booby, 
That pro-log fpcaking favage, that great looby, 
To talk his nonfenfe ? — ^givc me leave to lay, 
’Twaslow! damn’d low! bntfavethefeUow’splay: 
Let the poor devil cat; allow him that. 

And give a meal to tneafitry tuon^ and cat ; 

But why attack the falhions ? fenfclefs rogue ! 

We have no joys but what refult from vogue : 

The mode (hould all controul ! -nay, tv’iy 

paliion, 

Senfc, appetite, and all, give way to fafhion : 

I hate as much he a turtic-fcafl, 

But, till the prefent turtle-rage is ceas’d. 

I’d ride an hundred miles to make myfelf 1 
beafl. 

I have no cars ; yet operas I adore ! 

Aiwa vs prepar’d to die — to Jlecp — no more ! 

The facHcs too were carp’d at, and their drefs, 
Me wants 'em all rulFd up like good queen Bel’s I 
They are, forr(x>th, too much expos’d and Iree : ' 
Wert* more expos’d, no ill clfcdls I fee, 

For more or Ids, ’tis all ilic fame to me. 

Poor gaming too was maul’d among the reft, ' 
That precious cordial to a high-life breaft > 
When thoughts arife, I always game or drink. 

An Englilh gentleman ihould never think 

Tuc reafon’s plain, which c\ *ry foul- mi^ht hit 
on— 

What trims a Frenchman, overfets a Briton. 

In us reflexion breeds a fober fadnefs. 

Which always ends in politics or madnefli : 

I therefore now propoic, by your command. 
That tragedies nn moie fhall cloud this land; 
Send o’er your Shak fpeares to the fons of France, 
Tict them grow grave— let us begin to ilance I 
Banifli your gloomy feenes to foreign climes, 
Refer VC alone, to blefs thefc golden times, L 
A farce jprtwo— and Woodward's panto- C 
mimes. 3 


■! 


} 


§52, Occafional Prologue to the Majk of Britan^ 
nia \ 1 7 S 5 » Written and f^^ken ly Mr. Gafrick^ 
in the ChavatUr of a Sat tor ^fuddled, and talking 
to Inmfelf. 

Enter 5^ 'jinging, ^* How plealant a failor’a life 
paffes!"' 

T^£Ll4 ? if thou an, mv boy, a little mellow, 
A fiuloTi half-ftas o cr— 'a a pretty fellow. 

• ffa Wfcat 
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What cheer, ho ? Do 1 carry too much fail } 

[Tff the fit. 

!Ko— ti^ht and trim — I feud before the gale — 
\He Jhiggers foY’waydy and wen Jiofs, 
But foftly tho’ — the veiFci feems to hcel--f— - 
Steady ! my bf,y — ihe miift not Ihew her keel. 
j\nd now, thub ballall'ed— what courfc to ftecr? 
Shall I again to fca — ami bang Mounfecr ? 

Or ftay on IKore, and toy with Sail and Sue ? 
Doft love ’c.ti, boy } By this right hand, E do ! 
A wcll-rigg'cj girl is furcly moft inviting : 
TThcio's nothing belter, faiih— favc ilipandflght- 

3 mu ft away—*! muft — 

What' ihall \vc fons of betf and freedom (loop, 

' Or lower our flag to iLivcry and foup ? 

What I lhall thefe make fuch a racket, 

And I not lenci a hand to lace their jacket > 

Still (hall Old England be your Frenchman's 
butt ?— 

XVhene cr he Ihufllcs wc fhould always cut. 

I’ll to 'em, faith— A vaft— ‘before I go— 
Have I not proihis'df Sali to fee the Ihow ? 

[ Pulls out a play^hilL 

From this fame paper we (hall uiukrftand 
XV hat work N to-night— i-l read your printed hand. 
Firlt let’s refrelli a bit-— for, faith, 1 need it— 
3’U take one fugar-plum -— fime tobacco"] 
and tlicn Til read it. 

[Uc reads the plqy^hiU of Zara^ 
wbieh was aSted that evening. 
At the Theatre Royal, Drury- lane— 

Will be prcllu-ta-ted a tragedy, called 

7’m glad 'tis then our Sail may fee 

Her namefake’s tragedy : and as for me, 

.I’ll ileep aa fcjuml as if \ were at feat 

“ To which n ill be added — -a newmufquc— ** 
bounds I why a mafquc ? W'c failor? bate gri- 
maces ; 

Above board all j \vc fcorn to hide enr faces. 
But what is here, fo very large and plain > 
Bri-tan-nia.’’— O, Britannia ^ —good 
again — - 

llu7za, boys J— By the Royal George, I (wear, 
T om Coxen^and the crew, Ihall ftraight he there. 
All free-born fouls muft take Bri-tan-nia’s part, 
JVud give her three rocmd cheers, with hand and 
heart ! [ doing <tffj be fiofs, 

Twifli you landmen, tho’, would leave your tricks, 
Tour fci^VioQS, parties, and daiim’d politics : 
Ami, like us honeft tars, drink, tight, and ting j. 
True to yourfeives, your country, and your kiugi 

§ Prologue to Cornu s. Performed for the 
licnefi of the General Hoff i ted at Bath^ *7^6; 
fxnd ffoken by Mifs J^rrijonf in ibc Charatler 
of a Lidy of Vujhion, HcadljB v. 

Zlhe enters with a number of ticHetf in her band, 
•wELLylVc been beating up for volunteers, 
But tijid that charity has got no ear«« 

I firft attack'd a colpiiel of the guards— • 

Sir, charity— confidcr its rewards } . 

XVith healing hand the faddeft fores it ikine^ 
And covers— O multitude of tint. 


} 
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He fworc thcw'orld was >velpome to his thoughts ; 
*Twas damn’d hypocrify to hide one's faults j ^ 
And with that tin his confciencc ne’er was twitted; 
The only one he never had committed. 

. Next to my knight 1 plead. He (hook his head ; 
Complain'd the docks were low, and trade was 
dead. 

In thefe Bath ehariircs a tax he’d found 
More Iseavy tlwn four (hillings in the pound. ' 
What with the play-houfe, liolpital, and aBbcy^"* 
A man was dripp’d— unlcls he’d look quite 
(habby. 

Then fuch a train, and firch expcnce, to wit; 

My lady, all the brats, and coutin Kit— 

He’d ftsal himfejf, perhaps, into the pit. 

Old Lady Slipftop, at her morning cards, 

Vows that all works oi genus flic regards ; 

Raffles ti.»r Chinefe gods, card houfes, fliclls, X 
Ni>r grudges to the mufic, or the bells, ^ 
But l)as a ftrangc antiquity to nafty offitds, J 
I hoj'Ki your lordlhip— then my lord rc-"^ 

No doubt, the governors arc— very w he ; T 
But, for th* pl:iy,hc wonder'd at their choice. J 
In Milton’s days fuch fluff might be tlic taftc, 
But, faith ' he thought it was damn'd dull and 
chafte. 

Then fwcars he to the charity is hearty, 

But can't, in honour, break his evening party. 
When to the gouty alderman 1 fued. 

The iv.ifty fellow (’gad) was downright pjdc. 
is begging grown the fafaion, whh a pox ' 
riie mayor Ibonld fet fuch hbufewifes in thr 
flocks. 

Give you a guinea! z ds I replied the bcafl, 
'Twould buy a ticket for a turtle d’eaft. 

Think what a guinea a/-head might fet befoF% 

Sir, mullet — turbot— and a grand John Dory. 

I’ll never give a groat, as I’m a tinner, 

Unlefs rlicv gather 't in a difh — at dinner. 

I truft, Dy art and more polite addrefs, 

You fairer advocates fucccis ^ 

And not a man compaflion’s caufe witliftood, 
When beauty pleaded for fuch general good, 

§ 514 . 'Prohgve to tlx Winter's Tale, and Ca- 
tberine and Pctruchio\ »7‘5fi« Written and 
ffoken by Mr, Gar RICK. 

various things the ftage has been compar’d, 
\ As apt ideas ftrike each humorous bard :* 
This night, for want of bettcif (imile. 

Let this our theatre a tavetn be : 

Tiic poets vintners^ and the waiters we. 

So, as the cant and cuflom of ^he trade It, 

You're wekome, gcm’nien> kindly welcome^ 
ladies. 

To draw ra cuftomers, our bills are Tpread ; 

You cannot mifs tlte ^n, ’tis Sbakfpeare's Head/ 
From this fame he^d^ia fountain-head divine. 
For different palates fprings a diflfeyent \yine ; 

In Which no tricks, to ftrengtheii or to thin *em*^ 
Neat, as imp.or^A-r^no French brandy in /em— ^ 

Hem 


} 
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Hcnce'for the choiccft Tpiriis flows Champagne ; ^ 
^ ligfe fparkJing atoms ihoot thro’ e\cry vein, I 
Then mount in magic vapours to ih* enraptur'd \ 
brain ! J 

Hence flow for martial minds potations ftrong, 

^ And fwcet love -potions for the fair and young : 
For you, my hearts of oak, for your regale, 

[To ttl>per . 
wflSSfcxxys’s good old £ngli(h (lingo, mild and ftalc. ! 
For high, luxurious louls, with lufirious (mack, 
There’s Sir John Fallhitf in a butt of fack; 

And, if* the (Inonger. liquors more invite ye, 
Bardolph is gin, and Pittol aqua vitae. 

But ihould you call for Faltlaflf, whereto find him, 
He’s gone — nor left one cup of fack behind him. 
Sunk in his elbow chair, nn more hcTl r(»am, 

No more, with merry Nvags, to Kailclirap come 
Ilea gone— to jeft and laugh, aod g^vc his 
fack at home. 

As for the learned critics, grave and dcqi, 

WIto catch at words and catcliing, fail allcep; 
Who, ill the florms of pallion, hum and haw I— 
For fcch our mafter will no liquor draw— 

So blindly thoughtful, and lb daikly read, 

They take- I'cm Durfey’s for the Shakf^earc's 
Head. 

A vintner once acquir’d both praife and gain, 
And fold much Perry for the beft Champagne. 
Some rakes this pmdous fluff did fo allure, 

They drank whole nights— what’ti chat — when 
wine is pure ? 

^ Come, fill a bumper, Jack,**— “ I will, my 
<< Lord.”— 

** Here’s cream ! — damn’d fine !— immenlc ! — 
upon my w'ord ! 

^ Sir William, what ('ay your”— ** The befl, 
“ believe me.” 

“ Tn this— eh, Jack > — thedevilcan"tdeccivcrae,” 
Thus the wife critic, too, miflakes his wine ; 
Cries out, with lifted hands — *Tis great! divine ! 
Then jogs his neighbour, as the wondeis flrike 
him ; 

This Shakfjwarc ! Shakfpeare !— O, there’s no- 
thing like him ! 

In this night's various and enchanted cup 
Some little Perry's mix’d, for filling up. 

The five long ads, from which our three are 
taken,^ 

Stretch’d out to ' fixtccn years, layby, forfakenj 
Lefl then this precious liquor run to wafle, 

*Xis now confin'd and bottled for your taftc- 
^Tis my chief wifli, my joy, my only plan» 

To lofc no drop-of that immortal man ! 

$ 55. Proh^uc to the Aploentice^ I756» 
ken by Mr. Murphy^ Author of the Piece f dref 
Jed in black. Ga&riCK. 

B ehold a wonder for theatric flory I 

The culprit of this night appears before ye : 
Before his judges dares fhcl'c boards to tread, 

** With all his imperfedions on his head P* 


Prologues precede the piece, in mournfu verfe, 
As undertakers walk before the i'.carfc ; 

Whole doleful nuTch may flrike the harden'd 
mind, 

And wake its feelings— for the dead— behind. 
Trick'd out in bUcl^, thus adtors try their art. 

To melt that cock of rocks— the critic’s heart. 

No a£lcd fears ray v,«iity betray ’ 
r am, indciid— wlut others only * y. 

Thus far myfclf. The faice comes next in view; 
The* many are its faults, at lead, ’tis new. 

No fmug^eil, pilfer'd Icenes from France wd 
IheW, 

'Tis Englifli— Englilh, Sirs— fi'om tfjp to OAe. 
Tho* coarl'c my coTours, and my hand unlkiU’d, 
From real life my jittle cloth is fill’d. 

My hero is a youth, by fate deiign’d [mind 1 
For culling fimplcs—- but vvhofe flage-flruck V 
Nor fate could r\ile, nor ids indentures bind. J 
A place tlieixi is, where fuch young Quixotes * 
meet ; / 

'Tis call’d the fating club— a glorious treat ! i 
Where 'prentic’d kings ^ihrmthe gaping ftrect. i 
There Ilrutus flails and flares ly midnight taper^ 
Who all the day ena6ts“--a woollen, dr.ipcr. 
There Haralct’s^hoft flalks forth, with doubled - 

Cries out, with hollow voice, 

And frightens Denmark’s 
^ tobacconift. 

The fpirit too, clear’d from his deadly white, 
Rifes— a liaberdaflitT to the fight * 

Not young attorneys have this rage withftood, ^ . 
But oliange their pens fur truncheons, ink for [ 
blood; [try's good, f 

And (ftrance rcverfc!)'—dic for their coun-*J . 
Through all the town this folly you may trace j 
Myfclf* am w'iincfs— .’tis a common cafe. 

I've further proofs, could ye but tliiiik I wrong 
ye— 

Look round— you’ll find Ibinc fpouting youth* 
among ye. 

To check ihcle heroes, and their laurels crop. 
To bring them buck to reafon— and their (hop ; ' 
To raife an harmlefs laugh, was all mv aim ; 
And, if I (hun contempt— I feck not iumc« 
Indulge this firflling, let me but begin, 

Nor nip me— in the buddings of my fm : 

Some hopes 1 chcri(h, in your finiles 1 rend ’em; 
Whate’er my fa*' Its, your candour can exceed 
’em. 


it W Ulcl^!. ! » 

i forth, with doubled 

[lift!” I 

nice, “ Lift, lift, O > 
’s prince— a young I 


§ 56. Fpilogue io the fcone\ 17$^- Spoken 
Mrs % Clive. Smart. 

[Enters i reading tbe^plap-bill. 
A Very pretty bill — as I’m alive 1 
^ The part of— riiobody— by Mrs, Clive • 

A paltry, (cribbling fool — to leave me out ! 

He’ll fay, perhaps-**he thought 1 could not fpouc- 
Malice and envy to. the lafl degree ! 

And why ?— I wrote a farce as well as he. 


Tht *aiott of the Winter'* tele, u written hy SBekfjfette, sompteteaJ* lUt*e» yew*. 
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And fairly ventur’d it, without the aid 
Of prologue drefs’d in black, and face 
mafqueradc ; 

0 pit* have pity— fee how T’m difmay’d 
Pewr foul ! tni$ canting Huff will never do, 
Unlcfs, like Bayes, he brings his hangman too. 
But granting that, ^ from thefe fame obfcquics. 
Some pickings to our . bard in black arife; 

Should your a^^plaufe to joy convert his fear. 

As Pallas turns to feaft Lardella’s bier ; 

Yet ’twould have been a better feheme, by half, 
T’ have thrown his weeds afide, and leaint with 
me to laugh. 

1 could have ihewn him, had he been inclin’d, 

* A fpouting junto of the female kind. 

There dwells a milliner in yonder row, 
WeIl*drefs'd,full-voic'd, and nobly builtfor (how, 
Who, when in rage Ihc fcolds at Sue and Saiah, 
Damn'd, damiiM didcmbler! thinks Ihe's mote 
than Zara. 

She has a daughter too, that deals in lace, 

And lings— Oponder well— andChevychace, > 
And fain would till the fair Ophelia’s nlace. J . 
And in her cock^’d-up hat, and gown oi camlet. 

Prefumes on Ibraething touching the Lord 

Hamlet. 

A coufin too Ihc has, v\ith fquinting eyes, 

With waddling gait, and voice like London cries; 
Who, for the Sage too, Ihort by half a ftory, 

Afts Lady Townly— thus— in all her glory. 
.And, while (he’s traverling her fcanty rot)m, 
Cries— “ Lord, my Lord, what can I do at 
“ home ?” 

In ihort, there’s girls enough for all the fel- 
lows, [lous, 

The ranting, whining, ftarting, and the jea- 
Thc Hotfpurs, Romeos, Hamlets, and Othcl- 
los, 

O little dothefe filly people know 
What dreadful trials a61ors undergo. 

Myfclf, who mod in harmony delight, 

Am fcolding here from morning until night. 
Thpn take advice from me, ye giddy things, 

Ye royal milliners, yc npion'd kings ; 
Voungmen, beware, and (hun our uippery ways, 
Study arithmetic, and bum your plays ; 

And you, yc girls, let not onr tirifcl train 
Enchant your eyes, ai:d turn your in add 'ning brain; 
Be timely wi!c ; for, O ! be lure of this 
A Ihop, with viitue, is the height of blifs. 
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S/foken 


A YE- 


Eptlo^i*e to the . Rrprrfat ; 1757, 
hy Mifs Miickiin, 

S — now I can with pleafurc Jook around. 
Safe as I am,- tliank Heaven, on Englift' 
ground. 

In. a dark dungeon to be flow'd away, 

’Midft roaring, thuml'ring, danger, and difmay ; 
Expos’d to fire and water, fword and buUct'-*-- 
Might damp the heart of any virgin pullet. 

1 dread to think what might have come to pafs, 
Had not the Brififh lion quell’d the Gallic afs. 
By Champignon a wretched vi£lim led 
To cloifter’d cell^ or more detefted bed, 


My days in pray’r and fading I had fpent ; 

As nun, or wife, alike a penitent. , t 

His gallantry, fo confident and eager, 

Had prov'd a meis of delicate foup-nieagre. 

To bootlefs lodgings I had fdll’n a martyr; 

But, Heaven be prais’d, the Frenchman caught a 
Tartar. 

Yet foft— our author’s fate you mud decree ; 
Shall he come fafe to port, or fink at fca ? 

Your fentence, fweet or bitter, loft or fore, 

Floats his frail bark, or runs it bump adiore.— 
Yc ivits above, redrain your awful thunder; 

In his firil cruize 'tvvere pity he (hould founder. 

\^Xo the galle\y* 

Safe from your (hot, he fears no other foe. 

No gulf but that which horrid yawns below. 

[7b the pit. 

The braved chiefs, cv’n Hannibal and Cato, 
Have here been tam’d with— -pippin and potatoc. 
Our bard embarks in a more Chriftign caufe. 

He craves not mercy, but he claims applaul'c. 

His pen ag.iind the hoftilc French is drawn, 
Who damns him is no Antigallicaji. 

Indulg’d with fav’ring gales and fmiling (kies, 
Hereafter he may board a richer pri/.e. 

But if this welkin angry clouds deform, 

[l/3okit?g roitmi the Imft, 
And hollow groans poittiid th’ approaching 
dorm ; [ 7b ibn galltry 

Should the dcTccnding fliow’rs of hail redouble, 
And tiicfe rough billows hi(s, and boil and 
bubble, ^To the pit. 

He’ll launch no more on fuch fell fcas of 
ttouble. 
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§ 5^. Prologue to the Author \ 1757# FoOTB* 
cEV ERE their talk, who, in this critic age. 
With frelh materials furnifli out the dagc ! 
Not tb^it our fathers drain’d ihc comic ftorc; 
Frelh eharadlcrs fpriiig up as heretofore. 

Nature with novelty docs dill abound; 

On every lidc frelh follies may be found. 

But then the taftc of every gued to hit, Y 
To pleafe at once the gallery, box, and pit, f 
Requires, at lead, no common (hare of wit. J 
Tlioi’c who adorn the orb of higher life. 
Demand the lively rake or modilh wife; 

Whilll they who in a lower circle move, 

Yawn at their wit, and (lumber at their love. 

If light low mirth employs the comic fcenc, 
Suchmirth asdrives from vulgar minds thelptcQo, 
The polilh'd critic damns the wretched llulF, 
And cries— “ ’Twill pleal'c the gall’ries well 
‘ enough.” 

Such jarring judgments who can reconcile ? 

Since fops willfrown, where humble ti aders finile. 

To dalh the poet’s indfcdlual claim, 

And quench his third for univcrfal fame. 

The Grecian fabulid in moral lay 
Has thus addreCs'd the writers of his day. 

Once on a time, a Ton and lire, we’re told. 

The dripling tender, and the father old, 
Purchas’d a jack*ais at a country fair, 

To cafe their limbs, and hawk about their ware; 

But» 
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But as the Auegiih animal ^^ras weak, 

They fear'd, if both fhould mount( hii back would 
\ . break : 

Up gets the boy, the father leads the afs. 

And through the gazing crowd attempts to pafs. 
Forth from the tlirongthe grey-beards hobble out, 
hail the cavalcade with feeble fhout. | 
“ This the refpeft to rev’rciid age you Ihew, 
And this the duty you to parents owe > 
beats the hoof, and you are fet aftridc ; 

“ Sirrah I get down, and let your father ride.** ' 
As Grecian lads are fcldom void of grace, | 
The deednt* duteous youth rcfignM his place. 
Then a frcih murmur thiough the rabble ran, 
Br>ys, girls, wives, widow s,*all attack the man. 

“ Sure never was brute bcaft lb void of nature ! 

“ Have you no pity for the pretty creature ? 

** To your own b;jbv can you be unkind ? 

** Here — Suke, Bill, Betty— put the child be- 
» hind." 

Old Dapple next the clowns’ compaflipn claim’d : 

’Tis wondcimcnc them boobies ben't alhain’d ! 

** Two at a time upon the poor dumb beaft ! 

** They might as well liavccan*icdhim,at Icaft.” 
The pair, Itill pliant to the partial voice, 
Difmount, and bear the afs— then, what a noife 1 
Huzzas, loud laughs, low gibe, and bitter joke, 
From the yet filcnt fire, thelc words provoke : 
Proceed, my boy, nor heed their farther call ; 
Vain his attcmpts,who drives toplcafc them all." 


§ 59. Prologue to the Trip to Paris, Spoken by 
Mr, Sbuur at one of bis Benefits, Foots; 

tN former times there liv’d one Aridotlc, 

* Who, as the fong fays, lov’d, like me, his bottle. 
To Alexander JVlagnus he was tutor— 

( A’n’t you furpris’d to hear the learned Shuter?) 
But let that red — a new tale I’ll advance j 
A tale ? — no, truth ! mun — I’m juft come from 1 
France. 

From Paris I came ; why I went there, nomattcr 5 
1 ’m glad that once more I’m on this fide the water: 
’Tw.is to win a large wager that iiurricd me over; 
Bur I wifli’d to be oiFvvhen I came down to Dover. 
To fwallow fca-watcr the do6bors will tell yc, 
But the fight of fuch water at once fill’d my belly ; 
They who chufe it for phyfic may drink of the lea, 
But only to think on’t is phyfic for me. 

When I firft went on b^rd, Lord ! 1 heard fuch 
• a racket, ' - 

Such babbling and fquabbling, ’fore and aft, thro’ 
the packet; 

The paffengers bawding, the failors yo-ho-ing, 
The Ihip along daihing, the wiads aloft blowing ; 
Some fick, and fomc iwearing, fome ringing,fomc 
diricking, 

Sails hoifting, blocks rattling, the yards and-booms 
creaking; 

Stop the but the tars, ^ever minding our 

cafes. 

Took their chaws, hitch’d their trowfcrs, and 
grinn’d in our facest 
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We made Ciilais Toon, aiid were foon fet on fhorc. 
And 1 trod on French ground, where i ne’er trod 
before. 

The feene was quite chang’d; ’twas no more yo, 
yo-ho, 

Withdamme Jack, yes, hoy-— ordammeTom, no I 
’Twas quite t' other thing, mun, ’twas all corn-* 
plaifancc ; 

With cringes and ferapes we were welcom'd to 
France i 

Abi Monfeer they cried—- on ven w/, 

Tres untble fervant^ 5 Vr, we gldJ to fee you, 

I ne'er met fuch figures before in my .rambles, 
They flock’d round my carcafe like flies in the 
fliamblcs : 

To be crowded amongft them at firft I was loth. 
For fear they fliould ieize me, and foufe me for 
I broth. 

At laft, tho*, they call’d me my Lor Angleterre^ 
(Lord, had you then feen but my ftrut and mf 
flare ! ) 

IP'ee^ wte^ I cried, then— and put on a fw'ord; 
So at once Neddy Shuter turn’d into a lord. 

1 expected at France all the world and his wife, 
But I never was baulk’d fo before in my life : 

I (hould fee Avonders there, 1 was told by Monfen ; 
So I did, 1 faw things tliere were wonderful queer; 
Q^cer ftrccts and queer lioufcs, with people much 
queerer, 

Each one was a talker, but no one a hearer. 

1 loon had enough of their palhvottfic\ 

It’s a fine phrafe to iome folks, but nonlcnfe to me> 
All folks there arc drefs’d in a toy (hop like fliow 
A hodge-podging habit, ’twixt fidler.and beau; 
Such hats, and fuch heads too, luch coats and fuch 
fkirts— 

They fold me fomc ruffles— but T found the (hirts. 
Tnen, as to their dinners, their foups, and thteir 
ftewings, 

One ounce of meat fences for ten gallons of brevv^ 
ings; 

For a (lice of roaft beef how my mind was agog ! 
But for beef they produc'd Inc a fricafee’d frog: 
Out of window I tofs’d it, it wa'n't fit to cat. 
Then down flairs I jump’d, and ran into the l^rcet. 
’Twas not their palaver could make me determine 
To Hay where I found it was taftc to eat vermin. 
Frogs in Fiance may be fine, and their Grand Mo- 
narque clever * 

I’m for beef, and King George, and Old England 
for ever ! 


§ eo. Epilogue to the Minor \ 1760. 
^EAR the mad manfions of Moorficlda 1*11 

Friends, facers, mothers, fifters, ron8,nnd all, C 
Shut up your (hops, and liften tor my call. ^ 
With labour, toil, all fecond means difpcnfe, 

And live a rent-charge upon Providence. 

Prick up your cars; a ftory now I’ll tell, 1 ] 
Which once a widow and her child V 

1 knew the mother and her daughter weU ; J 
f f 4 Poor* 





ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Book 


Poor, it IS true, they were, but never wanted; 
Pt»r whatfoe’er they aiX'd was always granted. 
One fatal day the matron’s trudi was tried, 

She wanted meat and drink, and faintly cried. 
Chiy. Mother, you ciy I— 

Mother O child ! IVe got no bread. 

Cbikt, What matters that ? Why, Providence 
an't dead f 

With rcafi>n good this child the truth might fay i 
For there caipe in at noon, that very day, 

Bread, greens, potatoes, and a leg of mutton, 

A better futc a table ne’er was put on. 

Ay, that might be, ye cry, with thofc poor fouls j 
But we ne'er had a railier for the coals. 

And d'ye deferve it r How d’ye fpend your days * 
In paftimcs, prodigality, and plays ! 

Let's go fee Foote ’ O, Foott \ a precious limb ! 
dd Nick will ibon a foot-ball make of him ! 
For forcinoft rows in fidc-boxcs you (Iiove ; 
Think you to meet with fidc-hoxes above, 
Where giggling^' irk and powder'd fops may fit? 'I 
!No, you will all bo ciamiu’d into the pit, > 
And crowd the lioufc for Satan’s benefit— — J 
O ! what you I’nivcl ? — Well, do fo no more* 
Prop, to atone, your money at the dcor, 

Aad— if 1 pleafe — I'll give it to the poor, 


Mifs reads — Ihe melts— llie fighs— love Heals upon 

And then — alas, poor girl I— good night', pdor 
Honour ! 

* Thus of our Polly having lightly fpokc, 

‘ Now for our author— but without a joke, 

* Tho’ wits and journals, who ne’er fibb’d be-"^'*' 

fere, I / 

* Have laid this bantling at a certain door, V* 

< Where, lying (lore of faults, they'd fain heap j \ 

more, J 

< I now declare it, as a ferious muh, , 

‘ *Tis the firft folly of a fimple youth, 

‘ Caught and deluded by our harlot plays— - 

* Then crufh not in the fliell this infant Bayos ! 

‘ Exert your favour to a young beginner ; 

‘ Nor uie the ftripling like a batter’d finner.* 


§ 62. Prologue to All in the lV\ong\ 1761, Writ* 
U n and [(iok f n hy Mr, F o O'J' fc . 

T^O-NKtHT, be it known to box, gaU’ries, and 


pit» 


§ 6f. Prologue to Polly }lonejcombe\ 1760. 

Gakrick. 

TJITHER, in days of yore, from Spain orFrance, 

^ Came a dread ibrcervfs, her name Roinaiicc- 
O'er Britain’s ifle her wayward fpcils fhc call, 

And Common Stnfc in magic chain bound faft. 
in mad fublime did each fond lover woo, 

And in heroics ran each billet-doux : 

High deeds of chivalry their foie delight, 

Each fair a maid didrefs'd, each fWain a knight. 

Then might Statira Oroondates fee 
At tilts and tournamems, arm'd cap-a-pic. 

She too, on milk-white palfrey, launce in hand, 

A dwarf to guard her, pranc’d about the land. 

This liend to quell, his fword Cervantes drew, 

A Spaniili blade, Toledo .irue : 

Her tahfmans and magic wand he broke; 

Knights, genii, caftlcs, vantfli'd into fmoke* 

.. Rut now, the dear delight of later years, 

The younger fifter of Romance appears : 

Lefs fblcmn is her air, her drift the fame, 

And Novel her enchanting, charming name, 

^ Romance might ftrike ourgrave forefathers’ pomp, 

But Novel for our buck, and lively romp ! 

Caflandra’s folios how no longer read, 

' See two neat pocket volumes in their Head ! 

And then, fo fentirnental is the ftyte, 

So chaHe, yet fo bewitching all the ivhile ! 
plot and blopement, paflkm, rape, and rapture, 

Tlie total fum of dear— dear-chapter. 

’Tis not alone the ImalLtalk and the fmaR, 

TTis Novel moft beguiles the female heart. , 

♦ Thefe lines were added by Mr. Garrick, on its being reported that he was the author of tha piece ; aqd 
however huitteroHa aad ContaUt as ftridl matter of lift ai the dvlleft profe, 

Mi- 


J 

Will be open'd th’ original warehoufc of wit; 
The r.cvv iiKinuffidiirc, Fi>«^tcand Co. undertakers, 
Play, Opel a, panromime, farce — by the makers. 
We fcorn, like our bierhren, our fortunes to owe 
ToShakfpeare and Southcrne.toOtwny and Rowe; 
Tho’ our judgment may crr,yet our jullice is Ihewn; 
For we proiinl’c to infinf>le no woiks but our own ; 
And morciivp , on this you may firmly rely, 

If we can’t niuke you laugh, tliat we won’t make 
you cry ; 

For our monarch, wlio knew we were mirth- 
loving fouls. 

Has lock’d up his ligluning, his daggers, and 
bowls ; 

Refolv’d that in bufkins no heroes flionlJ fialk, 
lie has fliuf us quite out of the tragedy walk. 

No blood, no blank verfe — in ihoit, we're undone, 
Unlefs you’re contented with frolic and fun. 

If, tir’d of her round in the Ranclagh mill. 
There fhould be one female inclin'd to fit ftill ; 

If blind to the beauties, or Tick of the fquall, 

A party fliou’dn’tcluife to catch cold arVauxh.ill : 

If at Sadler's fwcet Wells the wine lltould be thick, 
The cheefccdkcs be four, or Mifs Wilkinfon fick ; 
If die fume of the pipe Ihould prove pow’rful iu 
June, 

Or the tumblers be lame, or the bells out of tune ; 
We hope you will call at our warehovife in Druiy : 
We’ve a curious alTortinent of goods, I aflurc ye, 
Doraeftic and foreign, indeed all kinds of wares, 
Englilh cloths, Irilh linens, and French pei-etin 
fairs* 

If, for want of good cuHoro, or Ioffes in trade. 
The poetical partners ihould bankrupts be made | 
If, from dealings too large, we plunge deeply in debt. 
And a whereas comes out in the Mufes^ Gazette, 
We’ll on you, our ailigns, for certificates call ; 
Tho* iufblvents, we’re honed, and give up our all. 
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^‘..Acquit 1 cant, L meat 
I Piol'cribc all lyinjr, wli 
ii£i^this, and every och 
f ConfidtT, Sir, if once ] 


] 


§ 63. Epilo^ui^ to tbt L\'ai\ 1761 ; betiveenMifs 
^ Gnwthum mid Old IVilding, 

jw. GV. TTOLD, Sir! 

Our plot concluded, and drift judice 
done, 

J.CC me be heard as counlcl for your Ion. 

> vi\cquit I can’t, I mean to mitigate; 

r%. *11 i..r . 

^ ocher earthly date ? 
nee you cry tt down, 

You’ll rtiiit up cv’ry coirce-houfe in town ; 

The ti'ibc of politicians will want ft)od,* 

Kven now ha'f familh’d — for the public good ; 
All Gnib-ftreet murderers of men and fciiib. 
And' every office (,f intelligence, 

All would be b‘ankru|'t!i, the whole lying race, 
And no Gazette to publiffi their dilgi ace. 

O. inU, 1 no mild a feiitence ! Mutt the good 
and great 

Tatriois be wrong’d, that book fellers may cat? 

M. Cr. Your patience, Sir; yet hear another 
w'ord, 

Turn to that hall where Juftlce wields her (word : 
'riiink in what nrirrow limits you would draw, 
Ilv this profcriptlon, all the Tons of I iw : 
l‘o\' ’tis the fix’d determin’d rule of courts, 
(Vynerwill tell you — nay, even CoVe’j, reports) 
All pleaders may, when difficulties life, 

'lo ‘.Min one truth expend an hundred lies 
Q. Wild. To curb this prafticc I umfomewhat 
loach ; 

A lawyer hns no credit but on onth. 

M. Gr. Then to:he fofier lex foiue favour Ihcw: 
Leave us polleffioii of our iiiodett No I 

O. ll'jld. O freely, Ma am,we'U thatallowancc 

give, 

So that two Noob be held affirmative:* 

1’!0\ ided ever, that your pifh and fie, 

Cn ail occalions, ihould be deem’d a lye. 

M. Gr. Hard rerm.^ I 
On this rcioinder then I reft my caufc : 
^iiould'all pay homage to truth’s facred laws, 

Let us examine wint would be the cafe ; 

Why, many a great man would be out of place. 
O. Wild! ’Twnuld many a virtuous chacadler 
reftore. 

M. Gr. But take a charaftcr from many more, 
O, Wild. Strong are your rca(bns,yet,crc 1 fub- 
mit, 

I mean to take the voices of the pit. 

Is it your pieafures that we make a rule, 

That cv’ry Ivar be proclaim’d a fool, 

Fit I'ubjcfts ri)r our author’s ridicule ? 


} 


{ 64. ProU^ue to the Earl of EJbx; 1761. 

M( 7 RFHY. 

■WHENE’ER’ the brave, the gen*rous, and the 
juft, 

Whene'er the patriot ilnks to filent duft. 

The tragic mufe attends the mournful herfc. 
And pays her tribute of immortal verfe. 

Infpir’d by noble deeds, (he feeks the plains 
In honour’s caufcj where mighty chiefs ar^ flaio; 
I 


And bathes with tears the fod that wraps the dead. 
And bids the turf lie lightly on his head. 

Nor thus content, Ihc opens death’s cold womb. 
And burtts the cearmentv of the awful tomb, 

To caft him up again— to bid him live, . 

And to the feene. his form and prefence give. 

Thus once-fam’d ElTcx at her voice appears. 
Emerging from the facred dutt of years. 

Nor deem it much, that we rc-trace, to-night, 
A rale to which you’ve liiteii’d with delight. 

I IcAv oft, of yore, to learned Athens' eyes 
Did new Elcftras and new Piiaedras rife I 
In Fmiice how many Theban monarchs groan 
For Laius’ blood, and inceft not their own I 
When there new (phigenias raife the fu»h, 

Frclh drops of pity gufti from cv’ry eye. 

On the fame theme tho’ rival witv .ippear. 

The heart ilill finds the lympathctic rear. 

If there f(»ft pity pour her plenteous ftorc. 

For fabled kings, and empires now no more ; 
Much more lliuuld you from freedom’s glorious 
plan, 

Who ff ill inherit all the riidus of man ; 

Much more Ihonid \uu with kindred Ibrrows 
For your own chiefs, your own domcfiic woe; 
Much more a Biitlfli ftc^ry fliould impart 
1 he warmett feelings to each Uritiffi heart. 


§65. Prologue to the Sdml for Lovers^ 176*# 
Writttn and fpoken by Mr. GarricK* 

qUCCESS makes people vain— the maxim’s 
^ true, 

We all cniifefs it, and not over new. 

The verieft cloCvn, who ftumps along the ilreets, 
And dofts his hat to each grave cit lie meets, 
Some twelve- months hence, bedaub’d with livei/ 
lace, 

Shall tliruft his faucy flambeau in your face. 

Not 1b our bard — ih*o’ twice yoiir kind applaufc 
Has, on this fickle fpot, cfpous’d his cauic ; 

He owns, with gratitude, th’ obliging debt; 

Has twice been favour’d, and is iividcft yet. 
Your giant wits, like thofe of old, may climb 
Olympus high, and tlep o*cr fpacc anci time; 
May ftride, with feVen- leagued bouts, from lliorq 
to fliorc. 

And nobly, by tranfgrcfling, charm ye more. 
Alas I our author dares not laugh at fcliools— 

, Plain fenfe co. fines his humbler mule to rules : 
He fhifts no feene— Bur here I ftopt him fliort— 
“ Not change your feenes ?'* laid 1— X’m furry 
for't; 


My conttant friends above, around, bclovv, ^ 
** Have Engiiffk taftes, and love both change and 
** fliow i 

** Without fuch aid even Shakfpears woul 4 be flat, 
** Our crowded pantomimes arc proofs of that. 

“ What eager tranfport ftarts from ev’ry eye, 

<< When pullies rattle, and our genii fly 1 
<< When tin cafcadcs, like falling waters, gleam, 
** Or through the canvas burtts the real ftream ! 

While chirtty Illingcon laments, in vain, 

« Half her New-river roll'd to Drury-lanc, 

Lor4, 
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Lord, Sir faid 1, gallery, boxes, pit, 
•* ITfl back my Harlequin againft your wit.*’ 

Tet (tiU the autlior, anxious for his play, 

Sliook hia wife head— What wiU the critics 

^‘fayr 

“ Sir — abafe you alf they can 

And what the ladies ? “ He's acharming man? 
A charmthg piece 1— one fcarce knows what it 
** means ; 

• But that’s m nwtter— when thcrc^s fuch fw'cet 
{cent's I'*" 

Siill he perfifts— and let him — €?tire nous — 

1 know your tadcs, and will indulge ’em too.. 
Change you fhall have ; fo fet your beam at cafe : 
Write as Jbe will, wc'll a£l it— plcafc. 


§ 66:. Pivfo^ne upon Prologues, 

Him, Spoken fy Mr, King, 


10 itx ueuce ts 


Garrick 


] 


Jhkl, igai{, it ii'Ul do for any other pUy as well 
as this, Bayes.- 

A N old trite proverb let me quot<^— 

^ As » your cloth, fu cut your coat. 

To futt OUT author, and his farce, 

Short k‘t me be, f«‘r wit is fcarcc j 
Skir would X fhew it, had I any ^ 

The reafona why arc ftrong and many. 

Should 1 have wk, the piece have none, 

A iiaih in pan with empty gun, 

The piece is fure to be undone. 

A tavern with a gaudy iign, 

Whole bulh'is better than tlie wine,, 
llay dicat you once — Will that device, 
lieat as rm^rted, cheat you twice ? 

TFia wrong to raife your cxpc^atioiis : 

Poets, be dull in cTedications ! 

Dulnefs in theft to wit prefer 

But there, inefced, you Icldom err. 

In prologues, prefaces, he flat ? 

A filw button fpoils your hat. 

A thread-bare coat might jokes rfeape, 

Pid not the blockheads lace the cape. 

A caft in point to this before yc ^ 

Allbw me, pray, to tell a ftory. 

Ttf turn tlic i^ciiny, once, a wit 
Fpoii a curious fuicy hit ; 

Kung out 3 board, on whiclt he boafted. 

Dinner for tlircc-pence, boil'd and roafted» 

The hungry read, and in tltey trip, 

With eager eye, and fmackiiig lip— • 

• Here, bring this boil'd and roaftad, pray — ” 
Emci: potatoes, drefs'd each way. 

All ftaf'd and rofcy^tbe houfe foribok, 

And ibmn’d the dinner— kick'd the cook* 

- My landlord fbun^ poor Pativck Kelly ? 

^ Thm was no jpkrng with the belly. 

Xhefc ia£Ys laid <Wn, then thus f reafesi^ 
Wit ii» a proioguc ’ s out' of ibaftn. 

Tef ftill will you for jokes At Watching, 

Like Cock •^tane folks for Fanny's fcratching, 

. And here ray fiintlc V ft fit, 
iFor prologues arc but ghofis of wit i 
5 


EXTRACTS^ gooK V. 

Which mean to fliew their art and ikiU, 

And ftratch you to their author's wilU 
In ihort, for reaftns great and fmall, 

’Tis better to have none at all. 

Prdlogucs and ghofts ? — a paltry trade— 

So let ’em both at once be laid ! 

Say but the word — give your commands, « 

We’ll tie our prologue-monger’s hands : 

Confine thefe culprits I \holdtng up bis hands^ bind 
’em tight : 

Nor girls can feratch, nor fot)ls can WTitc. 


§67. Epilogue to Eiviret; 176 $. Garrick. 
r ADIES and gentlcmtp — 'tis fo ill-bred— 

^ We have no epilogue, bccaufc I’m dead ; 

For he, our liard, with phrcnzy-rolling eye. 
Swears you lhan’t laugh, when he has made you cry. 
At which I gave his ilceve a gentle pull, 

Suppofe they fhoiild not cry, and (bould be dull ; 
In fuch a cafe, ’twould furcly do no harm ^ 

A little lively nonfenfe taken warm, 

On critic ftomachs delicate and queafy, 

'Twill even make a heavy meal lit eaf^. 

The town hates epilogues — it is not true, 

I anfwer’d that for — and and yw/ — 

i'Tb Pit, Boxes, and F/rf Gall, 
They call for epilogues and hornpipes too. 

[T« the Upper Gall, 

Madam, the critics fay— to you they’re civil, 
Here, if they have 'em not, they’ll play the devil. 
Out of this houfc, fir, and to you alone, 

1 hey ’ll fniilc, cry Bravo ! charming'. — Here they 
groan : 

A Tingle critic will not frown, look big, 

XJarmlcfs and pliant as a fingle twdg ; 

But crowded here they change, and ’tis not odd, 
For twigs, when bundled up, become a rod. 
Critics to bards, like bc'iutits to eacli other. 

When tele d tele their enmity they fmothcr : 

“ Kifs me, my dear — how do you ? — charming 
^ creature ! 

“ What fhape ? what bloom ? what fptrit in each 
feature ! 

** You flatter me — 'pon honour, no. — You do— 
My friend— my — XX*ar linceiely yours— 
•• adieu !” 

, But when at routs, tlic dear friends change their 
tone ; 

I fpeak of foreign ladies, not otw* owm. ' 
i Will yon permit, gootl firs, thefe gloomy folk 
To give ail tragedy without one joke ? * 

They gravely tell us, Tragedy’s dcfign’d 
To purge the paffion^, purify the mind : • ^ 

To which 1 fay, to flfirke thole blockheads dumb> 
W'ith ph) lie always give a fugar-plum, , 

1 love theft fu^ar-plums in profe or rhymes : 

No one is merrier than myfelf ftmetimes 1 ^ 

Yet I, I, with tears and conftant moan. 

Am muted down almoft to ikin and bone : 

This night, in (ighs and fobs 1 drew my breath ; 
Love, marriage, rreafon, prifoii, poifon, death, 
Were fcarce fufficient to complete my fate ; 

Two children were thrown in, to make up 
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With all thcfe fuff rings, is it not provoking^ 4 69. Prologue Jpoken by Mr^ love, on the ofenjw^ 
be.dcnied at laft a little joking ? the new Theatre on RicbmontUGreen \ 1765. 

It they will make new law^, for mirth's fake OiVRRiciC* 

break ’em ; 'TiHE (hip now launch’d, with nccelTuries ftor*d» 

Roar oat for epilogues, and let me fpcak 'em. ^ R'gg'Ji niann’J, wcU-built, and atich freight 
• ^ onboard, 

' All ready, tight and trim, from head to po<^p. 

And, by comminion, made a royal (loop} 

5 . Mr. Foote s Addrrfi to the Puhih', after a Pro- May Heaven fromtempefts, rucks, and privatccn» 

f c ution uinjl him for a Libel ; 1764* Prtferve the Richmond !— Give her, boys, threo 

Foote. cheers ! {Three huzzas behind^ 

Queen Mab, ourShakfpeare lay s, and I believe him» 
TjUSH ! let me fearch before I fpcak aloud— In fleep haunts each vain mortal, to deceive him: 

Is no informer (kulking in the crowd ? As in her hazel-nut (he lightly trips, 

With art laconic noting all that’s faid, By turns, o’er eyes, cars, lingci's, nofe, and lips. 

Malice at heart, indictments in hU head ; Each quicken’d fenfc lb(;h fweet enchantment 

Prepar’d to levy all the legal war, feizes, 

And roufc the clamorous legions of the bar? VVe hear, fee, fmell, taftc, touch— whate'er (hn 


fuution a^uinjl him for a Libel i 1764 . 

Foote. 

TlUSH ! let me fearch before I fpcak aloud— 
Is no informer Ikulking in the crowd ? 
With art laconic noting all that’s faid, 

Malice at heart, indictments in hU head ; 
Prepar’d to levy all the legal war, 

And roufc the clamorous legions of the bar? 

Is there none fuch r— Not one ?— then, enfre ^ 


r— Not one ?— then, enfre ^ plcafts. 

I Look rou nd this hou fe , and va vii 
, tho’ ftrangc, yet true ; f Strong glaring proofs that Mab 
lit be made by you. J She caught me napping, kneu 


I will a tale unfold, tho’ ftrangc, yet true ; I 
The application mult be made by you. J 

At Athens once, fair quem of arms and arts. 
There dwelt a citizen of mt^eratc parts * ; 
Piccife his manner, and demure his looks, 

His mind unlctter’d, tho* he dealt in books ; 
Amorous, tho* old ; tho* dull, lov’d repartee j 
And penn’J a paragraph inoft daintily ; 

He aim’d at purity in all he faid, 

And never once omitted eth, or ed\ 

In haih^ and doth, was rarely known to fail, 
Hiinfelf the hero of each little talc. 

With wits and lords this man was much de- 
lighted, 


Look rou nd this hou fe, and various proofs you'll feCt 
Strong glaring proofs that Mab has Ikcii with rac. 
She caught me napping, knew where I was vaiiip 
And tickled cv’ry ftbre of my brain: 

Deep in my munjsg (deep as L was able) 
Methought I faw her driving towards my table ; 
She whiik’d her chariot o’er my books ana fliclveSf 
And at my ftandiih flopp’d her tiny elves. 

What are you fcribbling there ? — Quick, let me 
ice 

“ Poll ! leave this nonfenfe, and along with me 1** 
r, grinning, bow’d—** Bright ftar of Lilliput! 

•** Shall 1 not crowd you in your haz(d*nut ?’^ 
She fmil’d; and, (hewing me a largc-fiz’d hamper^ 
** Get into this, my friend, and then we’ll fcamper.** 


And once (it has been faid) was near being I for this frolic wanting quick digeftion, 


> knighted. 

One Ariftophancs (a wicked wit, 

Who never heeded grace in what he writ) 

Had mark’d the manners of this Grecian fage. 
And, thinking him a fubjedi for tlic ftage, 

Had from the lumber cull’d, \vith curious care. 
His voice, his looks, his gefture, gait, and air, 
His aftedtation, confequt ncc, and mien, 

And boldly launch’d him an the comic feene. 
Loud peals of plaudits through the circle ran. 
All felt the farirc, for all knew the man. 

Then Pi:iLv-^Pei)os was his claflic name, 
Fearing the lofs of dignity and fame, 

To a grave lawyer in a hurry flies, 

Opens his purfe, and begs his beft advice. 

T|je fee fccur’d, the lawyer ftrokes his band, 

** The cafe you put 1 fully underftand 
' The thing is plain from Caeos’s reports, 

' For rules of poetry a'n’t rules of courts : 


Sent to my tongue, poft-haftc, another queftion ; 
But, crack ! (he went, before that 1 could afk it) 
She in her ftage — I, FalftalT, in the bafket: 

She wav’d her wand, then burft in fits of laughter. 
To fee me rolling, funding, tumbling after : 
And 1 l:|ugh'd too— Could you of laughing fail, 
To fee a minnow towing of a whale ? 

At laft we refted on a hill hard by, 

With a fweet vale, to feaft' the glutton eye— 

** ril (hew you more,” (be faid, ** to charm and 
“ move us j” 

And to the gardens, quick asthought, (he drove us : 
Then, pointing to the (hade— “ There, there they 
arc, 

** Of this moft ha.^py iftc the happieft pairl** 

O, may thofe virtuous raptures never ceale. 

Nor public cares difturb their private peace! 

She hgli’d— and like the lightning was (bo fceo. 
To drive her chariot o'er this fav vice green; 


A libel this I’ll make the mummer know j Straight tothisfpot— where (hcinfus’dluchthings) 


« It.”— 

A Grecian conftablc took up the poet, 
Reftrain’d the fallics of his laughing mufe, 
Call’d harmlcfs humobr Iwndalous abufc : 
The bard appeal’d fitmi this fevcrc decree, 
Th’ indulgent public fet the prisoner free-. 
Giecce \m to him what Dublin is to me. 


Might turn the heads of twenty playhoufe kings^ 
But fear difperfmg all my golden dream. 

And ( juft entering on tnis fairy*£cbeme; . 
With wild furprife, I caft my eyes about, 
Dclufion ends— and now I wake to doubt: 

O, may the dream be realis'd by you I ‘ 

V our rmiJes or frowns can make bdfeor ttue* 


* George Faulkner, Booklclkr. 
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§ 70. Prologue to Much ado about Nothing, affhd 
hy ComMonU ef their Mu^efikt, 1765. Written 
imd fiokcn Uy Mr , Garrick, beine bis firj 
Appearetnce after bis Return from Laly, 

ITH*4ovibt|r 5oy» apprthenfion, almoft dumb, 
^ * T 0 face this awful court, gnee more 1 come : 
Left Benedick fhould lulFcr by my fear, 
l^cfore he entcic, I inylclf am here. 

I’m iold ( vvliat flattery tp my hcai t ! ) that you 
Have wiih'd to tec me ; nay, liave preis’d it too 
Alas ! Will prove another Much add. 

7 , like a boy who long has truant play’d, 

No leflbfts got, no exercifes made. 

Oh bloody Monday takes his feaiful ftand. 

And often eyes the birchen-fceptcr’d hand. 

*Tis twice twelve years flnee firft the ftage 1 trod, 
l?-njoy’d yourfmiles, and felt the ciiiics rod : 

A very nine-pin I, my ftage life through ; 
Knock’d down by wits, fet up again by you. 

In four-and-twenty years the fpirits cool 5 
L it not long enough to play the fool ? 

To prove it is, permit me to repeat 

What late I heard, in palling tlirough the ftrect : 

A youth of parts, with ladies by his (ide, 

Thps cock'd his gtafs, and thro’ it (hot my pride : 

'Tis he, V»y Jove » grown quite a clumfy fellow j 
“ He’s fit for nothing— but a Punchinello !’* 

O yes, for comic Cccncs, Sir John— no further : 
lJi;’s much too fat— for battles, rapes, and 
♦<murthcr!” 

Worn in the icrvice, you my faults will fpare. 
And make allow nice for tlie wear and tear. 

The Chelfca penfioiior, who, nch in fca^, 
Kighrs o’er, in prattle, all hi> former wars ; 

Tho' paft the fervice, may the young ones tcacli 
'ro march — preient— 10 fire— and mount the 
breach. 

Should the drum heat to arms, at firft he’ll grieve 
Vor wooden leg, loft eye, and arralcfs llcevc : 
Then cocks his hat, looks fierce, and fwclls his 
cheft ; 

’Tis for my king; and, zounds 1 I’ll do my beft," 


j 7 1 . Prologue to the Clandejline Marriage ; 1766. 

Garrick. 

P ORTS and painters, who from nature draw 
Their heft and richeft ftores, have made this 
law ; 

That each ihould neighbourly afliift His brother. 
And fleal with decency from one another. 
To*night, your ihatchlcfs Hoganh gives the 
thought, 

Whtdi from the canvas to the ftage is brought j 
And who fo fit to warm the poet’s mind. 

As he who pi^Iur'd morals and mankind ? 

But not the fame thek chambers and feenes ; 
Both labour for one end, by diff*rent means ; 
Bach, as it fuits hini, ukea a fisp*rate road. 

Their one great objefi, marring a la mode ; 






V*. 


[ Where titles deign with cits to have and hold, 

I And change rich blood for more ihbftamial goLf'^t ! 
‘•And honour’d trade from int’reft turns afidc, 

To hazard happinefs for titled pride. 

The painter dead, yet Hill he charms the eye ; 
While England lives, his fame can never die : ^ 
But he, who llruts his hour upon the ftage, 

Can {carce extend his fisme for half an age^ 

Nor pen nor pencil can the adtor favc ; 

The art and artift fliare one common grave. 

O let me drop one tributary tear - 

On poor Jack FalftatV's grave, and JulieVs bier ^ ( 
You to their worth muft tcftimony give ; 

'Tis in your hearts alone their fame can liv'c ; 
Still as the fccnes of life will ihilt away, 

The ftrong impreflions of their art decay. 

Your children cannot feel what you have known ; 
They’ll boaft of Quins and Cibhcis of Uicir own* 
The greateft glory of our liappy few. 

Is to be felt, and be approv’d, by you. 


5 7Z. Prologue to tbeTt^dorsy 1767. 

Garrick. 

^IIIS night we add fome heroes to ourltorc, 
Who never wxre as heroes feen before j 
No bluft’ring Romans, Trojans, Greeks, fliall 
rage; 

knights, arm’d cap d pU^ lliall crowd our 
ftage ; 

Nor lhall our Henries, Edwards, take the field, 
Oppoling fword to {\vord, and llncld to Ihield ; 
With otner inftrumeiu^ our troop appears; 
Needles to thimbles lhall, and flicars to llicars ; 
With parchment gorgets, and in burkram arin’d^ 
Cold-blooded taylors are to heioes warm’d, 

And (lip-ihod Hide to war. — No lions’ glare, 

No cyc-balls llalhing fire lhall make you ftarc ; 
Each outfidc lhall belyc the ftulT vvitliin : 

A Roman fpirit in each Taylor’s Ikin— 

A taylor-legg’d Pompey, Callius, lliall you fee. 
And the ninth part of Brutus ftrut in me ! 

What though no fwords we draw, no daggers 
ihake, 

Yet can our warriors a quietus make 

With a bare bodkin.— Now be dumb, yc railcrs, 

And never, but in honour, call out te^lort ! 

But thefc are herpes tragic, you will cry ; 

O, very tragic I and I’ll tell you why— ^ 
Should female artifts with the male combine, 
And mantua-makers with the taylors join ; 
Should all, too proud to work, their trades give 
o’er, 

Not to be footh'd again by lix-pcnce more ; 

What horrors would cufue !— Firft yon, yc beaux 
At ovlce lofe all exiftence with your cloches ! 

And you, ye fair, where would your defence t 
This is no golden age of innocence 1 
Such drunken baechanals the Graces meet. 

And no police to gpard the naked ftrect : 


* Mr. Quin and Mrs. Cibber both ilej a UtUe before^ 
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Beauty Is weak, and paffion bold and ftrong— 
but modefty leftrains my tongue. 
^T:iv this nigl'.t's bard a (kilful taylor be, 

Azit\ like a well-made coat his tragedy. 

7 bo’ dole, yet eafy ; decent, but not dull ; » 
^ort, but not fcaniy j without buckram, full. 


§ 73. to the EngWJh Merrhi^Kt ; 1767. 

Garrick. 

k‘///dr Lacly Alton [Mrs. Ahhgt9n\ in a pt^JJion\ 
Spatter [Mr, Kingl folUnving, 

X, Alton, T’LL hear no more, thon wretch ! 
Spatter, Attend to rcalbn ! 

L, Alton, A woman of my rank, 'tis petty 
trLafonI 

Hear rcafon, blockhead ' reafon ! what is that? ! 
Hid me wear pattens and a high-crowh’d hat ! 
Won’t you begone ^ What, won’t you ? What’s 
your view ? 

Spatter. Humbly to ferve the tuneful nine in 
you — 

L. Alton, I renounce fuch things ; 

Xot Phabus now, but vengeance, fweops the 
ftrings : 

ATv mind is difeord all ! — I fcorn, deteft 
All human kind— you more than all the reft, 

, Spatter. I humbly thank you, Ma’aui — but 
weigh the matter. 

]L, Alton. I won't hear real’on I and I hate you. 
Spatter ! 

Myfeif, and cv’ry thing. 

, Spatter. That 1 deny ; 

\ou love a little niifchief, fo do Ij 
And mifehief I have for you. 

L. Alton. How’ > where ? when > 

Will you ftab Falbridge? 

SpafUr, Yes, Ma’am— with my pen. 

L. Alton. Let loofc, my Spatter, till to death 
you’ve ftung ’em. 

That green-eyed monftcr, jcaioufy, among ’em. 

Spatter. 7 ' 0 dafh at all, the fpii it of my trade is, 
Men, women, children, paribns, lords, and ladies. 
There will be danger. 

L. Alton. And ihere lhall be pay— 

Take my purfe, Spatter ! [0/ves it him, 

Spatnr, In an honeft way. 

[Smiles ^ ami takes it, 
i. Aim. Should my lord beat you— 
Spatter. Lct^ Jhem laugh that win : 

For all my bruifes here’s gold-beaters ikin ! 

[Chinking the furjk, 
Z. Alton. Nay, Ihould he kill you 1 
Spatter 4 Ma'am ? 

L. Alton, My kindnefs meant 
To pay your merit with a monument ! 

Spatter. Vour kindnefs, Jady, ukes away My 
breath ; • 

We*ll ftop, with your good leave, on this fide death. 

L. Alton. AttackAmelia,bothinverfcandprofe, 
Your wit can make a nettle of a rofe. 


Spatter, A ftinglng-ncttlc for his loidfidp** 
breaft : 

And to my ftars and daihes leave the reft, 
ril make tlum milcMbU-, mver fear*. 

Pout in a month, and part :n half a yeaiT. 

I know my genius, and ean truft my plan ; 
rii break a woman’s heart with any man. 

Z. Alton, Thanks, thanks*, dear Spatter 1 bt 
fcvcrc and bold ! 

Spatter, No qualms of confcicncc with a purl© 
of gold. 

Tho* pill’rics threaten, and tho* crab-fticks fall. 
Yours arc my heart, foul, pen, cars, bones, imd alL 

[Zuv; Spfitteu 

Im Jv Alton alone. 

Thus to the winds at once iny cares I ftaftcr— 

O, 'tis a clurmlng lafcal, this lame Spatter! 

. Hio precious miicuief makes the llortn luhfidc ! 

Mv anger, ihank my ftarsl nil fiolc fiom pride i , 
Pilde ihould belong to us alone ai fjitTuon ; 

And let the mob i ike love, that vulgar paiiioii— 
I-.OVC, pity, tendernefs, arc only made 
For poets, Abigails, and folks m trade. 

Some cits a\x)ut their feelings make a fufa, 

And feme arc better bred — who live with us. 

How low Lord Kalhridgc is !— He takes a wife, 
To love, and cherifb, and be fin’d for life I 
Thinks mairragc is a comforr.felo Irate, 

No pteafure like a vartuons tete a tilt I 
Do our lordi iulHco, for 1 wonld not wrong 
Tlieic* arc iv^t many fuch poor fouls an*.o,ng 'em. 
Our turtles from the town will fly 'vith ipCLd, 
And ril fortlfl the vulgir life th*e^'1I lead. 

W ith love and caff grown fat, they Oce all wtatlier,, 
And, farmers l)oih, trudge arm in arm together. 
Now view their (lock, now in their nurfery prattle, 
For ever with tb( ir children or their cattle. 

Like the dull milMioi-re in one loundrhcy keep;. 
They walk, talk, fondle, dine, and fall afleep; 

“ Their cuftom alway; in tlie afternoon—” 

He bright as Sol, and Ihe the chafte full moon ! ^ 
Wak’d with her ceffbe, ^fadam lirft begins, 

She rubs her eyes, bi> lordfhiprubs his iliins; 

She fips and Inurk'* — Next week ’s our w cd- 
“ ding- day, 

“ Mariied feven years *and cv’ry hour more 
“gay!” [Ta^vns, 

“ True, ICiiimy,” cries my lord, “ the bJelfing 
’ “ lies, 

“ Our hearts in ev’ry thing fo fyropathizc ' ” 

[Yarms. 

Tjie day thus fpent, my lord for mufic calls ; 

He thrums the bafe, to which my lady fipialls ; 
The children join, which fo delight thefe nin- 
nies, 

The brats foem ail Guaduccics, LQvatrnts. 
—What means this qwalmf— Why,fuTe, whi$e 
I’m deipiling, 

That vulgar pafflon, Envy, is not rifiiig 1 ' , 

O no ! — Contempt is ftruggling to burft out--* ^ 
I’ll give it vent at Lady rout, 

\Exit bafiiiy. 

§ 74. 
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§ 74. ifthgu* t$ ZemMa Sioiea fy Mrs, 

Mngton, Oarrick. 

[She peeps through the curtain. 
TJ OW do you all, good folks ?— In tears, for 
** ciertatn; 

I'll oOly take a peep behind the curtain : 

You're all ib full of tragedy and fadnefs, 

For me to come among you, would be madnefs ! 
This is no time for giggling-^when you We lei- 
fiHre, 

C^l out for me, and Til attend your plcafurc $ 
As foldiers hurry at the beat of drum, 

Beat but your hands, that inftant I will come. 

[She enters upon their clapping. 
This is ib good ! to call me out fo foon— - 
The Comic Mufe by me entreats a boon ; 

She call'd for Pritchard, her lirft maid of honour, 
And begg'd of her to take the talk upon her ; 
But ihc, I'm fure you'll all be Tony for 't, 
Rciigns her place, and Toon retires from court : 
To bear this lofs we courtiers make a fhift. 
When good folks leave us, worfc may have a lift. 
The Comic Mufe whole cv’ry finiJc is grace, *j 
And her ftage filler, with her tragic face, > 
Have had a quarrel-— each has writ a cafe ; J 
And o» their friends alTcmblcd now I wait, 

To give you of their dilF’rcncc a true ftate, 
Melpomene complains, when fhc appears, 

For five good a6ts, in all her pomp of tears, 

Tb raife your fouls, and with your raptures 
wing ’em, 

Nay, wet .your handkerchiefs, that you may 
wl^rng 'em— 

Some flippaiit.hulTey, like myftif, comes in; 
Crack goes her fan, and with a gigglhig grin, 
Hey ! Prefto ! pals !"— all topfy-turvy fee. 

For ho, ho, ho ’** is chang’d to “ he, he, he !* 
^Ve own'd the fault, but 'tis a fault in vogue ; 
'Tis theirs who call and bawl for— Epilogue I 
O, lhame upon you ? — for the time to come, 
Know better, and go mifcrabic home. 

What fays our comiegoddefs ?— With repror dies. 
She vows her filler tragedy encroaches ! 

And, fpite of all her virtue and ambition. 

Is known to have an amorous difpolitiun 1 
For in Falfc Delicacy — ^wondrous fly, W 

Join’d with a certain Iriflimau — O fie I % 
She made you , when you ought to laugh , to cry. 3 
Her filler’s fmilcs with tears the tried to iinoiher,“1 
Rais'd fuch a tragi-comic kind of pother, L 
You laugh'd with ojic eye, while you cried j 
with t'other. 

What can be dope ?— fad work behind the fccnes ! 
There comic females fcold with tramc queens ; 
Each party difiPrent ways the foe al&ijis, 

Thefe fliake the daggers, thofo prepare their nails. 
*Tit you alone muftMlm thefe dire milhaps. 

Or wc (hall Hill continue pulling caps. 

What is yoiir will ?— I read it in your faces. 
That all hereafter take their proper places, 

Shake hands, and kifs, and mends, and bum 
their cafes* 


■} 


§ 75' ^pslogve Jpoken by Mrs. Pritchard, m her 
quitting the Sia^e•,l^(,%. Garrick. 

• ^ 

^HE curtain dropt — my mimic life is paft. 
That fccne of lleep and terror was my laft. 
Could I in fucli a feene my exit make. 

When fv'ry rc*al feeling is awake ? ^ 

Which beating here, fuperior to all art, 

Burfts in full tides from a moll grateful heart* 

' I now appear mylelf, diftrefs’d, Jifmay'd, 
More than in all the charaOers I’ve play’d ; 

In adled palflon, tears may seem to flow, 

“ But I have tliat within that palfcih fhbw.” 

Before I go, and this lov’d Ipot forfuke. 

What gratitude can give, my wilhcs, take ; 
[Upon your hearts may no amiftion prey, 

Which cannot by the ftage be chas’d away ; 

And may the ftage, to plcafc each virtuous mind. 
Grow cv’ry day more moral, more refin’d, 

Refin’d from grolfnefs, not by foreign flcill: 
Weed out the poifon, but be Englifli Hill i 
To all my brethren whom I leave behind. 

Still may your bounty, as to me, be kind ; 

To me tor many years your favours flow’d. 
Humbly receiv’d — on final I defert beftnw’d ; 

For which I feci — what cannot be exprefs’d — 
Words are too weak — my tears mull fpeak the reft. 


§ 76 . Prologue to the Goocl^ftaiitrcd MMt\ 1768 . 

Johnson. 

pREST by the load of life, the weary mind 
^ Surveys the gen’ral toil of human kind, 
With cool fubmiirion joins the lab’ ring train, 
And focial forrow lolls half its pain ; 

Our anxious bard without complaint may fharc 
This buftling ilafon’s epidemic care ; 

Like Caifar’s pilot dii^iificd by fate, 

Toft in one common ftorm with all the great ; 
Diftreft alike the ftatcfman and the wit, 

When one a Borough courts, and one the Pit. 
The bufy candidates for power and fame 
Have hopes, and fears, and wilhcs Juft the fiime; 
Dlfablcd both to combat, or to fly, 

Mull hear ail taunts, and hear without reply. 
Uncheck’d on both loud rabbles vent their rage. 
As mongrels bay the lion in a cage. 

Th* offended burgefs hoards his angry talc, 

For that bicft year when all that vote m^ rail ; 
Their fehemes of fpite the poet's foes difmils. 
Till that glad night when all that hate may hifs. 

“ This day the powder’d curls and golden coat,’* 
Says fwcllingCrilpin, begg'd a cobler’s vote 
“ This night our wit,” the pert apprentice cries, 
** Lies at my feet ; 1 hifs him, and he dies.” 
The great, 'tis true, can charm th’ electing tribe; 
The bard may fupplicatc, but cannot brim. 

Yet judg'd by thole whofe voices ne’er were fold. 
He feels no want of all-perfuading gold ; 

But confident of praife, if praife be due, 

Trufts without fear to men: and to you* 


The left ftcoe of Lady MacUAi 
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§ 77 . Prologtu to Falje D£lii:acy\ Spoken 

by Mr. Khg. Garrick. 

T’M vex’d — quite vex’d— nnd you’ll be vex’d 
* — ^that’s worfc— 

Todcal with flubborn fci ibblcrs— there’s the curfe. 
Write moral plays — the blockhead ?— why, good 
people^ 

Y ou’ll fooii expert this houfe to wear a ftccplc ! 
For our fine piece, to let you into fa^bs, 

Is quire a fermon — only preach’d in afts. 

You’ll icarcc believe me, till the proof appears; 
But even I, Tom Fool, mull Ihcd feme tears ; 
Do, ladies, look upon me — luiy, no fimpering; 
I'liink you this face was ever made forwhimp’ring? 
Can L a cambric handkerchief difplay, i 
Thump my unfeeling breaft, and roar away ? f 
Why this is comical, ;>erhaps you’ll fay. J 
Refolving this ftrange awkward bard to pump, 

1 aik’d him what he meant?— He, Ibmcwhat 
plump, 

Kew purs’d his belly, and his lips thus biting— 

I muft keep up the dignity of writing 1” — 
You may, but if you do, Sir, I muft tell ye, 
You’ll not keep up that digniy of belly.* 

Still he preach’d on — ■“ Bards of a former age 
“ Held up abandon’d pictures on the ftage; 

** Spread out their wit, with fafeinaring art, 

** And catch’d rhe fancy, to corrupt the heart : 

** But, happy change ! in thcle more moral days, 
** You cannot fport with virtue, even in plays; 

** On virtue’s fide his pen the poet draws. 

And holdlv alks a hearing for his caufe.” 
Thus did he prance and fwcll. — The man mayprate, 
And feed thefe whimfics in his addle pate, 

That you'll proicft his Mufc becaufc fhe’s good ; 
A virgin, and lb chaftc ' — O lud I O lud ! 

No Mule the critic beadle’s lalh cfcapcs ; 
Though virtuous, if a dosvdy and a trapes ; 

If his come fortli a decent likely lafs, 

You’ll Ipcak her fair, and grant the proper pafs : 
Or Ihould hisbrainbe turn’d with wild pretences, 
In three hours time you’ll bring him to his fenfes j 
And well you may,' when in your j»ow’r you get 
him ; 

In tlvit Ihort fpacc, you blifter, bleed, and fwcat 

hiiTi. 

Among the Turks, indeed, he’d run no danger; 
They n^rod hold a madman and a ftrangcr. 


Firft, teething, in lingo of fchbols call’d an ode j 
All critics, they told me, allow'd vciy good : 

One faid— you may take it for truth. 1 aflfure ye, 
*T\vas made by the little great man of old Drniy, 
^ my brother Mur/fVi (for whole fake, d’ye hear^ 
Tltis night iM a mind IW a touch at Shakfpoarc 
But, honcftly fpcaking, I take more delight m 
A bit of g(X)d fun, thait drums, trumpets, ailA 
fighting. 

The proccifion, ’twas faid, would have been a fiat 
train, 

Butcould not move forward— O la ! — forthc rainl 
Such tragical, comical folks, and lb fine — 

Whut pity it was that the fun did iiot Ihinel 
Since huhes, and baioncts. aldermen, ’iquuest 
All went to this Jubilee full of defiles. 

In crowds, as they go for to fee a new play ; 

" And when it was done— why, they all cameawaf 1 
Don’t let me forgct~a main part of tlu; fiiow„ 
Was long-taii'd fine comers, by fun’d Angcks* 
Some turtle 1 got, which they call pajhapec^ 

But honeft roaft beef ’s die beft turtle for me. 

1 hare all ragouts ; and, like a Ixild Briton, 
Prefer good plum-pudding to aught J e’er bitttii. 
I drank too (and now I a poet inny be) 

From a charming fine cup of the mulberry tree. 
To bed I muft go— for which, like a ninny, 

1 paid, like my betters, no lefs tlian a guinea. 
For rolling— -not iletping— >n linen fo damp, 

As ftruck my great toe, ever fince, with the crasttp. 
Thus fleec'd — ia my jiockct I felt a great Imart- 

• i 

Yet griev’d not when I and tliC fplinfcVs v/crc 
parting, | ' 

I ’Twas worth ten times more to hcarfwect bro- ; 

ther Min /in, ^ 

He fpokc, till poor Scrub was juft fit, with one eye 
To laugh, while the other was ready to cry. 
Which makes me now tell you, without any brag; 
He’s a fccond to none bur the ^Varwickftiire wag. 
j The Jubilee over, i camo to this place, 

! To tell )ou my ftory, and fue for ycur grace: 
You never refus’d it— vet never before, 

I With granting fuch kindnefs, bound grultude 
mure. 

I live but to own, with a diligent fpiiit, 

Y our favourr, have cN-vr outrun my llight merit. 


I ^S. StntFs Trip fo the Jubiieei Spoken 

' Mr. Wejhn. 


T?R0M Stratford arriv’d — ^piping hot— gentle- 
^ folks, 

From the rartft of ihows, and moll wonderful 


jokes, ' 

Your fiinple acquaintance, Scrub, comes to declare, 
^Twas fuller, by far, than our Litchfield great fair; 
^ch crowds of fine ladies, fcix^nading and fmging, 
SJlich firing of loud patercroes, and rincing— 

To tell it in London, mutt feem aU a fable ; 
Aad^u I will tell it — as well as I’m able- 


§ 79. Preh^JfC toDoPlcr I^flinhis Cbatht\ 17^9. 
Sjoien by Mr. Foote* Gakricjc. 

Y our fcrvaini, kind matters, from loitom totop. 
Be allur'd, while 1 breathe, or can ftand*4i 
mean, hop ; 

Be you pleafed to finiJe, or be plcafcd to gntnible^ 
Be whatever you plcafcjl’m ftiJl your moll humble. 
As to laugh is a right only given to man, 

To keep u]} that right is my pride and tny plait. 
Fair ladies, don’t frown ; £ meant woman too : 
What’s, common to man, muft be common t» 
you. 


• Thit alludft tt Mr. Weft^a's defi^ of playing Richard* 
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You air hare a right your ^cet mu fries to curl, 
From the ulti Imirking prude to the tilt’ ring young 
girl j ^ ; 

And ever with pleafurc my brains I conld fpin. 
To make you all giggie, and you, ye go<ls, grin. 
In this prefent fummer, as well as the pad, 

To your favour again we prefent Dr. Laft, 

Who, by wonderful teats, in the papers recounted, 
From trudging on foot to liis chariot is mounted. 
Amongft the old Britons when war was begun, 
Chaiiotcers would flay ten, while the foot could 
flay one. 

So when doctors on wheel s with difpatchcs arc fent,* 
Mortality bills rife a thoufand per cent. 

But think not to phyfic that quackery 's jconlin'd; 
All the world is a flage, and the quacks are man- 
kind: 

There's trade, law, and date quacks j nay, would 
we but learch, 

Wcfliould find— -Heaven blefs us !— feme quacks 
in the chua-h I ' 

The ftilf-band and ftiff-bob of the Methodift race. 
Give the balfam of life and the tincture of grace; 
And their ptxir wretched patients tliink mucli good 
is done ’em, 

Tlio’ blifters and canftics arc e\'cr upon ’em. 

As for laws and the date, if quackery 's a curfe, 
W’hich will make the good badj and the bad will 
make worfc, 

We fliould point out the quack from the regular 
brother ; 

They ire vvdfcr than T who can tel I one from t* other! 
Can the Ilage, wirlfiis bills, putFs, and patients, 
.ftand trial ? . 

Shall we find out no quacks in thcThcarrc-Royal 
Some dramadcaldrugs, that arc puff’d on the town, 
Caufe many wry faces, and Ijrurce will go down. 
Nay, an audience Ibmctimcs will in quack'ry de- 
light, 

And fwcac down an autlibr fomc pounds in one 
night. 

To return to our quack— fliould he, help’d by the 
weather. 

Knife laughter, and kind perfpiration, together; 
Siiould his nodnims of hip and of vapours but 
cure ye. 

His chariot he well can deferve, I alfurc ye t 
*Tis cufy to fet up a chariot in town, 

And eaficr dill is that chariot laid down. 

He petitions by me, both as do£^or and lover, • 
That you’ll not flop his wheels, or his chariot tip 
over. 

F ix hi m w 1 1 1 , 1 bcfccch you ; the word on’t woul d be. 
Should you overturn him, you may over fet me. 

§ So. Epitojgue to the DueWJI\ 1773 . Spoken fy 
Mifs BaijantL 

CO, men of valour 1 you diflike our play : 

Nothing againfl it do the ladies fay. 

To own they^ pleas'd the critics ever loth, 
Mutter, “ A Ducilifl, with Icaircc an oath ! 

** ’TJs like his hat that was without a feather j 
** Duels aad Dammes always go togetbert’* 


Old finners, loving the licentious joke, 

May think there wants too, here and there, a(lto 1 y?; 
Round oaths and double meanings ftrevy’d betw ceii, 
With them the virtues of th^ comic fccnc. 

And yet the town in gen’ral is lb nice. 

It Itoids thefc virtues as a kind of vice : ^ 

From the teeth outwards chafle, their liands be- 
fore ’em, 

Like reps, even demi-reps, are :*11 decorum. 
Tho’ grofs their thoi]glus,ro delicate their hearing, 
They think the veryltage fliould fine for fwcaring. 
Our author therefore fcruplcd to employ 
Your vulgar Damme, Sir ! and Damme, boy ! 
Nay, when by chance a naughty joke came pal in, 
He wrapt ir up, you know, in lawyers Latin. 

So much refin’d the fcenc fmcc former days, 
When Congreve, Vanburgh, Wychcrly, wrote 
plays, 

“ The flage fo loofely did Aftrea tread, 

She faiiJy put all chara£lcrs to bed.” 

Tho’ now no bard would venture to depofit 
A macaroni in a lady’s clolet ; 

Left the frail fair-one he be thought to ruin, 

“ While moon and fiars alone” ke what they’re 
doing. 

In the old plays, gallants take no denial, 

Hut put the flruggling adtrefs to the ti iai. 

Hlefs me ! I ihudder even now to think, 

How near myfclf may come to djnger's biiid: * 

In .modern plays more fafe the femaic Itaiiun, 
Secure as our lad folcmn fituaijou ! 

No rakilh forward i’park dares no\A be rude, 

The Comic Mull* heil’elf grown quite a prude ’ 
No wonder, tlien, if in fo pure an age 
No Congreves write for as demure a ftage ! 


§81. Prologue to the Srbf/ol for Rnkes; 1774 
Spoken hy Mr, King, G A R kj c ic. 

^HE fcribbling gentry, ever frank and free, 

^ To fwcep the ftage with prologues, fix on me, 
A female rcprefentative 1 come, 

And with a prologue, which I call a broom, ? 
To fwcep the critic cobwebs from the room. J 
Critics, like fpidcrs, into corners creep, 

And at new plays their bloody revels keep. 

With foroe Imall venom clofc in ambulh lie. 
Ready to feizc the poor dramatic fly : 

The weak and hccdlcfsfoonbccomethcirprcy, 1 
But the ftrong blue-bottle will force its way, ^ 
Clean well its wings, and hum another day. J 
Unknown to nature’s laws, we’ve here one evil; 
For flies, turn’d fpidcrs, play the very devil ! 
Fearing fomc danger, I will lay before ye 
A Ihorc, true, recent, tragic-comic flory. 

As late 1 faunter’d in the Park for air. 

As free from thought as any coxcomb there, , 
Two fparks came up ; one whifper’d k my ear, 
He was a critic ; then alk’d me, with a fncer— 
Thus flandiilg, flaring- -with a fwaggcriflgfwing”) 
«« You’ve writ a farcer*'—” Yes, Sir, a fooUflt 1 
” riikg.*’ y 

” Damn’d foolifli — You’d bettor mmd your [ 

. « 'a6ling, Kjng.. J 
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* Tls ten to onC"— I fpcak it for your lake, 

That this fame farce will pruvc'— your Wit*s 
“ Inll btakc.** 

** I fciibblc for amurement, boaft no pow’rs.** 
**^Right, for youruwn 'imurement— not for curs/' 
*lhus he \^cnt on; and with his plcafant talking, 
1/loft the appetite 1 got with walking. 

He laugh’d— -I bow’d— but, ere 1 could retreat. 
His lifping friend did thus the dole repeat ; 
Pray, Sir-. -this School for Rakes— the wo- 
“ man’s play— — [tuid«y , 

When* do you give it us?’*— Next Ba- 
•• I hope you’ll both be kind to her, at kail.’* 

“ A kribhling woman is a dreadful beall 
Then they’re To ugly, all thefc female wiis — 

** ni dimn her pUy— to throw iicr into fits. 

" Had I my will, thofe ilatreni lluttifli d.uncs— 
They all Ihould fee the bfictoin of the Thames. *’ 
If you are here, good Sirs, to breed a not, 

\_L90king at/oiu tbf hof/jy, 
fficw your fpitc ; for if you are not tpjjct, 

’ fis ten to one— I fpeak it for ywr fake, 

This School for Rakes will prove yoar Wits 
lad Stake : 

As you [ Ti* the pt'l favc me from their tyrannic 
will, 

You will not let them ufc a woman ill. 

Rrote^ her and her brat— -the truly biave 
Won;ien and children will for ever fave. 

§ 8?.. Proh^ue to tbfi Jubilee \ Spoken 

ly Mr» Kihgy in the CbariXiler of a IVaitrr, 

Garrick. 

pROM London, your honours, to Stratford Tra 
come: [Tom; 

I’m a waiter, ycur honours; you know bufiiing 
Who, proud of youi orders, and bowing before ye, 
Till fiippcr is ready, I’ll tell you a ftory. 

Twixt Hounllowvand Colnbiooke, two houfes 

of fame, [bv name ; 

Well known on that road, the Twi> Ma^pyes 
7'he one of long {landing, the other a new one ; 
This boafis it’s the old one, and that it'i the true 
one. 

Sure we, the old Magpye, as well a5 thcyour\gcr, 
May boall that our Jiijuor is clearer and Wronger. 
Of blagging and puffing you make but a jtft ; 
You laife of us both, and will Hick to the bed. 
A race w'c have had for your padime and Lughter ; 
Young Mag darted fird, with old Mag hopping 
• after. 

’Tis faid the okijioufc hath poflefs’d a receipt 
To make a choice mixture ot four, drong, an<! 
fvveet ; 

A Jubilee punch, which, right fkilfully made, 
InfurM the old Magpye a good running truic : 
But think you wu rnciin to inonopolizc;<— No, 1.0, 
We arc- like brother Aihlcy, pro publico bono. 
Each Magpye, your honours, will peek at his 
bcothcr, ^ [other. 

And their natures were always to crib from each 
Young landlords and old ones are taught by their 
calling 

Tolaughacertgrofling— '►but pratUfe foredalling: 


Our landlords arc game-cocks, and fair play but 
gr.int *cm, 

I’ll warrant you padime from each little bantam* 
Let’s return to the panch-*-l hope, from rt\y ioul* 
Tliat now the old Magpye may fell you a howls 
We have all forts and fixes, a quick trade to drivq^ 
.As one ihilling, two (hilling, three ruilling, fivci 
Jn this town of Stratford we ll have each in* 
gredicnr, 

Befide a kind welcome from me, your obedienr, 
J’ll now rq\i(*t2e my fruit, put lug.ir and rum in, 
And be back in a moment \^Uell nn^s\ A com* 
ing, a coming, a coming I 

§ 83. Pnlo^ue to the Cbrijlmas Twi/r; 1774* 

Garhick. 

Mujic plays f and enter fin>eral prrjbns with dif* 
ferent kinds of dijhes^, 

Enter Mr, Palmer in the ebaraPler of Chrijhnas, 

on— -prepare my Ixmnty for my friends, 

^ And fee that Miiih, with all lier wiew, at* 
tends. 

To the Audience, 

Behold a perfonage, well known to fame, 

Once lov’d and honour’d— Chriftmas is my 
My officers of date my tade difplay ; [name I 
Cooks, fcuHions, pafiry-cooks, prepare rny vvay^ 
Holly and ivy round me honours fpicad, 

And my retinue Ihcw— I'm not ill-fed \ ^ 
Minc’d pits, by way of belt, my bread divide^ 
And a large carving-knife adorns my fide ; 

’Tis no fop's weapon, ’twill be often drawn ; 
This turban for my hcad---is collar’d brawn. 
Tho* old, and wliitc my locks, my checks arc* 
cherry ; ’ [rtierry % 

Warm’d by good fires, good cheer, I'm always 
With Carrol, fiddle, dance, and pleaLnt (ale, 

Jed, gibe, prank, gambol, mummery, dnd ale, 

1 Kngliffi hearts rejoic’d in days of yore ; 1 

For new drangu nioites, impoi ted by the fcore, r 
You willnot lure turn Chriilmasout bf door! J 
Suppofe yourfeivts well feated by a fite, 

(Stuck clofe, you feem more warm than ybu 
defire) 

Old Father Chiidmas, now in all his glory, 

Begs with kind hcans you'll llden to UU dory § 
Clear well your thoughts from politics and fpleeil. 
Hear my talc our, fee all that's to be feen. 

Take care, my children, that yoH well behave-** 
You, Sir, in blue icd cape, not quite fo grave : 
That critic there in blacK-*-fo Hern and thin, 
n<.foi€ you frown, pray let the tale bcg:»— 

You in the crimlbn capuchin, I fear you; 

\V • V, Madam, atthis time fO crofs appear you ? I 
EKCufc me, pray— 1 did not (be ypur huiband f ^ 
( near ycni. . J 

Don't think, foir ladies, I exneift that you 
bhouJd hear my rale—you Ve romethingeUe to do : 
Nor will our beaux old Englilh fore cncottrX||pg' 
No foreign tade could e'erdigeft plam>poriidw*> 
I have Ho ikuce to quicken lifelcA ilnneri; 

My food is meant (or honcR hearty gijnnert. 
'it T0t 
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, pray, Iwallmv everything 
Critics, bewLTfi iwu lou our pr:inks derpilu ; 1 
Hcarwcll^ my tale, or you fliaii’ttouch my pits j ? 
The proverb change— be merry , but not i 


§84. Prologue to ibe Mai.t of ibe ()eikl\ i''/74* 
Spoken by Mr. Ktn^y in the CLuaihr of Fame. 

Garrick. 

T iNLIKE to ancient Fame, all eyes, tongues,"^ 
^ ears, f 

See modem Faftfc; arm’d Cap-a-pie, appears, j 
In ledgers, chronicle-., gazettes, and ga7ettcers f J 
My loaring uings are line cleftion ipeeches, 
And putfs of candidates Ibpply my breeches. 

My cap is I’atife, criticifm, wit — 

Is there a head that wants it iii the pit ? 

' lOffoixgil. 

rfo flowing robe and trumpet me adorn ; 

1 wear a jacket, and J wind a' horn. 

Pipe, fong, and paftoral, for five n>onths paft, 
PuiF d vvcll by me, have been the gcn’ral tafte. 
IJow Marytx'nc Ibincs forrit to gaping crowds ; 
liow Highgat<f gliltcis from her hill of clouds; 
St. George’s Fields, with talle and falhion ilruck, 
Difplay Arcadia at the Dog and Duck : 

And Drury MiiTe^ here, in tawdry pride, 

Arc ttftrc Paftoras by the foimtain fide.” 

To frrrwfy bow’rs tljcy reel tlirougli midnight 
damps 


As 


youVe kind, rear it— if you’re cuiious,- 
praifu it : . . ^ 

And ten to one but vanity betrays it. 


§ 85 . Oicojional Frulogm'^ upon Mr, Lacy's firfl 
Appearance iit the QburcUUr of Aicxancfo . ^ 

Garrick. 

TN Macedon when Alexander reign’d, 

'■* And victory after vittoiy wa:> gafn’d; 

The Greek Gazettes (for they had papers there) 
Publilh’d athoufand libs— -—as they do here. 
From them one Curtius wrote of Phili|fs fon, 
How he did thrngs— which never could be done? 
Unlike his copy, who will loon appear, 

His mighty foul ne’er knew the fmalicft fear; 

'I ho’ laiircl-crown’d, our pale young monarch 
comes 

Trcmblmgamidfl his triumphs, fliouts, and drums; 
Would give up all his vict’rics, falle or tiiic, 

To gain one greater conqiK’ll-— that of you. 

“ Lord !” criesabuxom widow, loud and ftrong,"^ 

“ Ile'&quitcdboy ’ Topl^yrhatpartiswiong.” 1 
“ Madam, he's fix fctt high, and cannot be J 
“ too young.” J 

“ lie lo^ks fo modcll, liardly fpcaks a word ; 

“ Can he with proper fpirit draw liis fword ? 

A facclb fmooih, where neither i age nor pride is 
“ Firs nor the hero.”— -Zw/// nnlla fAs.-^- 
In Knglilh thus : Trull not to looks, they'll 
cheat us : 

Bounc’d not Sir Swagger lately, as hcM b«at us ’ 

I And was not he, with all his frowns and airs, 


With Fauns half drunk, and Dryads breaking 1 By one, who fccm’d all meckners, kick’d ilown 


lamps 

Bofth far and near did this new whimfy run ; 
One night it trilk’d, forfooih, at lllingtcm. 

' And now, as for the public b^und to cater, 

Owr manager mult liavc \\\%fett' chwipCtre. 

How is the weather ?— Pretty clear and bright. 

\^l^ooking about, 

A ftorm’s the efevil on champetre ? 

Left it fliould fall to fpoil the author’s fccncs, 

I’ll catch this gleam, to tell you what he nuans; 
He means u (how as brilliant as Cox’s, 

Laugh /or the pit, and may be at the boxes 5 
Song, chorus, frolic, daiicc, and rural play, 

The merry-making of a wedding day. 

Whofe is the piece ?— ’Tis all iurniife, fuggef- 
tion— . 

Is't his, or hers, or yours, Sir? That’s t1i::queftion. 
The parent, balhfhl, whimfica!, or poor. 

Left it a puling infant at the door ; 

’Twas laid on flow’rs, and vviMpp'd ki fancied 
‘Vloaks, 

And on tlic brfcaft w'as written* tb* Oaks 
'Phe aftors crowded round— the gijlscatefs'd 
it : ‘ . [bltl’s'd it ; 

Lord ! the fwcet pretty babe * --—they prais’d and 
The mailer peep’d, imil’d, took it in, and 
drefs’d it. . 

Whatever its birth, prote£l it from the curie 
Of'^eing fmothci’d by a pariiK'nurfe; 


} 


Mifs B-— , all delifney, nerve, and hur, [llaus/ 
Elop’d laft wcL'k with a horlc g.*cnadRTf 
And our advent’rcr, tiiougll fo mild and civil, 

If you once roufc him, pUys the vciy devil ' 

“ Indeed!” cries Madam, Sir, I'm ii.uchyour 
debtor; 

“ J ihould be glad to know the young man better.” 

T wicc our young hero, who for glory tow’rs. 
In fields Icfs dang'ious tried his unknown pow’rs ; 
Like a young fwiimncr, whom his fear* commatid, 
In (hallow ftreams firft ventur’d from the laud ; 
Till, bolder growui, ihc rougher wave he ftems, 
Plunges from giddy heights into the Thames. 
E’en now he ftarts to hear the torrent roar, 
While bis pale fates ftnnd frighted on the Ihorc f 
Soon will he leap the precipice— -Your nod 
Sinks him, or lifts him to a demi-god. 

■ ———fa— C 

§86. Pfoloouc fpoken by Mr, Yates ^ on openinr 
a Theatre ^ bitili for him by the Inbabi- 

iOi'Js of Bh min^ham. Foote. 

pROM fiddling, fittiing, Monfieurand Signor, 
And all the dangers of the Italian Ihorc ; 
From (queaking monarchs, and chromatic queens, 
And Alclaftalio’s mix’d and mangled Icencs, 
Whetc Falhion," and not feeling, bears the fwa}v 
Whilft Senfe and Nature coyly keep away, 

1 ^omc. — All hail the confccratcd earth 
Whofe bounteous bofom gave ourShaklpearebirth ! 


Skakfpeare was born in WarWlcklhirea 


Gave 



bookV. PtiOLocJxjEs AHD Epilogues. 


45 * 


, O&vc that great maftcr of the fcenic art 
To feed the fancy, and corrcfc\: the heart; 

H'o cficck th’ unruly paliions' wild career, 

>lnd draw from Pity’;: eye the tender tear; 

Of Folly’s foils t’ explore the ample train, 

The lot, tlK fop, the vicious, and the vain; 
Hypocrifv to drag from her difguife, 

AusI Aifertation liuiit thiourji all her lyes: 
Such w as yourbard. W hotju n candeem ihUli^e, 
The Moithlefs f.iv’iitc of an idle 
Or judge that pleafurc, with mllruilion join'd, 
Can foiLihe manncis, or cormpt the mfnd 
Far otlicr thoughts your generous brcalt infpirc, 
Touch’d with a Ipork of true Promcrlieao fire: 
Sure that the Arts with Commerce came to earth, 
That the fame pa i cuts give thofe filters hirtli, 
Cold creeping Prejudice you dar’d defpile, 

And bi.de this Temple to the Males ule. 

O ihit iny toi gne could utrei all I feel* 

Or th. It my pcw'rs were cqii.iI to my '/e il ! 

3 Miccl by your fas our, not by light divine, 1 
'^Fir uiuviirthy higli-prieft or the facred nine, V 
No taint! d inctnie llicuhd pollute their fhimc, J 
N ;r aught ’dc oifer’d to ihw public view, 

But what \va> vvoitiiy tiicm— and woiihy }ou. 


§ P 7 . Pi oh^ ue to Bo^t Ton \ 1 7 7 . Co LM A N’ . 

F ASIIlON'^in evVy thing hc.irs Ibvcrei .^n fu av. 
And words and periwigs h.ive both their d ty , 
Kach have their purlieus too, aic rnodiOi each. 
In Ibtcd diltiu^s, w'igs as well as fpouh. 

The Tyburn fciaidi. thick club, and Temple tic; 
The pro Ion’s fL.itiicr-lop, ftizv.’d broad and h;.;h ' 
'I'he coichman’s cnuliHow’r, built tiers on tiers ! 
t)ifliT not more ftom bags and brigadiers, 

Than great St. George’s or St. James’^ ftylcs 
Fiom the lirnad dlalc^d cf Broad St. (Files. 

What is Bon Ton damme *” cries a buck, 

Half drunk-- J' afic me, my dear, and you’re i 1 
luck : 

» Bon Ton’s to fwcar, break windows, beat the 
watch, [c'lich. 

** Pick up a wcr.'h, diink healths, and loai a 
Keep it up ' keep it up! damme, ukc )our 


' fwing * 


[tb^ng t 


Bon T. n is life, my boy ? Bon Ton’s tU’ 
Ah ' I loves life, and all the joys it yiilds/’ 
Says Mjdam Fuflbek, wanu ftom Spitalficlds. 

«< Bon Ton’s the fpace ’twixt Satunlay and 
“ Monday, ^ 

And riding in a one-horfe chair c’ Sunday ! 

•< ’Tis drinking tea, on fummer afternoons, 

•< At Bagnigge Wells, w'iti. chinaand^iltfpoons! 
« *Tjs laying by our ftuft^, red cloaks, and 
pattens, - , „ 

To dance aywtilms all in filks and fattms I 
Vulgar! ’’—cries Mifs-*" Obfen'e. in higher 
« life, ' 

The feather’d fpinftcr, and thricc-fcathci’d 
The club’s Bon Ton. Bon Ton’s a conftaut 

trade ^ . r ^ 

Of ball, and nlalqucradc ! [nctV; 

« *Ti 5 plays and puppct-fliows— 'tis fomethiAg 
'Tis loiing thoulands every night at lu% 


** Narujre it thwarts, and comradiib all rcafon 
** ’Tis ftiff Frcrch ibiys; and fruit when out 1 1 
“ fcafon I 

A role, when halB-a-guinOA Is the price; 

A ict of l\ivs fcarcc r tlur. fix mice ; 

“ To vifit fronds— you luv.v wilh to fee; 

“ Marriage ’twixt thofe who never can ag/ec, 

« Old dowMgi s, dicfs’d, painted, patch'd, and 
“ curl d 

“ This is Bmr Tot, ■’nd this we call the itXfrW** 
TniC)” frivs my Loi J, “ andiluiu, iny only Ion, 

“ Wluite’er your fn'ji.s, neVr fin agciiiill Bon 
“ Ton I 

“ Who toils for learning at a pnMi»’ fchool, 

“ And digs fi r ('Iic-k tiuI l.nii.i, is .1 fool. 

“ French, iMcnch, my boy, ’s tli^ thing f ' 

“ prate, cliattcr ! 

** Trim hr the modi-, vvhipt*r\*ll.ihub the mitlcf* 

“ W:ifk hki a FiTnchman ; fii, om Kiq;fifh pegs, 

“ AIovcS native aukwardnef^ Widi two Uft hgj*. 

** Of ciiuitiv fiundfliip form a irc-acheroua 

Seduce mill’s dcUightcrs, wiili iliCtr wives 
intrigue; 

** Tn fiijhtly" I'cmiciiclcs round your luiils, 

“ Keep your teeth clean— and giin, if fmalU I . 
“Uk fails: f 

Put never lau;:b. whatever jefV pri-V'iiK- : ^ J 
Noiliin^ but noiifcnrc e’er gav\ I. ur.hti r bitih, 
I'hat vid'^ar v""/ the vulj'^ar fiiewil »ir mnilu 
“ l.vT’.Lthtcr'ii a rude iioivuhi'in, fcnlcU .n jMlll-v, 

* D'.iUirhs the cOiklcs, and diflorffi the nfi.hlis. 

“ iieit.H 01 tv le black, hut all ihouid w’at (lean 
“ flees; 

"I he in aces, hoy ! The graces, gracc»«, graces J.” 
Such is ) 5 o:i*Ton’ and walk tliis city"i 
through, ’ I 

In building, fciTlbling, fighting, and v//tUf j 
\nd \aiiou!. other fnape$, 'twill nie to view. J 
'Fo-ni^! t our l>ayc„, with bold but carclcfs 
tints, 

Hits otV a (kerrh or two, like Darly’s prints. 

.culJ connoitl’auss pllow his rough draugltfs 
ftrike ’em, 

'Twill be Bon Ton to fee ’em, and 10 like ’em. 


§ S8. Pfologuv to i \ ; i77v SHfchiDAV, 

£»nr Serjeant ai i n ami Atturncj follo^'tngt 

end a Pajtcr. 

Sat- W hat’s here?— a vile cramp hand I f. 
^ canno’- fee 

Without my fpettades. Jtt- He means his fce> 
Nay, Mr. Serjeanr, good Sir, try again. 

[GJ'vct moneju 

Serj. The fcraxvl improves -* 0 cbttjCi 
,,’tis pretty phin. ^ 

Hey ! howl’s the. ' — Uibblc ! —fare it cannot U 1 
A poet's brief ' a poet— and a fee ! . 

Alt. 'i ea, Sir ! — tho' jou, without reward,, I , 
know, 

WPuWgladlypkadthcmtifweaufe — S(?y. 8o,fol 

At. And if the fee ofFend,, jtsur wratb 

On Dem^ Dibble, amet ax aU. 


St* 


ji 0 u 



Elegant ej^tracts, 
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Atf, Some fons of Phoebus ii^thc Courts tve 
meet*— 

Sifri And fifty font of Phrebus in the Ffcet ! 
Alt* Nor pleads he worlc, who with a duxcht 
(prig 

Of bays adorns ftis legal wafie of wig. 

Strj. FuU-hoitom’d heroes thus on figns unfurl 
A leaf of laurel in a grove of curl ! 

Yet tell your client that, in adetrfe days, 

This wig is warmer than a bnlh of bays. 

Au. Do you then, Sir, my climi's place fuyply, 
Trofufe of robe, and prodigal of tyc— - 
®o you, with all thofe blulhing po\v*rs of face, 'j 
And wonted balhful hefirating grace, > 

Kife in the court, and flourilli on the cafe. J 

lEv/t. 

Sfrj, For praflicc then rnppofe— this biief 
will (hew it— , ^ 

Me, Sergeant Woodward— counfcl for the ]x?ct. 
Us’d to the ground-— I know ’tis hard to deal 
With th's dread Court ^ from whence thcie’s no 
uppi'ali 

Ko trickin-^ here to blunt the edge of 
Or, damn’d in efeape by fla*w : 

'hyx\. judgment ^xstn^—yourfentenre muft remain; 
No writ of error lies— -to Dmy-lvte ! 

Yet when fo kind you feem, ’tis part difputc 
XVc gain feme favour, if not cejh of fuit. 

No fplecn is here ’ I fee no hoarded fury ; 

J think I never fac*d a milder jury ! [poitation, 
S-id die our plight^— wheVe frowns arc tianf- 
A hifs the gailous— -and a groan damnation! 

But luch the public candour, without foar 
My client waves all tight of J'Mlengy here. 

No newfman from out (Idfion i^ difinifs’d, 

Nor V it nor ericic *we I’cratch off the lift ; 

His faults can never huit another's cafe, 

His crime at worft-— a hud atttmfH to plcafe : 
Thus all refptfling, he appeals to all, 

And by the general voice will Jland or falL 

§ 89. Epilogue to the fame \ 1775* Sheridan. 
T ADTKS, torjw— -f heard our \iOti fay, 

^ He'd try to coax (bmc morai. from his play : 

* One moral's plain,' ctied T, ‘ without more fufs; 

* Man’s ibcial happinefs all refts on us: 

* Thro’ all the drama, Whether damn’d or not, 

* Love gilds the fiene^ and Kvomen guide the plot, 

* From ev’ry rank obedience is oUr due : 

•D'ye douDt?— the world's great ftage (hall 

« prove it true.* 

The cit, well (kill’d to fliun dodirffic ftrife, 
Wjll fup abroad ; but firft— he’ll afk his wife. 
Jqh» Ttof, his friend, for once will do the fame ; 
But then — bc'lbjuft Jiep home to tcil bis dame* 
at noon refol ves to rule, 

Atid half the day — 21qunds I' Madam is a fool! 
Convinc'd at night, die vanqutfli'd vi&or fays. 
Ah, Kate \ you women have fucb eoajting ways ! 

Th jolly toper c.vidcs each urdy blade, 

Till reelibg Bacchus calls on love for aid : 

Then with each toa(i he fees fair bumpers fwim. 
And kiifes Chloe uu the '.parkiing brim f 


I Nay, I have heard that ftatefmen, great and wife, 

I Will jomettmes counfei with a lady’s eyes ; 

The fertile fuitnrs v^atch her vaiious face, 

She fmiles preferment — or (he fruv\ns dif- I 
grace, r 

Curtfics a penfion hcre*»therc nods a place. A 
Nor with le(s awe, in feents of humbler life, 
Is vievjd the mifltefsy or is heard ivift. 

The pooreft pealant of the pooreft (oil, 

The child of poverty, and heir to toil, 

Karly from radiant love’s impartial light 
! Steals one (Inall (park to cheer his world of night ; 

■ Dear fpark ! that oft, thro' winter’s chilling wo^. 
Is all the warmth his little cottage knoM s ' 

The wand’ring //ir— who not for jm-j h» 
preiVd 

The widow’d partner of his day of reft, 

I On the cold deck, far from her arms remov’d, 
Siil! hums the ditty which his Snfan lov’d : 

And \vhilc around the cadence rude is blown, 

I The hoaH'wdin whittles in a fdfter tone. 

The fjhltevy fairly proud of wounds and toi!| 
Pants for the triumph of his Nancy’s fmilc ; 

Hut ere the battle, (hould he lift’ her cries, 

I'he lover trembles— and the hero dies ! 

'Fhat heart, hv war and honour Itcel’d to fear, 
Dny>ps on a ligh, and fickens at a tear * 

But ye more cautious— ye niee-jnclging few. 
Who jjive to beauty only beauty’s due, 

Tho’ friends to Dove— -jr view uith deep regret 
Our conquefts tnarr’d, and triumphs incomj Itte, 
Till poiilh'd wit more lading chaim:» dil’clole, 
And judgment fix the darts u Inch beauty throws. 
In female breafts did fenfe and merit rule, 

The hner’s mind would alk no other lclu>pl ; 
Sham’d into fenlb-— the fcholars of our eyes, 

Our beaux from gallantly would foon be wile; 
Would gladly light, their houingc to improve, 
The lamp of knowledge at the torch of love I 

§ 90. Epilogue to Edward and Eleonora \ 1775. 

Shkkidan. 

VE wedded critics who have mark'd our talc, 
^ How fay you ?, docs our plot in nature fail ? 
May w'C not boaft that many h modern wife 
Would lofe her own to favc a buJbantT s life ! 
Would gladly die— O monftrous and ill-bred ! 
There’s not a hufliand here but iliakcs his head I 
But you, my gaU'ry friends f— come, what fay 
you? ' * [too! 

Your wives are with you— flinke their noddles 
Above there— hey, lads J ! You’ll not treat us 
fo— 

You fide with us They grin, and grumble, Iso / 

Yet hold— tho' thefe plain folks traduce their 
doxies, 

Sure wc ^vc Eleonotas in the loxes ! 

Inhvimkn beaux !— -^why that ill-natur’dfnccr! 
What, then, you think there's , no foch ideot 
here? 

There are, no doubt, tho* rare to find T knmv, 
Who could lofe hufoands, yet furviVe the blow; 
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years a wife— .view Lefbia, fobbing, crying; 
Her chair is waiting- -biu my lord is dying; 
Pftpanng for the \\orft, Ihc tells her maid" 

To ccmnteniiand hcpp(dius, and new brocade; 

“ Kor^ O ! if 1 Ihouhi lol’e tlie />/y/ of Mr 
“ Heaven knows when 1 lliali fee the ("/u6 again. 
“ 'So, I.appct, iboiiM he die while 1 am our, 

\ou 11 iend for me at I^july Hallo's rout; 

“ The doctor iViiJ he might hold out till three, 

“ Bur 1 ha’n't fpirits for the rnttrie /*’ 

Now change the feene— -place madam, in the 
feycr. 

My lord for comfort at the Sfavoir n^jve ; 

His valet enters— -ihakes his ineagro hcid— - 
“ Ciiapc.ui, what news Ah I Sir, me lady 

“ dead !” 

** The d-juce •— -’tis Aadden, faith— but four days 
“ lick ! 

“ Well, I’cvcn ’s the main-— (poor Kate ’)—clc- 
“ Veil 's a r.ick." 

But hence icflc^Hons on a renrelefs train, 
Who, loft to real loy, Ihould fed no pain ; 
'Mongd Britain’s daughters ftill can Hymen’s light 
Reveal the love which charm'd your hcaits lo- 
ntght; 

Shew beauteous martyrs, who would each prefer. 
To die for l/My who long has liv’d for bet ; 
Domcfiic heroines, who with fondcA care 
Outlmilc a hu (hand's griefs, or claini h (hare ; 
Search where the rankling evils molt abound, 
And heal w'ith chcrub-lip the poifon’d wound. 

Nay I'uch bright virtues in a royal mind 
Were not alone to days conhnM; 

$rill, Hill tticy beam around Britannia’s throne, 
And grace au Eumotu of our own. 


J 9 T . Pi‘o!o^..'€ to Bfagattxa, Mu R P HY, 

Y^HTi .R, in thefe days of fentiment and grace, 
PiKii comedy in tears refigns her plav^e. 

And fmit w ith novels, full of maxims crude. 

She that was frohe once, now turns a prude ; 

To her great end the tragic mufc alpires, 

At Atlitns born, and faitlifiil to her fires. 

The comic filler, in hyfteric fit, 

You'd I’wcar has loft all memory of wit; 

Folly for her may new exult on high, 1 

Feather’d by ridicule, no arrows fly ; V 

Bu^, if you are diftrefs’d, (he’s fure to cry. J 
She that Cf^Lild jig, and nick-name all hcavenS 
creature:!. 

With foirows not her own deforms her features; 
With dale refletiions keeps a conftant pother; 
Greece gave her one face, and (he mskesanothcr— 
So very piou;*, and lo full of woe, 

You weU may bid in r, “ To a nunnery go.” 

Not lo Mcipomcne ; to nature true, 

She holds her own great piiuciplc in view. 

She, from the firft, when men her pow’r conftfs d, 
Wnen grief and terror lin’d iho tortur'd bieafl, 
She made, tb ftrike her moral to the mind, 

The IJtagc the great tribunal of mankind. 
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Hither the worthies of each clime Ihe dmws, 
Who tbunded dates, or refeued dying laws; 
Who, in bale limes, a life of glut) led, 

And for their country ^\ho have lod'd or bled, 
Hither they come— again they breathe, iney live ; 
And virtue’s meed thro* tv’ry age receive. 

blither the murd'riT comes, with ghaftly mien. 
And the fiend confcience hunts him o’er ihe feene. 
None arc exempted ; all inuft re-appear, 

And even kingb attend for judgmim here; 

Here find the day, wlicn they their pow'r abufe, 
U a fceiic furnifb'd tn the tragic mufc. 

Such is her ait ; weaken'd pci hap. ar lengrh, 
And while Ihe aims at beauty, loling ftrengdt. 

(> ! when, refuining all her n.itivc rage, 

Sliall her tiue energy alarm the ftagc r 

'riiis night a bard (our hopes iiiay rife ton 
_ high--- ^ ^ I 

Tis yours to judge, lis yours the ca'd'c to try )•-.• 
'f'hiv night a bard, as yet up known to f^mv. 

Once fin re, we hope, will loulc :i genuine flame. 
His no French play— tame, poli(}fd,du'.I by ruk: 
Vigorous he corned, and warm from Shaklpearc's 
fchool. 

Infpir’d by him, he lliewt in glaring light 
A nation ilrugglirg with tyrannic might ; 
Opprellion rnlhing on with giant ftrides ; 

A deep ctinTpimcy, which virtue fmides; 

Heroes, tor fnedoin who datv ftnke ihc blow, 

A tablaturc of honour, guilt, and woe. 

If on his canvas nature’s colours ihinc, 

You'll praife the hand that trac’d the juft defign. 


§ 92 . Epilogue ly Mi. Ganukf on quitting the 
Stn^e\june 1776. "UarricK. 

\ VETERAN lee ! whofe laft a£l on theftage 
^ Entreats youi fmilts foi licknefs and for age ; 
Their cHufc I pleud->- -plead it in heart and mind; 
A fcllosv-fccling makes one wondrous kind ; 
Might we but liope youi real would not be Ufi, 
U iicn I am goi.c, to patronize diftiell, 

1 hat hope obtain d me with’d-for end fecures. 

To I'oothe their cares who oft ha«e lighten’d 
yours. 

Shall the great heroes of cclcftial line, 

Who drank full bowls of Greek and Roman 
wine, 

Caefar and Brutus, Agamemnon, Hc£lor, 

Nay, Jove himlelf, who heic has iiualF’d lus 
iieflar 1 

Shall they who govern fortune, erfoge and court 
her, 

Tbirft in their age, and call in vain for porter } 
Like Bclifai ius, tax the pitying Ifrewt . 

With f/aie ohlum to all they meet t 
Snan’t I, who oft have drench’d my hahds in 
gore ; 

Stabb’d many, poiton’d fome, beheaded mhre ; 
Who numbers flew in faerie on this platu— 
Shan’t ‘I, the flayer, try to feed the (lain f 
Biothcr to ally with equal love I view' 

The men who flew me, and the men I flew ; 

g g 3 'I mufti 
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T muft, r will this happy projcft feizc, 

Tlj;>t thofc, too old to die, may live with cafe. 
Suppofe the bfiUis I fniothtr’d in the Tow’r, 

By chanc>?, or fickLcfs, loie their adin^ po\v*r, 
Shull they, once princes, worfethan all be Icrv’d*— 
In childhood murder’d, and, when murder’d, 
' ftarv’d ? 

Matrons half nvifli’d for your recreation, 

In ag'", ihould never want fome conlhluiion. 

Can I, young Jlainlct once, to nature left, 
Behold, O honibie ! my father's ghod, 

With gnfly.bcaid, pale check, lialk upand down, 
yVnd he, the Royal D.mc, want haU a crown? 
Forbid It, Udics ; gentlemen, foibid it : 

Give joy to agt-, and let’em fay— -You did it. 
To you, ye gods ' ' • I make my laft appeal ; 

You have a light to judg/-, as util as feel; 

W'ill year high wildmos lo^our fcliemt incline, 
That kings, cpiccns, heroes, gods, and ghofts may 
dine ? 

Olympus lh..kcs ’--that omen all fecurcs; 

May cv'ry joy you give be tenfold yours I 


§ 93. Prologue to Cnpui.btn\ 1776. Spoken 
^by Mr. Foote. CoLMAN.- 

^RITICS, whene’er I write, in ev ry fccnc 
^ Difeover meanings that I never mean j 
Whatever c 1 iara<iler J bring to view, 

I am the father ef tlic chiTd, ’tis true, > 

But cv^ y babe his thrift 'ning owes to you. J 
** The coinu* poet’s eye, uitli humorous air, 
Glancing iiom Watling-ftrcet to Grofvenor- 

** fqUrtre, 

He bodies fO.*th a light ideal train, 

And turns to lhape the phantoms of his brain : 
** Meanwhile your fancy tJikes more partial aim, 
And gives to airy nothing place and name.” 

A limner once, in want of work, went down 
To try his fortune in a country town : 

Thd wcggcin, lo <dcd with his goods, convey’d 
^’o the lame' ipot his whole dead ftock in trade, 

. Originals’ and topics-— ready made. 

To the new painter all the country came ; 

Lord, lady, do£lor, 1 u' yer, Tquire”, and dame. 
The hum-de curate, and the curate’s wife, 

All alk a likenefs— taken from the life. 

Bthold the canvas on the eafel ftand ! 

. A pallet grac’d his thumb, and brufties fill’d his 
hand : 

B It, ah ! the painter's ikill they little knew, 

Nor by tvhat curious foies of art he drew. 

'Tkc waggon-load unpack’d, his ancient ftore 
Furnilh^rfor each a face drawn long before, 
God, dame, or hero, of the days of yore, 
ri^he C^fars, with a littlie alteration, 

tuvnYl into the mayor dnd corporation ; 

To i cprcfcnt the reflor and the dean. 

He added Avigs and bands to Prince Eugene . 
The ladies, blooming all, deriv'd their faces 
Fi^cim Charles theSecond’s beauties, and theG races. 
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Thus done, and circled in a fplcndid frame, '' ’ * 
Hisworks adorn’d each room, and fpi eacl his fame;; 
The countrymen of tafie admire ant! ft are : 

“ My lady’s leer ! Sir John’s majcftic air ! 

“ Mifs Dimple’s languifli too f— extremely 
“ like ! 

“ And in the ftylc and manner of Vandyke ! 

“ O, this new limner’s pi6iures always ftrike ! 

“ Old, young-, fat, lean; dark, fair; or big or 
“ little, 

“ The very man, or womar, to a tittle !” 

Foote and this limner in fome points agree. 

And thus, good Sirs, you often deal by me. 
When, by the royal licence and protc^lioii, 

I Ihevv my final I academy's collceiion, 

The ccnnoilfcur takes out his glals to pry 
Into each pidlure with a curious eye ; 

A'l'iirns topiy-turvy my wliolc ccmpolition. 

And makes mcie poi traits all my exhibition* 

But ftill the copy’s fo exaff, you fay ; 

Alas ! the lame thing happens cv’ry day ! 
llow ir/iny a niodilU v,cll-drcfs*d top you meet, 
Exactly fuiir. his lhape m Monmourh-ftrcct ; 
in Yorkfhirc warehoufes and C’ranbourn-alley, 
’Tis wonderful how fluus and feet will tally ! 

As honeft Crifpin undnftands his trade. 

On the true human fcale his lafts arc made, 

The meafurc of each fex and age to hit, 

And ev’ry Ihoc, as if befpoke, will fir. 

My warchoul'c thus, for nature’s walks, fupplics 
Shoes for all ranks, and lalls of ev'ry fize. 

Sit ftill, and trj' them, Sirs; I longio pleafeye— 
How well they fit ! I hope you find them tai'y : 

If the Ihoe pinches, fwear you cannot bear it : 

But if well made— 1 wilh you health to wear it ! 


§ 94. Prologue to the ContraEi \ 1776. JFritirnancf 
intended to have bent Jpoken by Mr, Foote. 

'T'HE Contra£t is it call’d ?— I cannot fay 
* I much admire the title of his play : 
Contradls, they tell me, have been fraught with 
evil, 

Since Fauftus fign’d his contrail with — the Devil. 
Yet, fpite of Satan, all men wilh to make ’em, 
Tho* nineteen out of twenty love to break ’em. 
Butchers and meal-men, brewers, agents, fac--\ 
tors, . / 

Pimps, poets, placc-mcn, managers and aflors„ > 
Bawds, bankrupts, bookfellers, are all contrac - 1 
tors ; 4 

All lye, andTwear, and cheat, t’increafe their 
ftore, 

Then die, and go— where Fauftus went before. 
While thus o’er all we fee th’ infection fpread. 
No wonder it Ihould taint the marriage-bed : 
Each wife forgets, each hulband breaks his vow; 
For what are contracts, what is wedlock, now^ 
Garrick, who tong was married— -to the town. 
At length, a faihiouabic hulband grown, 


♦ To the Upper Gallery. 
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^nrfakes his fpoulc, halt man^. for, truth to tell, 
She lov’d her own dear Davy woiviujus well; 
^’hoLi^h now he llights her, breaks* from hei by 
forci', 

And nought will ferve him bur a full divorce, 
Hut, be tJie f.inJt in women or in men, 

Thanks to our 1 iw's ! they a! I may*— wvd agiiu; 
Her faithlels 1 . is 'rile L', one, tlie lady 's free 
To dude anoilicr, and may rmilev--on uic; 

To the T.amc Losci may relign hitr chasms. 

And, tlio’ a enpuie, t ike me to her arms, ! 

I’li projiide to bd ciadlmt, kind, polite,* 

And pay my duty — ev'ry other night: 

.TMv dear lov'd ijb 1 never v.jll b'handon, 

Hut Ihmd by her, ss'iulll Tsi- leg to hand on! 
I’ll make a Iblenin (0,Uvucl^ p!.iy or pay. 

And hope sve flialj not part iliis many a day. 

Our brother Iri ihbler uv), I greatly fear, 

Has made a too! illi kind ofeontrav^-t here; * 

He proniifes, and ten to one you’re bit, 
turnifli fjble, lentiiULMit, j’ld wit: 
i’se lefa his [)iLee ; the man appeal'd to me, 

And 1 , at> Chanc’lur, iii'ued my decree; 

’T has pah’u the leals, they’re going to ixhearfe 
u — 

Hut you'ic the Houle of Peers, and may reverfe it. 


§ 95- Prologue io ihe Sf^hen^ or ljUngtm Sj^a. 
by Mr. K'^r^ ; 1776, 

Garrick. 

*^H0UG1T prologues now as blackberries arc 
plenty, 

And, like them, inaukifli too— nineteen in twenty; 
Yet you will have them when their date is o'er, 
And piologue ’ pioJogue ' Itill vourhynours roar; 
Till Tome l'uthdifm.d jdiiz as mine comes on---*! 
Dadns and gentlemen, indeed there’s none; f 
The prologue, -author, fpeaker— all are dead f 
and gone. 3 

Thefe rcalons have fomc weight, and ftop the rout; 
You claji— *l I'milc— -and thus go cringing out : 
While li\ ing, call me ; for \ our pltallirc ufe me : 
Should 1 tip off -— 1 hope you’ll then excufe me. 
Ko much for Prologues- --and now enter Farce: 
Shall 1 a Iccne 1 lately heard, rchcarlc ^ 

The place, rise Park ; the draniaiic perfina^ 

Two female wits, with each a nvicaroiii : 
Pr'ytbi'e, Lord Flimfey, what’s this thing at 
“ Drury-- 

^‘•This Spleen ?” ’Tis low, damn’d low, 

Ma’am, I’ll alTure you.” 

** Ccjl^miy fHyLorf^^-^\Vc now feel no fuch evil. 
Never are haunted wfth a vapourifh devil. 

In pleafurcS round we whirl it from the brain : 
“You rattle it away with, Seven the main ! 

In upper life wc have no fplcen or gall ; 

And as for other life— it is no life at alL” 
What can I fay in our poor bard's behalf? ! 
He hopes tJiat lower life may make you laugh. 
May not a trader, who (hall buhneb drop, 
Quitting at oiu:e his old-accuftoiij’d Ihup, 


In fancy througli acuurlc of plealurcs run, 
Rctiiing to hu Teat at IlHngion ; 

And, ot lalfe dreams of h.ippinels brlm-fuil, 

Bg at his villa mireraMy dud ? 

Would not he Illinsiton's line .;ir forego. 

Could liC again be Lhok’d Ju Ihucher-iow^? 

In ihtwing eloth renew his foiuiyr pleafure, 
Surpris’d by none— -but f)i:ir of clipping ineafurc^ 
'Fhe mailer of this fliop , too, iclUs rcpole. 

Sells off his llock in tude. bis wrfe and profe, 
His daggers, biiikins, rhuudci, lightning, and 
old clothes. 

Will he in rural lhacles hrd cdlc and ipiiet ^ 

O no ! lie’ll llgh hir Drury, and f ek peace in riot, 
Njtuie of picvail'd tliro' humui kind ; 

I'o low and muhlle life ihe's nov' coplj.’d : 
'Twas there the drain.itilU haVt IbugliC 

her, 

'Tuas there Mi^licix.*, tlivrc Jonfon, Sliakfpearc 
caught lur. 

Then let our gleaning bard with fafety come, 

To pick up liraws dropi tioin thi Irlurveil home. 


§ P rohyuf' hjfro’Jm'i d ht ibe Prtbdc of New 

Brooms, Spokt/i hv M) . -kw, at ihv openlug 
of Di u\y Lu-'u T^'di/re^ 1 7 7 • G a u r i c <v • 


gCRIBBr.ERS are rportfmen ; and, as fportfnien 

Some hit, I'ome mils, ihme poach, and fomc beat 
fair ; 

This wounds a draggling bird ; that often ti;ics 
But never kills, lie ijioois and ll;uts both eyes; 
Like our tr.un’d-bsmls, the m.o’k be gtvtr hits; 
ife fcorns to lee the murder he commits: 

Some will whole ryvij; slake, nineteen in t»venty ; 
And then you fmaik vourhpsr-hir game is plenty; 
In Ikort, by you ihcir mtiirs mull I'c tried ; 

And woe to them who ajc nor qualilied ! 

Another hmilc wc mean to bioach-— 

A new one tooL-rihc ftage u a It age- coach-* - 
A ftagc-coach! why ?— i’ll tell you, if you alk 
it— 

t Here feme take places, and feme mount the 
bafket J. 

Our cattle too, thvit draw the ftage along. 

Arc of all Ibru and Ij/cs— -weak Kn<l f 
Bcowp, giey, black, bay, bijlk, lamc, 

Liine, far, lean, old, and young ' 

If, as we’re jogging on, wt fort. t rimes ftop, 

Some fcoid within, and fome allc^p will drop, 
While failors and tlicir doxies ling and roar | 
o' top. 

The coachman managcrwjll/binctimcspleafcye—. 
But lliould he iluff liie coach too full, and Iquccze 
ye, 

You then begin to fwcar-T-“ Zounds’ (hutthedoof; 
“ VV6’rc cramm’d already— there's no room for 
“ more-— 

“ You’re fo damn’d fat! A little farther, Sir— 
“ Your elbow ’» in my ftojnach— I can't ftir !** 
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Hoit ! hoit * the coachman then drives on apace, 
i\nd, fmack ! with other ftages runs a race. 
Thro' thick and thin we dafli, now up, now down, 
Now raife a duft, now rattling thro^thc town 5 
Now firft, now laft, now jolted, crack ! we fall — 
X«aughM, pelted, hooted at, and damn’d by all. 
Tour late old coachman, iho*oft fplalh’d by dirt, 
^J^nd out in many a Aorm, retiics unhurt $ 

Enjoys your kind reward for all his pains, 

And now to other hands rcTigtis the reins. 

But the new partners of the old machine, 

Noping you’ll find it rnu|;, and tight, and clean. 
Vow that with much civility they’ll treat you, 
Will drive you well, and pJcafantly will feat you. 
The road is not all turnpike— and, what worfe is, 
They car’t infure your watches, or your purfes ; 
But they'll infure you, that their heft endea- 
vour 

Shall not be wanting to obtain your favour : ^ 

Which gain’d-->Gec up ! the old Aagc will run 
lor ever ! j 


§ 97. Epilogue iQ the Runaways 1776. 

Garrick. 

pOST haftc from Italy arrives my lover \ 

^ Shall 1 to you, good friends, my fears dif- 
cover ? . 

Should foreign modes his virtues mar and mangle. 
And cara JpoJfa prove— Sir Dingle Dangle 5 
No fooncr join’d, than feparate we go ; n 

Abroad-T-we never (hall each other know, I 
At iiome*.— I mope above— he’ll pick his teeth | 
below. J 

In fwcet dbmcjHic chat wc ne’er (hall mingle, 
And, wedded tlio’ 1 am, (hall ftill live linglc. 
However modiih, ( deleft this plan \ 1 

For me no maukifh creature, weak and wan ; V 
He muft be Englilh^— and an Englifli man^ J 
To nature and his country faife and blind. 
Should lielville dare to twift his form and mind, 
1 will difeard him— and, to Britain true, 

A Briion chufc-— and may be one of you-»— 
Nay, don’t be fiighten'd 5 I am but in jeft ; 
Freemen, in love or war, (liould ne’er be prefs’d. 
If you would know my lumoft expe^ation, 

*Tis one unfpoil’d by travel I’d education ; 

"Wiih knowledge, taftc, much kindnefs, andforoc 
whim, 

Good fenl’c to govern me— and let me govern him. 
Great love of me muft keep his heart from roving j 
Then I’ll forgive him, if he proves’ too loving. 
If in thefc times I (hould be blefs’d by fate 
Wilh fuch a phccnix, fuch a matchicrs mate, 

1 will, by kindnefs, and fame fmall difeerning, 
Take care that Hymen’s torch continues buin- 
ing. 

At weddings, now-a»days, the torch, thrown 
down. 

Juft makes a fmoke, then ftinka throughout the 
town \ 

No r'lrrLd Puritan, 1*11 follow plcafuK, 

And tven the falhion— but in med'rate meafurc s 


IXTRACTS, Book V. 

I will of opera cc(ta(ics partake, 

Tho* 1 take fnufF to keep myfclf awake : 

No rampant plumes (hall o’er my temples play, * 
Foretelling that my brains will fly away ; 

Nor from my head (hall ftrange vagaries I’pring, 
To (hew the f il can teem with cv’ry thing ; 

No fniits, roots, greens, (hall fill tlic ample (pace,* 
A kitchen-gcuden to adorn my face ! 

No rocks (hall there be feen, no windmill, foun- 
tain ; 

Nor curls, like guns fet' round to guard th* 
mountain! 

O learn, ye fair, if this fame madnefs fpreads. 
Not to hold up, but to keep down, your heads ! 
Be not milled by ftrange fanraftic Art, 

But in your drefs let Nature take fome part j 
Her (kill alone a lafting pow’r infurcs, 

And belt can ornament fuch charms as yours* 


5 98. Epilogue to Semiravjis\ 1776. 

Sheridan. 

r^lSHEVELL’D ftill, like Afia’s bleeding 
^ ' ' quten. 

Shall I with jefts deiide the tragic fccnc ? 

No, beauteous mourners 1— from whole down- 
call eyes 

The Mufe has drawn her nol)Ieft facrificc ! 
Whofe gentle bofoms, Pilys hear 

The cryftal incenfc of each falling tear 
There lives the poet’s prail’e !— no critic art 
Can match the comment of a feeling heait I 
When gcn'ral plaudits fpeak the fable o’er 
Which mute attention had appiov’d before, 
Tho’ ruder fj>irits love th’ accuftom’d jeft 
Which chjfesibirow from the vulgai breaft, 
Still hearts refin’d their fadden’d lints retain-— 
The figh is pleafurc ! and the jeft is pain ! 

Seal ce have they Indies to honour grace or wit, 
Tho' Rofeius (poke the verfe himltlf had writ ! 
Thus thro' the time when vernal fruits leceive 
'I'hc. grateful fliuw’rs that hang on April’s evci 
Tho’ ev’ry coarl'er ftem of foreft birth 
I'hrows with the morning-beam its dews to earth, 
Ne’er does the gentle roje revive fo foon— 

But, bath’d in nature’s tears, it droops till noon. 

O could the mufe one (imple moral teach, 
From fccnes like chefc, which all who heard might 
reach ! 

Thou child of fympathy— whoe’er thou art, 
Who with Afiyria s qu^ii haft wept. thy part— 
Go fearch where keener woes demand relief, 
Go— while thy heart yet beats with fancied grief : 
Thy lip ftill coufeirms of the recent ligh, 

The graceful tedr ftill ling’ririg in thy eye-— 

Go — and on j;pal miftTy btftow 
TI:e blett cflufion of fl^itious woe !— 

So (hail our Mule, fupreme of ail the Nine, 
Deferve indeed the title of~—^i*vine ! 

Virtue (hall own her favour’d from above, 

And Pitj greet her with a fiftcr’a love ! 
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4 " ^ 9 * Pri^ogM, f^en ty Mr, PaJmrr, en ibf j But take the field, even in the hottcft day* 

^ oj the Tleatn^Royal in the Hey -Mar ket*, * And kindly help us to get iu our hay. 

1777. 


COLMAN. 

^RIDK, by a thoufand artS| vain honours claims, 
And^ives to empty noihinjt^s pompous names. 
Theatric dealers thus would fain I’cem great, 

And cv'ry phyhonfc grows a mighty ftate. 

To fancied heights howe*cr mock -monarch s foar, 
A manager 's a trader — nothing morc-^— 

You (whom they court) their cuftomers — and 
^itn, 

VVe pljy’rs— poor devils!— arc their journey- 
men. 

While two great warehoufes, for winter ufe, 
Eight months huge bales of merchandize produce, 
Out with the fwallow comes our fuinmcr Bayes, 
To Ihew his taffeta and luteftring plays; 

A choice cilh rtment of flight goods prepares, 

The liiuiileft habeidalhcr of fmall wares. 

Jn Lapurn, we’re told, a giavc projedW — 

A mighty rchemcr— like our new dirctlor — 
Once form ’d a plan— -and 'twas a decj) one, Sirs !— 
To draw the l‘un -beams out of cucumbers. 

So whilft lefs vcnt’ions managers retire. 

Our Salamander thinks to live in (ire. 

A playhoufc quidnunc— and no quidnunc's 
wifer— 

Reading our play-hills in the Advertiler, 

Cirics, “ Hey • what's here ? In th’ Hay-market 
a play, 

To fweat the public in the midft of May? 

“ Give me ficfli air !”— then goes, and pouts 
alone 

In country- lodgings by the two-mile ftone ; 

There fits, and" chews the cud of his dilgulV, 
Broil’d in the fun, and blinded by the dud. 

“ Dcarce,” fays Mrs. Inkle, “ let us go 
To th’ Hay-ir irket to-night, and fee the ihovv.'* 
rcha, woman f” cries old"! nkle, you’re a fool ; 
“ We’ll walk to Homfey, and enjoy the cool.” 
80 faul, to linilh the domeflic ftrife, 

Forth waddle the fat fpoufe, and fatter wife : 
And as they tug up Highgitc-hill togetiwr, 

He cries-” Delightful walking !«charming wca- 
”ther!" 

Now, with the napkin underneath the chin,*| 
Unbutton’d cits theii turtle fcafts begin, L 
And plunge, full knucklodccp, ihro’ thick and j 
thin: ^ 

Throw down filh, flcfli, fowl, paftry, cuftard, 
jelly, 

And make a falmagundy of their belly 

More China-pepper! punch, anotlicr rummer!^ 
“ So cool and pleafmt — eating in the fummer! ” 
To ancient geographers ’twas not known 
Mortals could live bcncatji the torrid zone : 

But we, though toiling underneath the line, 
Muft make our hay now while the weather ’s fine. 
Your good old bay-maker, long here employ'd. 
The funihine of your fmiles who ftill enjoy d ; 
The fields which long he mow d will not for- 

fakc, , - , ,1 

Nor quite forego the fey the, the fork; and r.kc | 


§ 1 00. Prologue to the Spanijh Bay her ^ i777. 

COLM .\N. 

qNCR more fromLu<lgatc-hill bclioIdrnulPrig! 
^ The fatnc fprucc air, you lee, fame coat, lame 
wig! 

A mercer fmart and d.ipper all allow, 

As ever at Ihop-door Diet otf a bow. 

This fummer— for I love ;i link* prance— n 
3 'his fummer, gentlefolks, I’ve been to France, v 
To mark the fafliions-— and to I am to dance. J 
I, and dear Mrs. Prig, the firfl of Graces ! 

At Calais, in the diligence took places ; 

Travcll’d ti.rough Boulogne, Amiens, and Chan* 
lilly, 

All in a line— -as flraight as Piccadilly ! ' 

To Paris come, their chefles made me dare— 
Their fav’rite colour is the FrcncliCiucen’ihair: 
Thty'iu all fo line, fo lhabby, and lo gay. 

They look like chimney-fwerpers on May-day s 
Silks of all colours in the rainbow thirc; 

A Jofeph’s coat appears the commoo \v<ar. 

Of foinc 1 brought home p.Uterns; on^', to--^ 
night, 

We mean to fticw— tis true, it is hut flight : 

But then, for fuinmcr wear, you know, that’s i 
rigl.t. 

A htfk ':trava‘, whom I long have known, ^ 
Has woi k'd it up, and begs to have ir (hewn-— > 
Hut pr.iy obicrve, my friends, 'tis not his own. J 
I bro«ight it over— -nay, if it mifcarrics, 

He'll cry, ” ’Tis ftone of mine— it came from 
“Paris.” 

But would yf»u like it, he’ll foon let you knowy 
’Tv'as fpim and manufa/'tur’d in Soho. 

’T had a great run abroad, which ahvays yields 
VV'oik lor our Grub- fiix'cr, and ourbpiral-llclda. 
France charms our ladies, naked bards, and bcauir, 
Wlio fmuggle thence their learning and thdr 
clotlics ; 

Buckles like gridirons, and wigs on fprings; 
Tetes built like towers, and rumps like oflrick 
wings. 

If this piece pleafe, each fummer I’ll go over. 
And fetch new patterns by the ftndts ol Dover. 




§ loit Prologue to the School far Sra/ttlal\ 1777. 

Gaksick. 

A SCHOOL for Scandal ! — Tell me, 1 bdfeech 
you. 

Needs there a ichool this modifli art to teach ypu? ’ 
No need of IclTons now— tfie knowing thinK— • 
We might as well be tauijht to eat and drink. 
Caus’d by a dearth of Icandal, fhould the va*' 
pours " ‘ 

D ftrefs our fair-ones, let them read the papers; 
Their pow'rful mixttues furh difnrders hii, 
Crave whit ihcy will, there's ^uoMtum Jvjfieit, 

“Lord’’* 
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** Lord !’* cries my Lady Worm wood (who loves 
tattle, 

And puts much fait and pepper in her prattle) 

J ull rifen at noon, all night at cards when threftiing, 
Strong tea and fcandal — bleL me, how rcfrelhiug! 
** Give me the papers, Lilp— how bold and 
free ! [^/j. 

Laft night Lord L. was caught with 
“ Lady D. 

For aching; heads, what ch:u‘mir''_4/^' *vd!a- 

If Mrs. I>. will ftill continue flirting, 

We hope Ihc’ll drawjorwo’ll undraw, the cur- 
tain.— 

Fine fatirc, poz ! in public all abufe it ! 

Hut, by ourfelvcfi, our piailc we can’t 

“ refufe it. 

** Now, Liip,rcadyou— there, at that dalh and n 
“ a-jr.”— 

<< Yes, ’am— A certain Lord had bed bc- 

“ ware. 

Who lives not twenty miles from Grofvenor 
“ fciiiarc 5 

“ For (liouid he Lad3r W. find willing— 

Wormwood is bitter/*— O ! that's me— the 
villain ! 

Throw it behind the fire, and never more 
Let thnt vile paper come within my door.§ ** 
Thus at our friends we laugh, who feel the dart *, 
To reach oi^r feelings, we ourfulvcs mull fmart. 
Is our young bard lb young, to think that he 
Can ftop the fuU-fpring tide of calumny * 

Knows he the world lb little, and its tr.uic >— 

Abs ! the devil 's fooncr rais'd thm laid. 

fio ftrong, fo fwift, the monfter there’s no gagging; 

Cue Scandal's head oft-— Hill the tongue is wag- 
** 

Proud, of your fmiles, once laviilily bellow’d, 
Again our young Don Quixote takes the road ; 
To Ihew his gratitude, he draws his pen, 

And fecks this hydra. Scandal, in its den ; 

From his fell gripe the frighted fair to lave— 
Tho’ he ihould fall, th* attempt muft pleafc the 
brave. 

For your applaufc, all perils he would through, 
He’ll fight— that’s write— a cavaliero true, / 
Till ev’ry drop of blood — that’s ink — is fpilt f 
for you. 3 


§ loa. Epilogue to (be fame \ 1777. S/toPtVifyMrs, 
Abhtgm^ in the Cbaradier of Latfy leaxeL 

' ColfMAN. 

T WHO was late fo volatile and gay, 

^9 ' Like a trade- wind muft now blow all one W'ay, 
Bend all my cares, my ftudies, and my vows. 

To one old rufty wcarhcr-cock— my fpoufc : 

So wills ou r virtuous bard !— the pyc-ball’d Bayes 
Of crying epilogues and laughing plays. 


Old bachelors, who marry fmart young wive^^ 
Learn from our play to regulate your lives ! 

Each bring his dear to town— all faults® upon 
her— 

London will prove the very fourcc of honour ; 
Plung'd fiiirly in, like a cold batli, it ferves, 
When principles relax, to brace the nerves. • 
Such is my cafe— and yet I mull deplore 
That the gay dream of dillipation ’s o cr; 

And fiy, ye fair, was ever lively wife, ^ 

Born with a genius for tJie liight ft life. 

Like me untimely blaftcd in her bloom, 

Like me condemn’d to fuch.a diliniil doom ? 

A'ii'ir money— w hen I juft knew how to it? 
Leave J^ondon— juft as I began to lallc it ! 

Muft 1 then watch the carly-cKiwing cock ? 

The melancholy ticking ot a cluck : 

In the lone ruftic hail lor ever bounded, 

With dogs, cats, rats, and l(|Ucilling brats fur- 
rounded > 

With humble curates can T now retire, 

(While good Sif Peter boozes wiili the ’ft^uirc) 
And at back-gammon mortify rny Ibul, 

Tliat pants for lu, or flutters at a vole ? 

Seven 's the main ’—dear found '—that muft cx*» 
pire, 

Loft at hot-cocklcs round a Chriftmas fire ! 

The tnmfient hour of falhion too loon fpent,. 

“ Farcwel the tranquil mind, farcwel content ! 

** Farcwel the pnwuiJ head-— the cufhion’cl u'l(\ 

** That takes the cufliion from liis piopcr feat ’ 

** The fpiiit-ftirring drum ! card-drums I 

“ mei.iq 

** Spadille, odd trick, pam, ballo, king, and queen ! 

“ And you, ye knockers, that with &azcn throat 
The welcome vilitor’s approach denote— 
Farcwel !— all quality of high renown, 

«« Pride, pomp, and circumltance of glorious 
- “ town, 

Farcwel !— your revels I partake no more, 

** And Lady Teazel’s occupation ’s o’er.” 

All this 1 told our Baid — he fmil’d) and faid 
*twa& clear 

I ought to play deep tragedy next year : 
Meanwhile he drew wile morals from his play, 
And in thefc Iblemn periods ftalk'd away : 

Bleft were the fair, like you her faults who 
“ ftopt, 

And clos’d her follies when the curtain dropt ! 

“ No more in vice or error ,to engage, 

Or play the fool at large on life’s great ftage ’/* 


§103, Prologue to A Word io the Wife^ performed 
for the Renejk of Mr, Kelly* s Family > 1.777. , 

Johns oir. 


^HIS night pTcfents a play whieh public rage^ 
^ Or right or wrong, once hooted from thg 
ftage". 


^ Upon the firft reprefentation of this play, 1770, It was daipi^edv from the violence of p<irty. 


From 
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BaokV, prologues a 

'From zeal Of malice now no more we dread, i 
Sf)r vengtance ivurs mi itjiib ihe dciui^ 

j\ generous foe regards with pitying eye 
The man whom fate lias laid where all muft lie. I 
To wit reviving from its autlioi 's datt, 
Bt^kind, ye jndgci-, or at Icaft he jnft ; 

For no renew’d iiodiliries invade 
Th’ oblivious grave's inviolable lhade. 

J-Lt one great paymmr. evtry claim .ippoafe, 
i"\nd him -who c.irnu.t hurt, allow to pleafc; 

To pleafc by fceiiLs uiiconfcious of oliencf, 

By hanrtltl.^ merriment, oi iifeful lenfe. 

W'licrc ang'ut of bright or fair the piece difplays, 
Appiove it only-'-’ris ton late to praife. 

If vv ant of Iktll or want of caie appear, j 

Forbear to hifs— rthe poet cnnn(jt hear! 

By all, like him, muft praife qmI blame be found 
At bt-ll a I'leeting gleam, or empty fennd. 

'Vet tlien lhall calm relleftion bh.fs the night, 

\\ hen libel al pity dignified delight ; 

W'jicn pleafure fir’d tier torch at virtue’s flame, 
Ami mirth was bounty with an humbler name. 


§ 104. P'.ologut* to Sh Thomas 0*ijrrhmy\ 1777, 

SHEJUDAN. 

^00 long the Mufe, attach’d to regal Ihow, 
Denie^ the fccne to taiis of humbler woe; 
Such as werew onr, wliilc yettliey Jjarni’dthc tar, 
Hhj ileal the plaudit of u fiicnt tear; 

When Olw'ay gave domeftic grief its part, 

And Rowt's familiar forrovvs touch’d the heart. 

A feepter’d trdii(»r, lath'd by vengeful fate, 

A bleeding licro, or a falling hate, 

Are tbemes (iho’ nobly worth ihe clailic fong) 
Which feebly clnimyoui figliSyiiorcl dm them long; 
Too great for pi,y, they infpirc rcfpc^b, 

Thtir deeds aftonifli, rather than uifedt ; 

Proving how rare the heart that woe can move, 
Which rcafon tells us we can never piove. 

Other the fccnc, where fadly Ir.md'. confeft 
The private pang that lends the fnft'ertr s bicaft. 
When forrow fits upon a piTcnt’s brow, 

Wlien fortune mocks the youthful lovei’svow, 

All feel the taIe---for who fo mvan but knows 
What fathers’ forrows aie, what lovers’ woes ? 

On kindred ground our Bard his fabui. built, 
And plac’d a mirror there for private guilt ; 
'V^ihcrc, fatal union ! will appear combin d 
An angel’s form, and an abandon’d mind; 
Honour attempting paliion to reprove, 

And fiicndfliip llruggling with unhallow’d love ! 

'yet view not, critics, with fevere regard 
The orjihan ofFvpiing of an orphan bard, 

Doom’d, whilrt he wrote, unpiticd to fuftain 
I^lore real miseries than his pen could feign ! 
JlUfatcd Savage ' at whofe birth was giv'n 
No parent but the Mufe, no friend but Heaven » 
Whofe youth no brother knew, with focial care 
To foothe his fuff rings, or demand to fliare ; 

• Life <rf R'lchard Savage, by Dr. $a|iuel Jolmfea. 
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No wedded partner of his mnital woe, 

To win his finiie at all that iVtc ciuild do; 

W hile, at bis dcaili, nm friend ^ nor moihtr's tear 
Fell on the lr.;tk of his dcfciKd bier! 

So pleads the rale ihat gi'cs to future timff 
The Ion’s inisforruncs, nmrilic parent’s crimes; 
There lliall his fame (if own’d tc-night) fur^ 
vive ; * 

Fix’d by the hand that bids our language live ? 


§ 105, Pvoinguc i'j Bonduca \ 177??. Garutck, 

'T'O puxhtn Britons let the old appear 

This night to roufe tin fur this anxious 

^ .r 

To raife that fpirit, which of yore, when rais’d, 
Made even Romans tremble while they piaii’d : 
I'o nnilii that fpirit, which thro' every age 
Has \vak‘d the lyie, :md waim’d ilv hilloriau’^ 
page ; 

That dauiitlcfs fpirit, which on Crefly’s plain 
Rulh’d from the heait thro’ ev’ry l>ntilh vein ; 
Neiv’d ev’ry arm tlie numerous hull to dare, "J 
Whilll lid ward’s valour Ihone the guiding flat, f 
Whofe beams difpcrs’dth^ diirkntlsofdtlpair. J . 
Whate'er the cr.ifr r number of his foes, ‘ 

Ever fiom danger Britain’s glory rofc; 

To the mind's "eye let the fiith Hairy rife, 

And ill that vifitAi boufting France defjiifc ^ 

Then turn to later detd-s your fires have wrought, 
When Anna rul’d, uiui mighty Marlb'rough 
fought. 

Shall ChaiUain die and be forget +r ---0 no I 
Warm from its lource lit ginUtul forrow How; 
His matc]ilir> ardniir fir’d each fcar-ftruck mind, 
His genius Ibar'd when Hi irons di'urjp’d ^and 
j>in’d ; 

Whiifi each State Atlas funl: beneath the load. 
His heart, iinihook, wiih patriot vi.tuc* glow’d j 
Like Hercules, he freed ’em fimn the weight, 
And on his ftioulJcrs fix’d the tottering ftatc ; 

His ftrength the inonftcrs of the land ckfled, 

To raife liis couiury’s glory was his pi idc, ' . f 
And for her fervite, 3> he liv’d, he died. J , 
O for his povers, thofc feehngs ro impart, 

Which rous'd to attion every drcxipiiig heart ! 
Now, while the angry trumpet founds alarms, 
And all the nation cries, “ To arms, to arms !'* 
Then would his native ftrength each BriijjOa 
know. 

And fcorn the threats of an invading foe : 
Hatching and feeding every civil broil,* 

France locks witli tiivy on our happy foil j • 
When mifehitf’s on the wing Ihe cries for war, 
Infults diftrefs, and braves her conqueror. • 

But Shakl'peai c fung— *-and well ihis land he % 
knew, I 

O hear his voice ! that nought ihall nnake us > 
rue, I 

** If England to itfelf do reft but true.** ^ 

i fnwd CbatUfla M «t Mayt 177^- 

§ loC* 
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§ io6. frokgue u the Princefs of Parma; 1778. 

Cumberland. 

•pRE dark November, with his dripping wings, 
" Shuts out the cheer^l face of men and thiiiga^, 
"Ifou all can tell how foon the dreary feene 
Affects your wives and daughters with the fplecn. 
Madam begins — “ My dear, thele odious rains 
** Will brirtg bn all my old rheumatic pains ; 

Tn fifty places it came in iaft night— 

This vile old crazy manlion’s fuch a fright ? 
What*s to be done?”— “ I it very truth, my love, 
“ I think *twere belter for us to renuwe.** 
This^fjid, if ps it chance that gentle fpoufe 
Bears but a lecr.nd int’rcft in the houlc. 

The bill is pafl'---no fiioner faid than done— 

Up Ipr'ngs the hen-bird, and the covey’s gone : 
Then ' t*y for London t there the game begins y 
Bouquets, and diamond (lars, and golden pins, 

A thoufand fnakilh wants, a thoufand fighs, 

A thoufand pouring«5, and ten thoufand lyes ; 
Trim, and new-rigg d, and launch’d for plcafurc’s 
gale, 

Out madam comes, her gpflings at her tail; 
Away they fcamper to prefent their faces 
At Johnfon’s citadel, for fide-box places. 

He to their joint and fuppUcating moan 
Prefents a face of brafs, a hean of ftonc ; 

Or, monarch-hke, while their addrefs is dating. 
Sends them a “ *veio^' by his lord in waiting. 
Returning thence, the difappointed fleet 
Anchors in Tavidoefc’s fantallic dreet j 
There under Folly’s colours gaily rides, 

Where Humour points, or vecringpallion guides. 
Tn vain the dcw'ard racks, and tenants rave, 
Mont')' die wants, and money Ihc will have. 
Meanwhile, terrific hangs the unpaid bill. 

Long as from Portman-fquare to Ludgatc-bill : 
The Tquire, exhauded, in defpondin^ plight, 
Creeps to his chambers tq avoid the light, . 

Or at the Moimt witli fome old fnarln chimes. 

In damning wives, and railing at the times. 

Such is the feene !— If then we fetch you down 
Amufemems which endear the fmoky town, * 
And through the pcafants poor but ufeful hands, 
We circulate the pn'duce of your lands ; 

In this voluptuous diflipated age, 

Sure tl'.cre** fome merit in our rural dage'*. 
Happy the c.hll, nor wholly vain the play. 
Which weds you to your acres but a day, 

} 107. El>iiogue to Perry; J778. Garrick. 
I ’MUS r, wiil fpeak — 1 hope ray drefs and air 
^ Announce the man of falhion, not the play’r: 
Tho’ gentlemen arc now forbid the fcencs, 

Tbt* 1 tuve ruih'd through heroes, kings, and 
queens ; 

RcIblvM, in pity to this polidi'd age, 

To drive thefe ballad heroes from the dage— 
•* To drive the, deer with hound and Irarn, 
Earl Percy tock his way ; 

The child may rue that is unborn 
^ ** The hunting of that day.’* 


A pretty bafis^ truly, fora maudlin play L *** 
What 1 dial 1 a fcribbling, fcnlllcfs woman, 

To offer to your tildes fuch udelefs fare ? 

Is Douglas or is )\rcy, tir’d with patlion, ^ 
Ready, for love or glory, death to dalh on, / 
Fit company for modern dill-life men of f 
ftilhion ? V 

Such madntis will our hearts but digiuly giv/e ^ 
We’ve no fuch frant’C nobles now-a-dayj. 

Could we believe old dories, ihofc Cirangc fel- 
lows 

Married for love, could of their wives be jcivloui 
Nay, condarfi to Vm too— and, svhat is worfe. 
The vulgir fouls thought cuckoldom a curfc ! 
Mod wedded pairs had then one pu:ie, one < 
mind, 

One bed too— fo prepodcro 
Flora fuch barbarity (thank j 
refin’d. 

Old fong!> their happinefs at home record, 

From home they lep’ratc carriages abhorr’t' 

One horfe ferv’d both— -my lady rode ‘ 
my lord. 

*Twas death alone could fnap their bonds afundcr: 
Now, tack’d li) flightlv, not to fnap's the wonder. 
Nay, death itfelf could not their hearts di\idc, ‘ 
They mix’d their love w ith monumental pride; 
For, cut in done, they dill lay fide by fide. 

But why thefe Gothic anccdors produce > 

Why fcour their rudy armours ? What’s the ufc } 
’Twould not your nicer optics much regale, 

To fee us beaux bend under coats of mail : 
Should we our limbs with iion doublets bruifr, ' 
Good Heaven! how much court-plaider we< 
(hould ufc ? 

We wear no armour now— -but on our Okxts. 


;nc cucKoiciom a cunc : 

I then one puiie, one % 

[Icroufly ioin’c! I > 

hank ricaveu ' ) we’re j 

?cord, 

bhorr’d— 1 
dc behind f 

Is afundcr: 
:ie wonder. 
di\idc, 1 
1 pride; > 
fide. -J 


';S 

Let not with barbarifm true tade be blended; 1 
Old vulgar virtues cannot oe defended ; f 
Let the dead red— -we living can’t be mended. J 


§ 1 08. Eyilogut: to Fatal Fuljehood; 1770. 

Shkkjdan. 

TTNIIAND me, gentlemen, by Heaven, I fay, 
^ I'll make a ghoft of him who bars iny way. 

[Behind the 

Forth let me come— a poetader true, 

As lean as envy, and as baneful too ; 

On the dull audience 4 ei me vent my rage. 

Or drive thefe female dribblers from the dagc; 
For fenfe* or hidory, we’ve none but thefe, 

The law of liberty and wit they feize ; 

In tragic— comic— padoral— they dare 
pleafe. 

Each puny bard muft furely burd with fpitc, 

To find that women with fuch fame can write : 
But O, your partial favour is the caulc. 

Who feed their follies with fuch full applaufe ; 
Yet drll our tribe (hall feck to blad their fame. 
And ridicule each fair pretender’s aim ; 

Where the dull duties of domcdic life 
Wage with the Mufe’s toils eternal drife. 


itagc ; 


* Thbjrologue was rpr4Leii at th« private theatre of Mr. Hanbary, of Kekmarft, ir. K rthurpt^nlhire. 

What 
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What tTiotlejr .cares Corilla's mind perplex, 
•VVl/^lc msids and itietaphon confpire to Tex! 

Ill lludious dilhabille behold her iit, 

A lertcr’cl goffip, and a hoiifewife wit; 

At once invoking, though fcT dirfl-rent views, 
Her gods, her cook, her milkncr, and mule ; 
Round her (IrcwM room a fiippcry chaos lies, 

A chequer’d wreck of notable and wile ; 

Bills, books, caps, con plrts, combs, a varied mafs, 
Opprefs the toilet, and obfeure the glafs ; 
Uniinilh'd here nn epigram is laid, 

A«d tficre, a mantua- maker’s bill unpaid ; 

Here new-lx^rn pl.iys forctalle the town’s ap- 
plaufe. 

There, dormant patterns lie for future gauze : 

A moral elTay now is all her care; , 

A fatirc next, and then a bill of fare : 

A fcenc (be now projciSls, and now a dilh ; 

) I ere ’s Aft the firft— and here-— Remove with filh. 
Mow while this eye m a fine phren7.y rolls, 
Thar, fobcrly cails up a bill for coals; 

Blawk pins and daggers in one leaf Ihe fticks, 
And tears, and thread, and bowls, and thimbles 
mix. 

Sappho, ’tis true, long vers’d in epic fong. 

For years eftcem’d ail houl'chold (Indies wjong; 
\V hen, dire miflnp ’ too’ neither lhame nor (in, 
S.ippho hcrfrlf, and not her Mule, lies in. 

1 lie virgin Nine in terror fly the hovvV, 

Audi matron Juno claims deipotic powV : 

(lothic hags the clallic pile o’ertum, 

A caudle-cup lupplants the lacred urn ; 

Nor books nor implements dcape their rage, 
Tlicy (pike the ink-fland, and they rend the page : 
Poems and play*) one barbarous fate partake ; T 
Olid and Plautus fulfer at the flake ; [cake. V 
And Ariftotlc’s only fav’d— to wrap ijlum- J 
Yet (hall -a woman tempt the tragic fcenc ? 
And dare— -but hold— 1 niuft icprefs my fplcen; 
I fee your herats arc pledg’d to her applaufe. 
While Shakfpearc’s fpirit feems to aid her caufc; 
Well pleas’d to aid-— fincc o'er his facred bierT 
A female hand did ample trophies rear, f 
And gave the gentleft laurel that is worfliipp’d I 
tiicrc. -J 


§ 109. Prolo'^ue io the Fathers \ 1779. Garrick. 
•xiy HEN from the world departs a fon of fame, 
His deeds or w'orks embalm his precious 


• name ; 

Vet, not content, the public call for art, 

^’o rclcLie fi*oin the tomb his mortal part ; 
Demand the painter’s and the fculptor s hand. 
To fpread his mimic form throughout the land ; 
A form, pel haps, which living was negjcacd, 
Aiul, when it could not feel refpeei, rclpecied^ 
This m^ht, no butt dr pitturc claims your praile, 
0*1 r claim’s ('uperior— we his fpirit raife ; 

From Time’s dark ftore-houfc bring a long-Ioft 


AikI drag it from oblivion into day. 


But who the author ? Need I name the wit, 

1 Whom Nature pn^mpted as his genius writ ? 
Truth finil’d on Taney for caca well-wrought 
llory, 

Where charters live, aft, and (land before ye.. 
Suppolc thcl'c charafters, various as they are^ ) 
The knave, the fool, the worthy, wife, and fair, > 
For and againfl tin: author pleading at your bar. j 
Fiill pleads I'om Jones— grateful hu heart and 
! warm— 

** Brave, gen’rous Britons ! Ihicld this p!a)^ from 
** harm ; 

“ My beft friend wrote it; fhoiild it not fuccced, 
Tno* with iny Sophy blcfl^^-my heart will 
“ bleed.” 

Then from his face he wipes the manly tear. 

“ Courage* my mailer!’* Partridge cries, “ don’t 
“ fear : 

“ Should £n\y*s ferpents hifs. or Malice frown, 
** Tho' Tm a coward, zounds ! 1 11 knock ’em 
“ down.*’ 

Next, fweet Sophia romes— fl\c cannot fpcak— 
j Her wiflics for the play o’erfpread her check ; 

I In ev'ry look her ibntimtnts you read, 

And more than eloquence her biuflics plead. 

I Now Bli('il bows— with fmilts his falfe hca*r gild- 

I 

He was my foe— I beg you'll damn this Ficld- 
“ iiig 

“ Right!” ThwacKum roar;,, “ no merty, Sirs, 
I pray; 

“ Scourge the dead author, thro’ his orphan phiy.” 
“ What words !” cries Parfun Adams *, “ fie, 
fie ' difown ’em ! 

Good I^ord I— //r moriuis nil 9ii/i homtmt 
“If futli ai e Chi irtian lenchcrs, w ho’Ii i c verc ’emf 
“ If thus they preach, the devil alone Ihould hear 

Now Slipllop enters-;;*-** Tho’ this ftriv'nmg 
“ giant 

** Slated my virtue, which was ever jftagran!^ 

“ Yci, like bla( k 'Jhtlh^ Tdbear fcori'u and whips, 
“ Slip into poverty to th’ very hips, 

“ T'exuh this play— may it decrcafe in favour, 

** And be its fniiic hnimnUdi^'d for ever !*’ 
’Squire Wcilcrn, reeling with Oftoher mellow, 

“ 'Tally-o, boys'— Yoicks !— Critics, hunt the 
I “ fellow ! 

I ** Damn ’en ! thcTc wits arc varmint not worth 
“ breeding : 

I “ Whatgood ere came of writing and of reading?’^ 
I Next comes, brim full of fpitc and politics, 

I His filter Wcfteni— and thus deeply fpcaks ; 

I «* Wits arc arm’d pow’rs ; like France attack the 
1 ** fuc ; 

1 “ Negeciate till they fleep — then flrike the bloyv.” 
i Allworthv lafl pleads to your ncblcfl paifjoos : 

I » Ye genVous leaders of the tafles and falhions, 
** Departed Genius left his orphan play 
I ** To your kind care— what the dead ivills, obey* 
«* O then refpeft the father’s fond bequeft, 

And make his widow Imile, his fpuit reft I” 


• The late Henry rieMing, Ef^. wthor of the pUy. 
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§ ito. 


ELEGANt EXTRACTS* 


B 


lOK^, 


Prologue to tbe MiHiatitre-Piilure, 17*0. j And what th’ event ? Their induftry was fi/ch, 
Sheridan. Do^ld fpokc good Flcmidi, Banniftcr bad Dutcl^: 


|pHILL*D by rude gales, while yet rcluftant 
^ May 

Withholds the beauties of the vernal day ; 

As fome fond maid, whom matron frowns reprove, 
Sulpcnds the fmile her heart devotes to love ; 
The fealbn’s plcatures too delay their hour. 

And winter, revels with protraacd pow’r : 

Then blame not, critics, if thus late we bring 
A winter 8 drama ; but reproach— the fpring. 
What prudent cit dares yet the feafon truft, 

Balk in his whifky, and enj')y the duft > 

Hous’d in Cheapfulc, Icarcc yet the gayer fpark 
Achieves the Sunday triumph of the Park \ 
Scarce yet you fee him, dreading to be late. 
Scour the New-road, and dafli thro’. Grofvenor- 
gatc. 

Anxious— and fearful too— his ftecd to lltcw. 
The hack’d Bucephalus of Kotien-row : 

Carclefs he feeins, yet vigilantly fly, 

Woo*, the firay glance ot ladies palling by ; 
While his otf-hecl, infidioufly afidc, 

Provokes the caper which he Icems to chide. 
Scarce rural Kcnfingtou due honour gains. 

The vulgar v»irduic of her walk remains, 

Where xvhitc-rob’d mifles amble two by two. 
Nodding to booted btaux---“PIow do, how do.'*' 
With gen’rous queftions, that no anfwer wait, 
Ho\^ valHy full!” A’n’t you come valUy late > 
Isn’t it quite charming ? When do you leave 
town ? 

An^t you quite tir'd ? Pray, can we fet you 
“ down V* 

Thcfc fuburb pleafures of a T.ondon May, 

Impel feel vet, we hail the cold delay ; 

But if this plea’s denied, in our cxcufe 
Another Hill remains you can’t refufe ; > 

It is a lady writes-— and hark— a noble Mufcl J 

But fee a critic darting from his bench 

A noble author r” Yes, Sir, but the play's not 
French ; 

Yet if it were, no blame on us could fall j 
For we, you know, mull fellow falhion’s call ; 
And true it is, things lately were in train 
To woo the Gallic Mufc at Dniry-l'anc ; 

Not to import a troop of foreign elves, 

.But treat yon with French aftorii — ui ourfelvcs : 
A friend we had, who vow’d he’d make us fpeak 
Pure flippant French— by contra£l-— in a week; 
Told us ’twas time to ftudy what was good, 
Polilh, and leave off being underftood ; 

That crowded audiences we thus might bring 
Tb Monlicur Parfons, and Chevalier King : 

Or (hould the vulgars grumble now and then, 
Tile prompter might tranflatc — for country gen- 
tlen>€n. 

Straight all fubferib’d— -kings, gods, mutes, fing- 
ers, a£lors ; 

A Flanders figure-dancer our contraftor. 

But here I grieve' to own, tho’ ’t be to you, 

Me a£led— e’en as mod contraftors do, 

Sold what he never dealt in ; and, ih’ amount 
Being firff difehargM, fubniittcd his account } 


Then tile rogue told us, with infidting cafe, 

So it was fo/eign it was fare to plcafei 
Beaux, wits applaud, as fafliion Ih.mld command. 

And mifles laugh-— to feem to underfland j- 

So from each cliiftc our foil may fomething gain ; 
Manhood from Rome, and fprightlinclb from 
Spain ; 

Some Rulfian Rofeius next delight the age, 

And a Dutch Ilcinel Ikatc along the ft age. 
Exotic foi>pcries, hail ! whofe flatt'ring ihiilc 
Supplants the fterncr virtues of our ifle > 

Thus while with Chinefe lirs and Indian pines 
Our nurs’r'ies fwarm, the Uritifli Ovik decline;* ; 
Yet vain our Mufes ft-ar— -no foreign laws 
We dread, while native beauty pleads our caulc: 
While you to judge, whofe fmilcs arc honours 
higher 

Than vcrle Ihould gain, but where thofc eyes in- 
fpirc. 

But if the men prefume your pow'r to awe, T 
Retoit their chnvlifti fcn.itorial law ; / 

This is your houle— and move— the gentle- C 
men withdraw : J 

Then they may vote, with envy never cc ifing, 
Your influence increas’d and is incriMliug : 
But there, J truft, the refoliuion’s finififd ; 

Sure none will fay— it ought to be dinumlli’d. 

§111. Ef'h^uc to fkt furfic ; 1780. 

jFKVIE. 

’^IIE men, like tyrants of the Turkilh kind, 
Have long our fox’s energy conlinM ; 

In full-diefs black, and bows, and folenm ft. ilk, 
Have long monc'po!i/:’d the Prologue’s walk; 

But ftiji the flippant Epilogue was ours^ 

)t alk’d, for gay fuppoit, the female pow’rs ; 
ft nfk’d a flirting air, coquet and free, 

And fo, to muidcr it, they fix on me. 

Much they rniftakc my talents— I was borit 
To tell, in fobs and fighs, fonie talc forlorn; 

'Po wet my handkerchief with Juliet’s woes, 

Or turn to Shore’s defpoir my .tragic nofe. 

Yes, gentlemen, in education’s fpite, 

You ftill (hall find that we can read and write 5 
l..ikc you, can f\Ncll a debt or a debate, 

Can quit the card -table to ftecr tlic ftate, 

And bid our Belle Airnnblcc’s rhet’ric flow, 

To drown your dull dcclaimcrs at Soho ! 
Methinks e'en now I hear my fex’s tongues, • 
The flirill, fmart melody of female lungs! 

The ftorm of queftion, the divifion calm. 

With “ Hear Jier * hear her ! Mrs. Speaker, 
“ Ma’am ! 

O order ! order !” Kates and Sufans rife, 

And Marg'rct moves, and Tabitha replies. 

Look to the camp— '.Coxheath and Warlcy 
Common , ^ 

Supplied, at Icaft, for cv’ry tent a woman ; 

The cartridge-paper wrapt the billet-doux. 

The rear and piquet form’d the rendezvous ; , 
The drum’s ftern rattle fliook the nuptial bed, 
The knapiack pillow'd Latjy Siur^€Qn'% head ; 

3 Love 
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1jO\^ was the watch-word, till the morning fife 
Rous’^ the tame Major and his warlike wife. 

Look to the fta^j;c~to-night's example draws 
A female Dramatift to grace the caule — 

So fade the triumphs of prefumptuoua man » 

Ami would you, ladies but complete my plan, 
litre fliould ye lign fome i>Htriot petition . 

To mend our conftitutioiial condition. ' 

I'he men invade our rights, the mimic elves 
Liflt and 7 uck-n(i?fie Cods ut^nturits like ourfelvcs. 
Rouge more than we do, fimper, flounce, and fitt, 
And they cof/uc/, good gods, hoiu thy cot/mt! 
They too arc coyj and, monftious to relate, 
Theirs is the coyncf* in a tcte-d*teie^ 

Yes, ladies, yes, I toidd a Uili‘ unjold, 
lUould hcnro'tv ^/» — -cufliioiis— were it told ; 

Part jTJwr co 7 }ibiiitd curls, and /wx't’— pomatum. 
At griefs and grksances, as I could ftate 'em. 
Put fiuh cUrnaL hlwaon iHujt not fpeak 
Bclides, the Htjulc aJjoizrns f(»me day next week. 
This fair to-nnittn fliall detail the rell ; 

And then let moiilieis, if tlicy dare . 

§ 11 a. Prologue to h'liUd Cunq/ity 

CoLMAN. 

T ONG fince, beneath this humble loof, thii’ 
^ pliV, 

Wrduglit by true Engllfli srenius, faw the day. 
Fonli tV;))n this ImmLlc roof it Icaivc has flray’d; 
III pP udiT ’hciitrcs Was never pI.iyM 
There you have u'lp’d and doz'd o tr i 


piece, 


Patch’d up fiom France, or ftol’n from Rome 
or Giceee, 

Or made of Ihrtcls from Shahfpcart’a golden 
Ikecc. 

There fcholars, firnple nature cafl rfulc, 

Have trick’d rlicir heroes out in claflic piidc ; 

Tso fccnes where yenume palllnn runs to wafle, 
l^'jt all hedg’d in by ihrubs (>f modern tafte ! 
Each tragedy laid out like gar<kn grountls. 

One circling gra\cl marks its narrow' bounds. 
Idllo's pkamations were of Jor(Jl growth— 
Shakfpcarc’s the fame— -gi cat natiiie's hand in 
both ! 

Give me a talc tlic paflions to controul, 

** Whofeflighteft w’ord may harrow up ihcfouP” 
A magic p-. non, of charm’d drugs commixt, 

\V here plcafu IV courts, and honour comt*’ betwixt' 
Such are tiic fccncs that we this night renew. 
Scenes that your fat-icrs wcrewclUplcas’dto view. 
Once we half-paus’d— and while cold fears pre- 
vail, 

Strive with faint ftrokes to foften down the talcj 
But foon, attir’d in all its native woes, 

The lliadc of Li Ho to ouj fancy rofe : 

Cheek thy weak hand, it faid, or feem’d to fay—* • 
Nor of its manly vigour lob my play ! 

From Britiili aiuials I rliC ftoiy drew. 

And Btirifh hearts Ihall^/ir/, and bear it too. 
Pity (hall move their fouls, in fpiie of rules ; 
And terror takes no leffon from the fchools. 
Speak to their to tlieir fulings tiuft, 

You 41 find thiir gentr^us andy^^. 
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§ 113. Prologue to tbe Birth 'Dav, Ang, 11. 

17 « 3 - ’ CoLMAN. 

W HEN fate on fome tremendous act I'ceini 
bent, 

And nature labours with the dread cvrnr, 

Poi tents and prodigies cotuulfe the carrl:, 

Thiit heaves and itruggks with the futal birth. 

In happier hours xre lavilk hlt/fings given, 

And pour’d in floods to mark riic iiand of Hea- 
ven. 

In a long leric-s of bright glorii *; drefl, # 

Britons mult hail this day lupuinely bleft. 

Firfl on this day, m liberty’s gn. i oaufe, 

A Bruniwii-k came to guard om rights and laws: 
On this great dav, our glorious annals teU, 

By Britilk arms the pride of Cuba fell ; 

Koi* then, t)ic Morn's gallant chief o\m thrown, 
'fh' flav.'.t.r ih law lus f.ite, i'‘nl felt hcT own : 
I'he fcif-l.iir.r day, the fame aufpicious morn, 
OurcMer hope, our Pi nue, our George w ,1$ born# 
Upon his natal I our what timmph'.. wait ' 

What captive irec.rurer. crowd the pa lace -gate I 
What diivbjc joys tha Royal Parent ekiim, 

Of homcfe-lt happiocfs and public fame ' 

Long, very long, great George, protect the 
land, 

Thy race, like arrov s in a giant's hand ! 

For ftill, tho* blights may nip fome infant rofe, 
And kill the* budding bcaiuy ere* it blows, 
fndolgcnt Hcvivcn )>rolongs ti/ illuOrious line, 
Branching like th’ ( live, elnU’ring like the vmt. 

Long, \cry Ir^i'g, tliy ct'iufc of ghjry ic.ii, 

A briglit cxampk’ to tl’.y Uuval S*)n ' 
rorniing that Son to giace, Idt thro, the t' tovj, 
.‘\nd make his Facher’ij virt’.e' ail lik own! 


§114. Prolugus to tic Lliilion of the jYiwagej^^ 
" - CJ0LP.IAN- 


17S4. 


^URST be the vcife, how well fee’er k flow, 
^ ** Thatter da to- make one worthy man my 
“ loc ; 

“ Gives virtue fc.indnl, innocence a fe.Tr, 

“ Or from the fofr-eytd virgin llcaN a tear.'* 
Thu*; fung fwett Pope, the vigoious child of 
batin' ; 

Our Bayes Jefs genius boafts, not lefs good-na- 
ture. 

No pnifon'd ih ifi he darts with partial aim, 
b’ollv and viic are fair and gen«r;ai game : 

No talc he Cihuis, on no fcandal dwells, 

Nor plant.s on one fool’s head the cap and bcljs} 
Hopain'S the living manner.^ of the time, 

Bur lays at no ni3n’’s door reproach or trirue,^ , 
Yet Ibmc with critic note, and eye too kern,' 
Scent double meaiiiniys O'it, and blaftr cadi fcenc} 
While fquirit lafp'icioii holds her treaclicroui 
' Ur.p, 

Fear moulds b«fc coin, and malice gives the 
ItaiTip. 

Falfthood’s vile glofs converts the very Bible 
To fcantlMun magnatum, and a libel. 

Thus 



elegant 

Thiiy once when fick Sir Gripus^aiwc’rc told. 
In grievous ufury grown rich and old, 

Bought a good b^k that, on a chrillian plant 
Inculcates I'hc Whole Duty of a Man. 

To every fm a finneris name he tack’d, '' 
And thro* the parilh all the vicq^ track’d : 

And thust tile commen.t ahd the text enlarging^ 
Crowds all hi» friends and neighbours in the 
margin. 

Pride, was my lord ; and drunkennefs, the Tquirc} 
My lady, vanity and loofe defire ; 

Hardnels of heart, no mifery regarding, 

Was overfecr— -luxury, churchwarden. 

All> all be damn’d , and carrying the farce on, 
Made fraud the lawyer— gluttony, flie parfbn. 

. ^ris faid, when winds the troubled deep de- 
form. 

Pour copious ftreams of oil, *twill lay the llorm : 
Thus here, let niirch and frank good-humour's 
batm 

Make cenfurc mild, fcorn kind, and anger calm | 
Sonie whf'lefome bitters if the baid produces, 
*Tis oT'ily wormwood to coiTcft the juices. 

In this day’s contefi, where, in colours new. 
Three play-iioule candidates arc brought to view, 
i)ur little Uayes encounters fome diigiacc : "] 

Shouhl you rejed him I mourn his cafe— / 
He can be chofen for no other place. J 


§ 115. Prologue to Two to One: i7l^4* 

CoLMAN. 

npO-night, as heralds tell, a virgin mufe, 

An untrain’d 3’ouTb, a new advenr'rcr, fucs; 
Green in his one-and-tw’cntv, fcarce of age. 
Takes his firfi: Hight, half fledg’d, upon the 
ftage. 

Within this little round the parent bind 
Haih warbled oft; oft patiently you heard j 
And as he ftrove 10 raife liis eager throat, 

Vour kind applaufc made inulic of his note. 

But now, with heating heart and anxious eye, 
He fees his vent’rous youngling itrivc to fly : 
Like Daedalus, a father’s fears he brings, 

A father’s hopes, and fain would plume hU 
wings. 

How vain, alas, his hopes ! his fears how 
vain I 

'Tis YOU mud hear, and hearing judge the 
ftrain* ' 

Your equal juftice finks or lifts his name ; 

Your frown’s a fentchcc, your applaufo is fame, 
if humour warms his feenes with genial tire ; 
'TlieyHl cv’n redeem the errors of his fire ; 

Nor ihali bts lead— dead 1 to the bottom drop, 
jfi;y'youdL*s enUv’nins cork buoy’d up at top. 

It chara^ers are mail’d with eafe and truth. 
Pleas'd with his fpirtt, you’ll forgive his youth. 
Should fire and fon be TOth with dulncfs curfi, 

** And Dunce the fecond follow Dunce the 
, « firft/' 

The (hallow firipling’s vain attempt you’ll mock. 
And damn him for a Cbijf ef tbs old Block* 


E X T R A C t-Sj B» ok 

§ 1 16. Prolog ve occajionui by the Death of '’Mr*' 
. Hemterfon^ 17S5. Mu^Hy, 

■pRE fiflion try this night her magic drain, 
An'd blend myficriuufly delight with pain ^ 
Ere Vet (he wake her train of hopes and feUrS 
For JafBer's wrohgs and Bclvidcra’s tears j 
Will you permit a true, a recent grief. 

To vent its charge, and feek that kind relief? 

How (hall tve feci the tale of feign’d diflrefs, 
While on the heart our own afHidlions prefs ! 
When our own fj lend, when Hcndtrfm expires. 
And from the tomb one parting pang requires ! 
In yonder Abbey (hall he reft his head. 

And on this (pot no virtuous drop be fhed ? 

You will indulge our grief thofe crowded 
rows 

Shew you have hearts that feel ilomcftic woes i 
HjLarts that with gen’rous emulation burn, 

To ratfe the widow, diooping o’er his urn; 

And to his child, when reafon's op’ning ray 
Shall tell her u'bom (he loft, this iiuth convey ; 
Her father’s worth made each good man his 
friend ; 

Honour’d through life, regretted in his end ! 

And for his relaiivts to help his ftore, 

An audience give, when he could give no morci 
Him we all mourn; his friends (till heave the 

And ftill the tear Hands trembling in the eye. 

His was each mild, each amiable ait, 

The genticft manners and the feeling heart; 

Fair linijjle truth ; benevolence to ail ; 

A gen’rous warmth, that glow’d at friendfliip’s 
’ call ; 

A judgment fure, while learning toil’d behind ; 
His mirth was wit; his humour, fciife refin’d > 

A foul above all guile, all meaner views; 

The friend of fciencc, friend of cv'iy mule I 
Oft have I kuowji him in my vernal year— 

This no feign’d grief— no artificial tear! 

Oft in this breaft he wak’d the Mufes’ flame ; 
Fond to advife, and point my way to fame. 

^Vho moft (hall prailc him, all are ftill at ftrife % 
liixpiriug virtue leaves a void in life. 

A void our fccnc has felt : — with Shakfpeare’s 

Who now, ii’icc him, (hall animate the ftage ? 
Hamlet, Macbeth, and Benedick, and Lear, 
Richard, and Wolfey, |>lea:>’d each learned eaft 
If feigning well be our confuminarc art^ J 
How great hh praife, who in Jago’s part 
Could utter thoughts fu foreign to his heart ? J 
Falftafli*, \vho Ihook this houlc with mirthful roar, 
Is now no counterfeit — hc’il rife no more ! 
’Twas Henderfon’s the dr.ima to pjrvade. 

Each pailion touch, and give eacli nicer lhadc. 
When o'er thefe boards the Romatt Father 
pafs’d— 

But I forbear— •that effort was his laft. 

The Mufe there faw his zeal, tho’ rack’d v?>th 
pain. 

While tho ftow fever ambufh’d in cadi vein. . 
She (ought the bed where pale'and wati he 
[ And vainly to chafe weafe away } 
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^l^jch’d cv’ry look, and number’d cv’ry figh. 
And gently, a$ he liv'd, Ihc faw him die. 

with her gricfi», flic join’d the mournful 
throng, 

With fallen fotmd as the hearfe .mov'd along: 
Thro' the dim vaulted ailes flie led the way, 
And gave to genius pad his kindred clay ; 
Heard the lad I'cquiem o'er his relics coldy 
And with her rears hedew’d theU.allow'd mould 
•In faithful verfe, there, near the lonely cell, 
The fair recording epitaph may tell, ^ - 
That he who now lies mould'ring into duft, 

• Was good, was upright, generous, and jufti 
By taknti form’d to grace the poet’s lays ^ 

By *vhtur form'd to dignify his days. 


§ 1 17.' Epilogue ^{ntc'ndtd to he Jpoken hy ilfr. 
Hhittr^ in the CbSrahia vf a ficMmaJler, 'lohb- 
a Rod hi his Hdtni. ■ . 

vice and folly arc a natiQi/s bane,, 

• When poets write, and pai Ions pi .tachlu vain 
Wherf fatire's fting and moral precepts fail, 

Then threats and rougher methods iniift prci'ail. 
Behold a fchoolmallor— Ticklebrccch by name, 
Who comes a headftrong people to reclaim; 

To !a1h thol’e foibles now fo common grown, 

And once more place fair Virtpc on her throne. 
This magic rod, iho’ nought but fimple wood, 
With wonders ftrangc to mention is endued. 

If to that part of man we all deride 
’Tis rightly handled, and with Ikill applied, 
'Twill make a la^^r honed gaind his will. 

The dodlor lave me patient he would kill j 
The datefman too, that Atlas of the date, 

Who toils, and Iwcats, and bends beneath the 
weight 

Of places, penfions,.finccurcs, and fees, 

Ar the fird dn^wc will find immediate cafe : 

Witli joy he’ll cad the pond’rous load afidc, 

And at the helm take honour for his guide ; 

Relie re the indigent without a bribe, 

And fpurn at fycophimts, that fawning tribe. 

'I'he modern Bobadil, wlio in taverns boads 
The feats he did when on proud Galluds coads, 
IIo\v twenty Frenchmen at a thne he llcw', 

“ Twenty more — kill 'em; nvemy more — kill 
“them too!” V 

W\icn ill the held his looks liFs fears betray, 

And his own ftiadow' makes him run, away ; 

But if the- force of this fame twig he feels,. 

His courage draiglu will leave his friendly heels, 
Mount to his heart, his martial bofom warm, 
And, like brave PruHia, the whole world alarm. 

Next, to the male-coquct I mean to Ipcak, 
Whofe head, and hcair, and nerves alike arc weak ; 
Who, like thafeurious malk which ATop feigns 
The fox admir’d, yet mourn’d the want ot brains; 

• Who plies his gfafs, and grinning cries, “ Sir 
, « Peter, 

« There’s a fine girl ; Gad's curfe ! a charming 
« creature ! « 1 * 1 

Whatcyes, what lips! and then her Aape and gait, 
mud be mine, 'egad, at any rate." 


This wand, if once it touch the coxcomb's tai]« 

I do^affurt him, ne'er was known to f.iil ; 

Hc’U Wn its chdnub <urp.ifs lii-- fals and drops, ^ 
Fur into men jt cimiiges fools and fops ; 

Makes 'em look w id, lav little, and do more j 
I All which, I’m lure, they nexerdid before. 

In good queen B;-lVs happ’' golden reign, 

I Tlic Britilli fair their viiru.- /.d maintain ; 

But, (hame to tell, how die.idtiil the refleilion J 
The fex is now fo bad 10 watjr correal ion— • ' 

I But hold, methinks from vi'inl. r box 1 hear 
My Lady Dainty thus exprefs her fear: 

** Larilf furc the filthy tc!l.)\.- doe:» not mean 
To tjim us up ; he won’t be fo obl’cene : 

“ Kll gX this* infiant, and ulk Mi-.Jlich, 

I J-fexv he darts lutfcr this rude Ticklcbrecth— I** 
Ladies, Ixc calm, this ncedlcL rage lufpend, » 
And take good counfcl as from fiicnd to||fi‘icnd; 


/IIIU liirkW V^fUIIIVI 09 JIVIII • 

IF you would Hum acquaintance with tho birch, 
Shim cardi on fabbaih-day, and go to chulc^^; 
iTliis vicious appetite no loti^r teed, | 
virtuous all, be Britilh indeed. 

And now, my pupils, wb^lf you’ve Icafnt this 
night * * 

Go teach to others, and you’U then do right; 

Be you to them the lame iiiAi^gcnt tutor, 

And come next ) ear "o fee youf h iciui Red Sbu/t r* 


§ 118. ?)ohgue to Mahomet 9 
r|Aq^'point what lengths credulity has run, 
f . \Vhat counfeU lhaken, and what Hates un- 
done ; ^ 

VnVat hcllilh fury wings ih* enthufiaft s rage, 

And makes the troubled earth one tragic fiage; 
What blalpliemies impofturc dares advance, 

And build wliat terrors on xveak ignorance ; 

How fraud alone rage to icligion biudy, 

And makes a pandarmoniiim of our minds ; 

Our Gallic bard, fir’d with thcfc glorious views, 
Firft to this cruladc led the tragic mufc; 

Her pow’i through France his charming numbm 
Iwre, , 

But France was deaf— -for all herpricits were lore. 

On Englifli ground flic makes a firmer ftand. 
And iiopcs to lulfer by no hoftilc hand. 

No clergy here ufurp the frcc-l>orn mind. 
Ordain’d to teach, and not enflave maiikiiid; 
Religion here bids Perfccution ccal’e, 

Without, all order, and within, all peace ; 

Truth guards 6er happy pale widi watchful caye. 
And frauds, tho’ pious, hud no entrance there* 
Religion, to be facicd, mufl be free ; 

Men will fufpea— where bigots keep iwkcp 
Hooded and train'd like hawks th, cnthjifiails fly. 
And the piicft’s viaims in their pbonciij^ie.. ^ . 
Like whelps bom blind, by mother-church they re 

Nor wake to fight, to lyww thcmfclvc* milted 
Murder ’s the game — and to the fport unpreft, ^ 
Proud of the &, and in the duty bjeft, ; > 

The layman 's butthcblood-houndofthcprwft. J 
Whoever thou art, that day’ft fuchthemeaadvanccjf 
To prieft-rid Spain repair, or llavilh*Francc?j^ 
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Fer Jut!as* hire there «3o the deviFs ta(k, 

And trick up flavcry in religion’s ma(k. ' 
£>Ag1nnd, ftill free, no iurer means requires 
To fink rheir fottilh fouls, and damp their martial 
fires. 

Britons, thefc numbers to yourfelves you owe ; 
Voltaire hath llrength to flioot in Shakfpeare’s 
bow : 

Fame led him at his Ilippocrcne to drink. 

And taught to wjitc with nature, as to'think ; 
With Englifti freedom, Englifli wit he knew. 
And from the inexhanfied ftream profufelydrew. 
Cherilh the noble bard yourfelves have made, 
Nor let the frauds of France (leal all our trade. 
Now of each prize the winner has the wearing, 
E’en fend our Englifii ftage a-privatccring : 
With your commilMon, wc’ll our faiU unfold, 
And from their loads of diofs import fomc gold. 


5 119. Prologue to the Jealous Wifit 

Lloyd. 

rpKR Jealous Wife ! a comedy ! poor man I 
A charming fub;cc^ ! but a wretched plan. 
His fkittilh wi;, o’trlcaping the due bound. 
Commits flat trefpafs upon tragic ground. 
Quarrels, upbraid] ngs, jcaloufies, and fpicen. 
Glow too familiar in the cd:nic Icenc. 

Tinge but the language with heroic chime, 

•Tis palJion, pathos, charatler, fublimc ! 

What round big words had Iwell’d the pompous 
firene, 

A king the hu (hand, and the wife a queen ? 
Then might difira£ticii rend her gi aceful hair, 
Sec fightlefs forma, and feream, and g.ipe,and ftare. 
Drawcanfir Death had rag’d without coniroul, 
Here the drawn dagger, there the penfon’d bowl. 
What eyes had ftreani’d at all the whining woe! 
What hands had thunder’d at each Huh! and Ob! 

But peace ! The gentle prologue ciiftom fendS; 
Like drum and ferjeant, to beat up for friends. 
At vice and folly, each a lawful game. 

Our author flics, but with no partial aim. 

He rCnd the manners, open as they lie 
In nature’s volume to the gcn’ral eye. 

Books too he read, nor blufti’d to ufe their 
ftore — 

He docs but what his betters did before. 
Bhakfpeare has done it, and the Grecian ilage 
Caught truth of character fj om Horner’s page. 

If in his- fccnes an honc(i flrili is ihown, 

Anel borrowing little, much appears his own ; 
whrtt 3 mafter’s happy pencil drew 
. He brings more forwaid in dramatic view ^ 

Td your dccifion he fubmits his caufc, 

Secure of candour, anxious for applaule. 

■ But if, A\ ludc, his artlcfs feents dcfi-.ee 
The Ample beauties which he meant to grace $ 
If, an invader upon others land, 

'He fpt^l and plunder with a robber’s hand, 
on him— on fools before— 
give IQ blockheads paft oueblockhead more. 


Prologue to Punnamde* 

I3EFORE the records of renown were ke^, , 
^ Or theatres for dying heroes wept. 

The race of fame by rival chiefs was run. 

The world by former Alexanders won : 

Ages of glory in long order rolFd, 

New empires rifing on the wreck of old : 
Wonders were wrought by nature in her prime, 
Nor was the ancient world a wildcrnefs of time< 
Yet loft to fame is virtue’s orient reign ; 

The patriot liv’d, the hero died in vain. 

Dark night defeended o’er the human day. 

And wiped the glory of the world away : 
Whirl’d round the gulf, the a£ls of time were toft. 
Then in the vaft anyfs for ever loft. 

Virtue from fame disjoin’d began to plain 
Her votaries few and unfrequented fane. 

Her voice afeended to almighty Jove ; 

He fent the Mufes from the tnronc above. 

The bard arofc ; and full of heavenly fire. 
With hand immortal touch’d tli’ immortal lyre ; 
Heroic deeds in ftrains heroic fung, 

All earth refounded, all heaven’s arches rung : 
Tlic world applaud what they approv’d before. 
Virtue and fame took fep’rate paths no more. 

Hence to the bard, rnierpreicT of heaven. 

The chronicle of fame by Jove is given; 

His eye the volume of the paft explores, 

His hand unfolds the cverlafting doors ; 

In Minos* majefty he lifts the head, 

Judge of the world, and fov’reign of the dead; 
On nations and on kings it^cntencc fits, 

Dooms to perdition, or to n^en admits ; 
Dethrones the tyrant tho’in triumph hurl’d, 
Calls up the hero from th’ eternal world. 
Surrounds his head with wreaths that ever bloom, 
And vows the verfe that triumphs o’er the tomb. 

While here the Mufes warbled from the Ihriuc, 
Oft have you liften’d to the voice divine. 

A namelefs youth beheld with noble rage, 

One fubje^t, ftill a ftranger to the ftage ; 

A name that’s mufic to the Britifli ear ! 

A name that’s worfliippVl in the Britifli fpherc, 
Fair Liberty ! the goddefs of the ifle. 

Who hleflts England with a guardian fmile. 

Hi irons ! a fcenc of glory draws to-night 1 
The fathers of the land arifc to flight ; 

The legiflators and the chiefs of old, 

TJic roll of patriots and the barons bold. 

Who greatly girded with the fword and (hicld. 
At ftoried Rnnnamedt's immortal field, • 
Did the grand charter of your freedom draw, 
And found the bafe of liberty on law. 

Our author, trembling for his virgin mufe, 
Hopes in the fa'v’rire theme a fond excufe. 

If while the talc the theatre commands, 
Yc>urhcarts applaud him, he’ll acqu it your hands j 
Proud on his country’s caufc to build his namOi 
And add the patriot s to the poet’s fame. « 


§121. Prologue to the Heirefs, Fitzpatrick, 
\ S fi}rightly (hn-bcams gild the face of day, 

tew’riftg tetnpefts calmly gUdq away. 
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So, when the poet’* dark horizon clean, 

Array’d in fmiles the Epilogue appears. 

She of that houlc the lively emblem ihll, 

Whofe brilliant Ipeakcrs iian what themes they 
will ; 

Still varying topics for her fpprtivc rhymes. 
From all the follies of thefe fruitful times j 
Uncheck’d by forms, with flippant hand may cull, 
Prologues, like peers, by privilege arc dull. 

In Iblcmn drain addrefs th’ aflemblcd pit, 

The legal judges of dramatic wit, 

Confinuig dill, with dignified decorum, 

Their oblervations — to tlie play helorc’em. 

Now when each bachelor a helpmate ut ks, 
(That Iwccr exemption frym a tax) 

When laws are fram’d with a benignanr plan 
Of lightening burdens on the married man, 

And Hymen add^ one Iblid confoit more, 

To all ihofe comfons he conhrr’d before ; 

To linooth the rough laborious road to fame, 
Our bard nas choieii— an alluring name. 

As wealth in wedlock oft is known to Itide 
The imperfeftions ot a homel\ bride, 

This tempting rule, he perhaps expels, 

ATay heighten beaMiics— and conceal defc£ls: 
Thus Sixty’s wiinkies, view’d tufougli Fortune’s 

The roly dimples of Sixteen furpafs : 

The modern iuitor gfalps his fair one’s hand, 
O’cTionk') her perlbn, and adores-— her land j 
Leers oil her homes wiih an ogling etc, 

O’er her rich acn-s heaven an am ’runs figh, 

His huart-feh pangs tlirougii groves of — timber 
vents. 

And runs didra^cd for— her three per cents. 

Will thus the poet’s mimic lleirel’s find 
The bridegroom critic to her failings idiiul, 
Who claims, alas ! his nicer lufle to hit, 

The lady’s porii-m paid in fieri ing wit > 

On your decrees, to fix her future fate, 

Depends our Jleirels for her w hole tftatc : 

Rich in your fniiks, Ibe charms th’admiringtown; 
A very bankrupt, ihould y u chance to nown : 
O may a veidi6l given in your aj plaufc 
Pronounce the profp’rous illue of her caufc, 
Confirm the name an anxious parent gave her, 
And prove her Hanfs of — the public favour ! 
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Prologue to the Ambitious Step-Mother 
Rowe. 


} 


I F dying lovers yet deferve a tear. 

If a fad ftory of a maid’s delpair 
Yet move compalfion in the pitying fair j 
This day the j^et docs his arts employ. 

The fofc accefles of your fouls to try. 

Nor let the ftoic bo.ift his mind unnnv’d ; 1 

The brute philofopher, xvho ne’er has prov’d > 
The joy of loving and of being lov d ; ^ 

Who fcofns human nature to confers, 

And, ftriving to be more thsn man, is left. 

Nor let the men the weeping fair accufe, 

Thofe kind proieftors of the tragic mufe, 


Whofe tears did moving Otway’s labours crown» 
And made the pot)r Moi'.iniia's grief their own ; 
Thofe tears their art, not wtakneft, lias con-\ 

I 

ir grief approv’d ihcniccncfsof their rafee, /» 
i they w’Cpt moil, bccaufc they judg'd the I 
heft. J 




Their grief 
And 

O could this age's writers hope to find 
.An audience to cOmpalhoii thus inclin'd, 

The ftage would need no farce. norfong,nordancef 
NiircaperingMoniicurbrougljt fiom utlivoF ranee; 
Llincli, and his organ-p-pe, his. d<>LS andbear, 

To native Karnet migl.t rq'Hir, 

Or breathe with c ‘ptom Otier 1> inkf.dc air : 
Majeftic tragedy ibcuid once iu;ain 
In purple pomp adi^rn iho fwcilir.i: I'. cne. 

Her leaicli Ihould ranfaci; riJi ih* .tncjc irflorc,"! ’ 
The foirunci of ilicir l ,tnd jrinp explore, L 
Such as mightgrievt you, bur ihould plealcyou T 
mure. J 

What Sink fptare durfi not, this bold n-p; Ihould do, 
i\nd lami»us Cirvck a'^d Luiin U"nu;..s ihew : 
Sluikljjeaa, wlsofe » enms to itllif a luv, 

JoykI men in cv’ry bcudit ot uaiuie draw, 

And copied all but women iliai l.e l.tw. 

'1 hofc ancient bcromvs your c«mrt i u Ihould movet 
Their gi let and .11 ge much, but inoft ihi ir love ; 
loir in the atfou:ii of cv'rv age we find 
The bill and fairtfi of that fex weic kind, 

'I'o pity always, and ro love ir.cliii'd. 

Allbrt, ye fair ones, who in judgment fit, 

Your ancient ciupire over love and wit ; 

Rcfoim your fmlb, and teach the men t’obey : 

'I bey’ll leave tbtM* tumbling, if you loud the way* 
Be but what thofe before to Otuay were: 

C) vveie you but us kind ' we kupw you are aifair. 


} 

o\et 
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§ 123. Epilogue to ibe fame, Rowe. 

T he folecn and vapours, and rhl* doleful play. 
Have mortified me to that height to-day, 

'1 hat I am almoft in tlic mortal mind 
I'o die indeed, and k,iVv; you all l-ehind. 

Knov/ t’oeii, fii.ce 1 refolve in peace to part, 

1 mean to leave ro one cibmc my bean : 

(Lull favours will admit of no pariagc, 

1 bar all fliaring, but u| on the Uage) 

To one who call wi-h one alone ijo blcft, 

Tlie peaceful mon.irch of a fingic bre-ift ; 

To one— —lk.it, oh ' lv>\v h;ui twill be 10 find 

That PhemiV. in sour fickle changing kind I 
New love', new inrerefts, and religion* new, 

Stijj your fanuftic appetites purlue. i 

Your fickly fancies loath what you polTcft,* 

And ev'ry rtfileJ's fi»l woyld iL^nge his place.. 
Some, weary of their peace and cjuiet grown, 
Want to be ncificd up aloft, and Ihown ; 

VVhilft from the envied height the wUc get 
fafely down. 

We find your wav’riiig temper to our cofi^ 

Since all our pains and care to pleafe is lo^ 
Mufic in vain funpoiis with friciidiy aid 
Her fifier Foctry^s tUclinuig head; . 

hh 1 Shew 


ce. 
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Shew but a mimic ape, or French buffoon, "J ^ 
You to thciothcr houfc in (hoals are gone, ? 
And leave us here to tunc our crowds' alone. J 
Muft Shakfpearc, FIctchcr, and laborious Ben 
Be left for Scaramouch and Harlequin > 

Allow you arc inconHant, ycr ’tis ftrangc, 

For fenfe is ftill the (amc, and ne’er can change. 
Y ft even hi that you vary as the reft, 

And cv’ry day new notions are profeft. 

Nay, there’s a ’• wit has found, as I am told. 
New ways to heaven, defpairing of the old : 

He fwears he’ll fpoil the clerk and (exton’s trade. 
Bells (hall no more be rung, nor graves be made : 
The hearfe and fix ng longer be in faihlon. 

Since all the faithful may cxpcA tranllation. 
What think you of the projeft > I’m for ivjing, 
1*11 lay afide thefc fooliih thoughts of dying ; 
Preferve my youth and vigour for the Itagc, 

And be tranllatcd in a good old age. 


§ 124. Prologue to the Tnuhr Ihtflmndy or the 
Auontptijb'd Fools, Addison. 

TN the firft rife and infancy of farce, 

When fools were many, and when plays were 
fcarce, 

The raw uiipra£hs*d authors could with eafl* 

A young and unexpericnc’d audience pleal'c : 

No fingle character had e*er been (hown, 

But the lyholc herd of fops was all their own : 
Rich in originals, they fet to view. 

In cv’ry piece, a coxcomb that was new. 

But now our Britiih theatre can boaft 
J^rolls of all kinds, a vah unthinking hod ! 
Fruitful of folly and of vice, it (licws 
Cuckolds, and cits, and bawds, and pimps, and 
beaux ; 

Rough-country knights arc found of ev’ry (liirc, 
Of ev*ry fafhion gentle fops appear ; 

And punks of diff'rcnt rharafiters wc meet, 

As frequent on the ftage as in the pit : 

Our modern wits are forc’d to pick and cull, 
And here and there by chance glean up a fool ; 
Long cre they find the ncccffary fpark. 

They Icarch the town and beat about the Park: 
To all his moft frequented haunts refort. 

Did dog him to the ring, and oft to court ; 

As love of pleafure, or of place invites ; 

And (bmettmes catch him taking fnuff at White’s. 

Howe'er, to do yoti Wght, the prefent age 
Breeds very hopeful monders for the dage ; 

That fcorn the paths their dull forefathers trod, 
And won't be bWkhcads in the common road. 
Ho but furvey this crowded houfe to-night : 
i*— *>>rUcrc’8 ftill' encouragement for thofe that 
write. 

Our author, to divert his friends to-day, 
Stocks with variety, of fools his play $ 

And, that thrire may be Ibmcthing gay and new, 
Two ladies errant has expos’d bo view : 


The fird a damfcl, trslvell’d In romance ; v 
The other more refin’d j (he comes from France. 
Rercue,'like courteous knights, the nymph fronf 
danger} 

And kindly treat, like well-bred men, the drangcr. 


§ 125. Epilogue to the fame, Steele. 

DRITONS, who condant war, with faftious”] 
rage. 

For liberty againd each other wage, 

From foreign infults fave this Englilh dage. 3 
No more tli’ Italian fqurilling tribe admit, 

In tongues unknown ; 'tis pop’ry in wit. 

The fongs (themfelves confds) VromRomc they 
bring. 

And *tis high-ma(s, for aught you know, they ling. 
Hulhands, take care, the clanger may conic nigher, 
The women fay their eunuch is a fi iar. 

But is it not a lerious ill tc; lie 
Europe’s great arbiters lb mean can be ; 

Paflive, with an affe£lcd joy to fit, 

Sufpend their native tade of manly wit ; 

Ncgicft their comic humour, nagic rage, 

For known defeats of nature and of age » 

Arifc for lliarne, ye conquVing Britons, rife ! 
Such unadom’d effeminacy defpife ; 

Admire (if you will dote on foreign wit) 

Not what Italians fing, but Romans writ. 

So lhall Icfs work«, fuch as to-night’s Higlit play, 
At your command with judicc die away'j 
Till then forgive your wriurs, that can’t bear I 
You fliould Inch very Tramoiirftnes appear, > 
The nations, which contemn you, to revere. J 
Let Anna’s foil be known for all its diarms} 
As fam’d for lib’ral I'cicnccs as arms : 

Let thofe derilion meet, who would advance 
Manners, or fpcech, from Italy or France. 

Let them learn you, w'ho would your favour iind> 
And Hngliih be the language of mankind. 


§ i ‘ 24 . Epilogue to the Ganiefler, 

Ce.vtuvrf. 

one condemn’d, and ready to become. 

For his offences pad, a pendulum, 

Docs, ere he dies, belpcak the learned throng, 
Then, like the fwan, expires in a fong; 

So I (though doubtful long which knbt to choofc;. 
Whether the hangman’s, or the marriage noofe), 
Condemn'd,^ good people, as you fee, for life, 

To play that tedious, juggling game, a wife, 
Have but one word of go^ advice to fky. 

Before the doleful cart draws quite away'. 

You roaring boys, who know the midnightcares 
Of rattling tatts, yc tons of hopes and fears j 
Who labour hard to bring your ruin on, 

And diligently toil to be undonq,; * 

You’re fortune’s fporting footballs at the bed. 
Few are his joys, and imall the gameder's red : 
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^ ^ fe then fortune only rules the dice, 

Jind m the fquarc you play j yet who, that’s wife, 
Would to the credit of a faithlcTs main 
Truft his good dad’s hard-gotten hoeirded gain? 
But then fuch vultures round a table wait, 

And hov’ring watch the bubble’s fickly Hate j 
The young fond gambler, covetous of more, 
Like Aifop’s dog, hdcs his certain ftorc. 

Then the fpunge fcjueez’d by all grows dry—- and 
now 

Com^detcly wretched turns a fliarpcr too ; 

Thde fools, for want of bubbles too, play fair, 
And lofe to one another on the fcpiarc j 
So whores- the wealth from numcrotis culls they 
glean. 

Still fpeiid on bullies, and grow poor again. 

This itch for play has lik.ewifc fatal been, 
And more than Cupid drawn tlie ladies in : 

A thoufand guineas for bafftt picvaiU, 

A bait, when calh nms low, that feldom fails ; 
And when the fair one can’t the debt deh-ay 
In Ikrling coin, does Herling beauty pay. 

In vain we labour to divert your care, 

Nor fong nor dance can bribe your prefeiice 
here, 

You fly tins place like an infectious aii ; 

’'f'o yonder happy cpiarter of the town 
You' crowd, and your own fav’rite Ihigcdifown; 
W e're like old niiftrclfcs, you love the vice. 
And hate us only *caufc we once did pitafe. 

Kor can we flnd’how die ’ris we deferve, 

Like Tantalus, ’midlf plenty thus to ftaiTc. 


§ 127 . Ptolo^ut to Tancren onJ 

Thomson. 

B Or.D is the ma»*, who in this nicer age 

Prefunies to tread tlte chnfK*» corrttHod foige* 
“Now, with gay tinl'el arts we can no more 
Conceal the want of nature’.'* (fcrling uie: 

Our fpells arc vanilliM, broke our magic wand, 
That us'd to waft 50U over fca and bud : 

Before your light the fairy people fade j 
Tiio demons fly-— the ghoft itfclf is laid. 

In vain of martial feenes the loud alarms ; 

The mighty Prompter thund’ring out to arms ; 
The playhoulb iX)ire clattering from afar j 
The clofc wedg’d battle, and the din of war. 
Mow even the Senate fcldoin we convene ; 

The yawning fathers nod behind the I'cenc. 
Your tafte rejedts the glitt’ting falfc fublime. 

To flgh in metaphor, and die in rhime. 

High laut is tumbled from his gallery throne: 
Delcription, dreams— nay, fnnilies are gone. 

• What lhall we then ^ to pleafe you how devife? 
Whofe judgment fits not in your cars and eyes. 
Thiicc happy ! could we catch great Sliakfpearc's 
art, 

IV trace the deep rcccflcs of the heart ; 

His Ample, pl.dn fublime; to vvliich is given 
To ftrike the foul with darted flame from heaven : 
Could we awake foft Otway’s tender woe ; 

The pomp of verfe, and golden lines of Rowe T 


We to your hearts apply ; let them attend; 
Before their flient, candid bar we bend* 

If warm’d they liften, 'tw our noblcft pcaifls ; 
If cold, they wither all the mufek bays. 


§ xiS. Epilo^^uctotlvfumf. THO^rS0V• 

C R AMM’D to the throat withwholcfomc.oiond 

Iluif; 

Alas ’ j>ot>r audience ! you liave had euougiu 
Was ever liaplcfs hcniiuc of a play 
In fuch a piteous plight as ours to-d.iy ? 

Was ever woman fo by lovci bi-rray’d r 
Match’d with two huibands, and yet— -die a niaid« 
But, bleb me !-— hold-— what luunds arc tlicfe t 
hear?— 

I (ic the Tragic Mufe hcifclf appear. 

[ 7 /v /uu k fit «/- opt tjff and dift mm /i 
iji'uuit 'jMva/i Us:aji apt •, ft om 71 'hit b 
viunda^ intbt' tburaiitvof ibi lrajri,: 
thkjtoutf JluiL'h to vutjii^ and jpeaks Ibt 
foIio:ui>r^ Itncs : 

Hence with vour flip|>ant epilogue, tliat tries . 
To wipe the t iiriu>us tear from Britifli eyes ; 
Thar dares my moral, ’ragic Icciie profaiie. 

With drains— -at bed, uniuiring, light, and vahu 
Hence from tin; pure, uiifulhtd licanis, that play 
In ycai fair eyes, w here virtvie fliines— Away ! 

Britons, to you, from cliaftc Cadalian groves, 
Where dwell the lendlr, oft unhappy loves; 
Where ihade? of hciocs roam, each mighty namca 
And court my aid, to rife agiin to fame : 

T « you I cbine ; to freedom’s noblcH feat ; 

Aiul in Britannia fu my lad retreiit. 

In Greece, and Rome, 1 watch’d the public 
we.»4 ; 

The purple tvrnt trembled at my flee! ; 

Nor did J lufs o’er piivaic forruw s reign, 

And iiitml the melting heart with fuftcr p^. 

On I’ ranee and you ilicn rofe my brighi’ningflar 

Withlf«:ial ray 'I'hc art', are ne'er at war. 

O ' iis your fire and geniu.^ llrongcr blaze; 

As yuur> are gcii’rous freedom’s bolder lays; 

Let not the Gallic tafte leave yours bcliind. 

In decent manners and in life rcHn’d ; 

I Banifli the motley mode, to tag low verfe, 

; The laughing liallad to the mournful hearfe. 
When thro' five aCts your hearts have leamt t» 
glow, 

j T ouch’d w'ith tlio facred force of honcfli woe, 

I O keep the dear impreflion on >our breaft. 

Nor idly loic it for a wretched jeli ! 


§ 129 . Epilogue to Zara. Aaron 

H KRB, take a forfeit, firs, of being jealous. 
And fhun the pains that plague thofeTurjkifli 
fellows: ^ , 

Where love and death join hands, their dares 
. founding, 

Save Us, goTKl heaven \ from this new of 
wounding I ^ * 

• 5 ,, 
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Cart'd climate !^<*-where 9 to cardsi a lonc-lcft 
woman 

Has only one of her black guards to fummon ! 
$ig)hS| and fits mop'd, with her tame bead: to 
gaze at : 

And that cold treat is all the game flie plays at! 
^Tor— Ihould (he once fome able r hand be trying, 
Foignard’s the word ! and the iirft deal 
< dying ! 

%life I Ihould the bloody whim get ground in 
Britain, 

Where woman’s freedom has fuch heights to At 
on; 

gers, provok’d, would bring on dcfolation, 
And munler’d belles un<peoplc hjlf the nation !— 

t'ain would 1 hope this play to move com- 
panion—' 

And live to hunt fufpicion out of fafliion.— 
Fnuf motives ftrongly recommend, to lovers, 
Hate of this wcakntls, that our fccne difeovers : 

Firft then— A woman will or won’t— depend 
ofi’t: 

If Ihe willdo't, (he will— and there’s an end on’t. 
But| if Iht* Won’t— ^fince fafe and Ibund your 
truA is, 

Fear is affront, and jealoufy injudicc. 

' bieXt— He who bids his dear do what (he pleads, 
filunfS ^vcdlock's edge, and all its torture cafes : 
For— not to feel your fuff’ rings, is the fame 
Ai not to fuffcT — All the difference— name. 

Thirdly — The jealous hulband wrongs his ho* 
Hour; 

Ko wife goes lame, without fomc Imrt upon her; 
And the malicious world will llili be guclRng, 
[Whooft dines out didikes her own cook's drdiiiig. 

Fourthly, and hAly — to concludj'my lefturc, 
If you would fix ih’ incondant wife— rtTpeCt her. 
She who perceives her virtues over-rated, 

Wilt fear to have th’ account m^ti'c jurtly dated; 
And, borr’wihg ftoin her piide, the good wife's 
.. * teeming, 

Grow really fuch— to merit your edeeming. 


, J 130. Prohgne to the Banhidpt, Foote, 

f OR Wit’ft keen fatire, and this laughing dage, 
• What theme fo fruitful as fi Bankrupt Age } 
confin’d to commerce js the Curfc, 
head » empty as the purfe ; 

out credit and our wit, ^ 

J?Or h th* fagC more folvcnt than the cit ; 

,, AU thefe.*>*-bat foft, ere thus abroad wc roam, 
fWei* it not prudent firft to look at home ? 
gentle Sirs, have given me credit long, 
word for many an idle fong ; 
t, if, exhaufted, I give notes to-day — 
t humour, which I cannot pay, 

turn bankrupt too, and hop away, 
indeed, 1 modilhly apply 
Hf.liwiiVie fell my works by lottery. 

^iear^ill fevour, where's nOca^ to firee'em, 
thit way to parj^ with vxf mufeum : 


} 


My old friend Smirk, indeed, may lend hif-’aid^ 
And fell by auflion alt my ftock in traded 
His placid features, and imploring eye, •’ 
May tempt perhaps the tardy town to buy ; 

His winning manner, and his foft addrefs, 

To other fales of mine have given fuccefs i 
But after all, my ever honour’d friends 4 • 

On you alone my fate this night depends ; 

I’ve fought fome battles, gain’d fomc vift’ricshcre^ 
And little thought a culprit to appear 
Before this houfe ; but if rcfolv'd you go 
To find me guilty, or to make me fo, 

To grant me neither wit, nor tafte, nor fenfe. 
Vain were my plea, and ufelcfs my defence. 

But ftill, I will not ftcal, I will not beg, 

Tho’ I’ve a pafsporr in this wooden leg; 

But to my cot contentedly retire, 

And ftew my cabbage by my only fire. 

Mean time, great Sirs, my fenicncc yet un--^ 
known, I 

R’cn as your jufticc be your candour Ihovvn, > 
And when you touch my honour, don’t forget | 
your own. J 


§131. Epi/o!) lic to the Toy- Shop, R. Dod s LEY. 

X^ELL, heaven be prais’d ! this dull, grave 
fermon’sdonc 

(For faith our author might have call’ll it one). 

I wonder who the devil he thought to pleafc ! 

Is this a time of day for thinuH like ihtfe ! 

Good fenfe and honeft fatire now offend ; 

We’re grown too wife to learn, too pmtid to mend; 
And fo divinely rapt in fongs and times. 

The next wife age will all be— -fidlers fons. 

And did he think plain truth would favour find ? 
Ah, ’tis a fign he little knows mankind 1 
To pleafc, he ought to have a fong or dance, 
The tunc from Italy, the caper France: 

Thcfe, thefe might charm— But hope to db't 
with fenfe, 

Alas f alas ! how vain is the pretence ! 

But, tho’ wc told him— ’faith, ’twill never do— 
Pho ! never fear, he cried, tho’ grave, ’tis new : 
The wliiin perhaps may pleafc, if not the wit, 
And, tho* they don’t approve, they may permit. 
If neither this nor that will intercede, 

SubmilAve bend, and thus for pardon plead. 

“Ye gen’rous few ! to you our author fucs, 

“ His fit ft effay with candour to cxcufe ; 

'X has fan Its, he owns, but if they arc but Apall, 
“ Hehopcs y^rkindapplaufe will hide themall.” 


§131. Proiogue to Mr. AndrcKus* t Comedy of Better 
Late than Never. Duke oj Leeds. 
^USTOM cbmmands a prologue to each play, 
^ But cuftom hath not cold us what to fay : 

No form preferib'd, 'tis difticult to find 
How to conciliate the public mind. « 

The bafhfui bard — the modcii mufe’s fears, 

So long have iingled in your patient ears, . 

That DOW perhaps you’ll fcarcc vouchfafe 19 ftay 
To hear both their ^logy— *aad play. 

Ko! 
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No » ‘Cctter furc on him it onct to c ill, 

VVith^“ bu , it frighttii d il\us, w bj \\ nrt at all ^ 
■Wt’ie not rtduc d yet to a trembling ptn ' 

Zoundb ' bard'i will crowd ui» loon, like— gtnile- 
* 

Something like this, T hcird i fricid once fiy, 
Whowilhd (^oorlouP) to hu r i nt\\-hundi*d 
pi ly 

Box d fiujg at fird, coni| Ittel) to his mind, 

W ith orly one ;i ive uudiLoi btliind, ] 

Frc third tl had ftniei/lcd to u end, j 

Jn rctl il thitt ciuics, c ch the iiit* or b rritnd— ■ 
On prnd datrinMi d - wit conhrm d by vsint 
X cich And ' ai d If ' wjsclullc— Cor. damn d 
hnc 

To tiftt lo nni \ M my friend of courft gi\ c w u , 
Bu*- IqiRt/ (1, thump d, kick d— dill lidcn d to 
the 1 1 V , 

TiP b\ icpc ted ph idits gro\ n fo fore, 

Noi Pelh norbb oil could be ironc tommcntmoic 
Such bold rtu frunds they luitly cumot need, 
Who wilh by mnit only to fncct d 
*3 o-nighr wi oflti o the public view 
A charaftcr, you 11 own perhips is uw 
1 rom D< lor s Commons v\<. the model draw , 

A piomilin^ eleVL of ci\ il 1 iw , 

And end luic tint Uw which nn provide 
Or I need be) rclcik you tioni i bride 

*1 hrice bk h d the maiifK n, where, in fpite ol ills, 
Alive or d id you dill can hive youi wuU. 

M leh c ukl f odei in oui ui^hor s nult , 

N i\, pio\e hi hid yrcai objt^l— vourappliufc , 
But, led dull fiitiidlhip Ihould his genius'! 

wron*ri v 

1 11 dop —before tlie prologui grows too long, i 
And Bc//a la t than mvo hold m/ tongue, ^ 


§ *33 to the fume, ANDREWS 

T he dnmi done, and ill its ini ltd over. 
Content the hufband, ind ftcure the lover. 
Our timid bard, who die ids the critic ire, 

And thinks m> little tont,ue can never tire, 
Would hivc me re-affumt the wig and gown, ^ 
To pUid his goolt-qnill caule before the town 

“ Lord' Sir,’ lays 1, “fome better counlel br.ng, 
For females in a wig are not the thing 
** Your bearded Barrider, if finartly made, is 
“ A furer advocate among the ladies. * 

« Madam, he cued, or perriwig d, or bare, 
bo you but talk, I never need cUfpiir 
Suppofe, ye fair, as I m lo Imooth a prater, 

I take 1 line more conlonani to niturc , 

Give up the vain attempt your hearts to waim, 
And \iind the men with female weapon aim 
Oft have the wits, unmindful whom they vex, 
Jexpos d the foibles < f the lofter fex , 

J^augh d utncirdrtls,theii well-fhap'd cork, their 
feat trs. 

Their ftcady I loom, unchanging m all weathers. 
Swore locks w ere gi t y,that feem d a comely brown, 
Aaili tliv’ all paid for, deem’d them not thcuown- 


♦y« 

Why not retort ? avenge ih’ infulted fair, 

And fhew tlulc men, what vvondious things they 
are. 

Now don t be fngl ten’d - poor eecentiic clvci t 
I only fliew wlm mod vou ik — •yourAlvcs. 

How ! tremble at a wf m in ‘ (hame Ivtide • 

1 ho I look heret, like vou —1 m all outfide s 
\ tt t*er my effoits youi m miion call 
1 o that deii poitiait whivh ihould hit you all^ 
Let me debnt itc whit was oiwe i beau. 

The Rind b »v Billv of Ionic ycais ago. 

Sweet image of mama in cv ry Kituie, 

The youtn came f )iih. a moil delitun s cicatiiro^ 
With full diels d ikjits, not quite unlikc a hoop^ 
Hut under irm, line but on, ind gilt lo* p— 

Still Hock, Ung Iword rti‘1 duigling m the way. 
Hi lometimes veinurd to i hi it ni^ht play 
1 iippd thio the lobby, moH eompkleiy curl'd^ 
Nrti did i pjw-piw thing for all the world. 

1 hus he di( our d “bii Dilhtriy, ods fo, 

“ De ir, de ir i,ood Ink' luv you i place below } 
Dein It, d t eiow d io, fellow *— 0,lu>wibock« 

I'le as ipoil d my hiii, and dirtied all my dock* 

mg ” 

Suchvv as the fmirtour gi indmimis w ould piaifff 
Rather unlike the fniut of prefent days 
I or 1 defy ill hittory to fliew 
One thing iii nature liK e a modern beau , 
flu iUnichd, fiort ibik, knec-uappmgs, tliat 
bi mg hick 

1 he men ory of re^'Own’d Sixteen Stung Jackf 

hteriul bu its, and coll ir you d iuppofe 

Cur m kind lonta^ with lus buckmip’s nofe. 

J Kills triinlv deck d, each ni^ht aim ng the doxict 
Ht ftoimv the lobby, ind ailuls the boxes ; 

With gait uid manner— (uinetlhng in thu way. 
Proves lus rare talle, and dt frauts on the play*-** 
*• Here, bo> kecpii ' why don t the lafcal come? 
« lidlon— InmGeikm' cm you giveusroom^ 
W liai s tills — I he farce — Maebccb— 'aiiopaM 
“ ra?— O! 

Came oiu lift ftaion— Stupid ftufT— damn’d 
“ low 

« Zounds, let » be offl* — “ Z ds, be a hide 

“ cilmcr ’ ’ 

** Who s that -the Jordan No, you 

“R Pihncr 

Thus lome ire found, by cv’ry aft reycnliiig 
Perfeft indifference to fenlc and feeling, 
lo fuch OUI play not fues— but yoi, ye hur. 

Ye wi‘e, whom nature form’d with happier eaua. 
Whole tender Imloms, tho by palfioni KAtii 
heel tlu. loft virtues in their full extenr, ^ 
Chet lili our auihor’s plan, which wm» to yrottf. 
Life’s beft exeruons fpnng from virtuottt 


§134 Vafei io the Memo^ ef Mr* OMLWitfaU 
S/oken a* a Monoify^ by Mrs* YATUa^ 
Theatre-K^al tn Drufy*Lasu* 

I P dvmg excellence deferves a tea% J 

If fond remembraAce iUU U chcolkV 
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Can wc pcrfift to bid our forrows flow 
Foi- fabled fiilFVers and dcluflvc woe > 

Or with quaint fmites difmifs the plaintive (lrain> 
jpotnt the quick jeft*^-indu|ge the comic vein- - 
irc yet to buried Rofcius wc ainen 
One kind regret— ope tributary hnc » ' 

His fame requires wc a£l a tenderer part : 

His memory claims the tear you gave his art f 
The gci/ral voice, the meed of mournful verfe. 
The fplendid forrows that adorn’d his hcarib, 
The tWong that mount’d as their dead favorite 
pafs’d, 

^Thc grac'd refpcfl: that claim’d him to the laft. 
While Shak(itcare*$ image, from its hallow’d bafe, 
Seem’d to prclci ibe the grave, and point the places 
Hof thefc, nor all the fad regrets that flow 
From fond fidelity’s domcflic woe. 

So much arc Garrick’s praife— fo much his due, 
As on this fpot — one tear bellow’d by yovu 
Amid the arts which feek ingenuous fame, 
Our toil attcm(>ts the moll precarious claim f 
To him, whole mimic pencil wins the prize, 
Obedientyame immortal wrcatlis fupplics : 
Whate’er of wonder Reynolds now may raifa, 
Raphael llilbboafts cotemponny praife : 

Each dazzling light and gaudier bloom fubdued, 
With iindiminifli'd awe his works are view’d : 
E’en beauty’s portrait wears a Ibftcr prime. 
Touch’d by the tender hand of mellowing time. 

The patient fculptor owns an humbler part, 

A ruder toil, and more mechanic art j 
Content with flow and tiinoinus flroke to trace 
The ling’ring line, and motild the tardy grace : 
But once achiev’d, tho’ barbVous wreck o’erthrow 
The faered fane, and lay its glories low, 

Yet fhall the Ibilptur’d ruin rife to-day, 

Grac’d hy defeat, and worlhipp’d in decay ; 

Th’ enduring record bears the artift’s name, 
Hempnds his honours, and aflerts his fame, 
Superior hopes the poet's bofom lire, 

O proud diflinftion of the faered lyre I 
Wide as th’infpiring Phor;bus darts bis ray, 
Diffufivc fplcndor gilds his votary's lay. 

Whether the fong hemic woes rchcarle. 

With Epic grandeur, and the pomp of verfe ; 

Or, fondly gay, with uirmibitious guile 
Attempt no prize but fav'ruig beauty’s fmilc ; 
Or bear dcjc£led to tltc lonely grove 
, Xbc fl>ft defpair of unprevailing love j 
Whate’er the theme, thio’ cv’ry age and clime 
Congenial palfions meet the according rhyme ; 
TFTic pride of glory, pity's figh lincerc, 

Touth*S!r earliell bluih, and beauty’s virgin tear, 
buck is their meed— tl>etr honours thus fccurc, 
drts yield obje As, and whofc works endure. 
. TThe aftur only flirinks from time's award ; 

. V^bk'ttftdition is his memory's guard ; 


By whofe faint breath his merits mull; abide. 
Unvouch’d by proof, to fubltance unalli^! 

Even matchlefs Garrick’s art, to heaven rcfig»d. 
No fix’d efle£l, no model leaves behind. 

The grace of aAion, the adapted mien, 
Faithful as nature to the varied fcenc ; 

Th’ expreffive glance, wliofe fubtle comment dmvs 
Entranc’d attention, and a mute appUufc ; 
Geftujcthat marks, with force and feeling fraught, 
A fenfc in filcncc, and a will in thought ; 
Harmonious fpeech, whofc pure and liquid tone 
Gives verfe a mufic fcarce confefs’d its own ; 

As light from gems alTumcs a brighter ray. 

And, cloth’d with orient hues, tranfeendsthe day ? 
Paliion’s wild break, and frown that awes the feiilt. 
And ev’ry charm of gentle eloquence. 

All pcrilhable ’—like th'clcAric fire 

But llrike the frame, and, as they (Irike, expire ; 

•Incenfc too pure a bodied flame to bear, 

I;s fragrance charms the fenfe, and blends with 
air. 

Where then, while funk in cold decay he lies. 
And pale cclipfc for ever veils thofe eyes ! 

Where is the blell memorial that cnliircs 
Our Garrick’s fame*— wdiofe is the truft?— ’tii 
yours. 

And, O ! by ev’ry charm his art effay’d 
To foorh ^-^ur cares ! by ev’ry grief allay’d * 
the hiilh’d wonder \\liich his accents drew ? 
By bis lall parting tear, repaid by you ! 

By all thofe thoughts, which many a diftant night 
Shall mark his memory with a fad delight ! 

Still in your licarts dear record bear his name, 
Chcrifh the keen regret that lifts his fame j 
To you it is bequeath’d, alfert the trull. 

And to his worth— -’tis all you can— -be juft. 

M^hat more is due from lanAifying time. 

To cheeiful wit, and nnuiy a favour’d rhyme. 
O’er his grac’d um fhall bloom, a deathlcfs wreath, 
Whofe blofl'om’d fweets fhall deck the malk. be- 
neath. 

For thefe, when fculpturc’s votive toil fhall rear 
The due memorial of a lofs fo dear, 

O lovelieft mourner, gentle mufe ! be thine 
The pleafing woe to guard the laurell’d flirtnc. 
As Fancy, oft by fupcrftition led 
To roam the manfions of the fainted dead, 

Has view'd, by lhadowy eve’s unfaithful gloom, 
A weeping cherub on a martyr’s tomb ; 

So thou, fweet Mufe, hang o’er his fculptur’d bier. 
With patient woe, that loves the ling’ring tear; 
With thoughts that mourn, nor yet defire relief. 
With meek regret, and fond enduring grief; 
With looks that fpcak— he never fhall return ! 
Chilling thy tender bofom, clafp his urn ; 

And with loft lighs difperfe ih’ irrev’rend duft^ 
Which time may ftrew upon his lacked bull* 








